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INTRODUCTION, 


At  a  sale  of  the  effects  of  an  eminent  antiquaiy  lately 
deceased,  it  was  our  happiness  and  good  fortone  to  become  the 
poBsessop  of  a  certain  little  MS.  volume,  closely  written,  in  a 
neat  small  hand  of  the  seventeenth  century.  It  is  veiy  thick, 
contains  nearly  a  thousand  pages,  is  bound  in  black  leather,  and 
is  fastened  by  two  brass  clasps.  On  the  title-page  was  writteUj 
"The  Storie  of  my  Lyffe,  concludit  to  this  year  1660." 

On  examining  our  literary  and  antiquarian  treasure,  which  we 
did  with  ardour,  we  found  that  it  was  the  adventures  of  a  Scottish 
gentleman,  of  that  stirring  period  indicated  by  the  date,  who  had 
Benred  for  a  time,  as  a  soldier  of  fortone,  in  the  armies  of  Den- 
loark.  We  found  the  book  interesting,  from  the  giimpses  of  wild 
adTenture,  hair-breadth  escapes,  high  military  courage,  and  raci- 
1^^  it  exhibited ;  thus,  the  more  we  read,  ihe  more  pleased  did 
^e  become. 

^^p  BoUo,  for  such  was  the  name  of  the  writer,  seemed  to 
^  beside  us  relating  his  own  startling  adventures ;  and  we  were 
W  the  point  of  handing  over  the  MS.  to  our  enterprising 
friends  of  the  Bannatyne  Club,  when,  lo !  we  discovered  that 
^ere  were  two  serious  gaps  in  it.  Though  having  little  doubt 
^oatthe  archseologists  would  gladly  publish  these  curious  memoirs 
^en  m  their  mutilated  state,  we  preferred  to  restore  the  thread 
^^&e  narrative,  so  far  as  we  could  do  so,  from  the  quaint  pages 
^  ^e  Amsterdam  Courant,  the  SvedUh  InielUgenow,  the  war- 
^  Btory  of  Colonel  Monro  and  others,  and,  after  modernising 
spelling  and  language  of  the  whole,  so  as  to  make  it  move 
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generally  readable,  handed  over  our  transcript  to  our  friend  Mr. 
Boutledge,  of  London. 

Those  portions  of  the  work  which  have  been  made  up  from 
contemporary  authority,  we  are  much  too  cunning  to  point  out ; 
though  we  have  little  doubt  that  the  critical  reader  will  easily 
recognise  them.  But  we  may  add  that,  historically  considered, 
we  have  found  the  military  details  to  tally  so  closely  with  those 
given  in  the  Low  Dutch  "  Relation,"  "  Ye  Danish  Warres,"  and 
other  works,  that  our  soldier  of  fortune  may  defy  the  closest 
scrutiny. 

When  we  read  the  memoirs  of  any  eminent  man  of  whom  no 
portrait  is  extant,  we  are  naturally  curious  to  know  what  like  he 
was — ^the  colour  of  his  eyes,  of  his  hair,  and  so  forth ;  and,  most 
fortunately,  before  entering  upon  the  adventures  of  Philip  Rollo 
we  are  enabled  to  afford  the  reader  a  pretty  good  idea  of  these 
matters ;  for  at  the  same  extensive  sale,  where  it  was  our  fortune 
to  find  the  MS.,  a  portrait  of  the  cavalier  was  "  knocked  down** 
to  us  for  a  comparative  trifle — ^nothing,  absolutely,  when  we  con- 
sider that  it  was  a  real  and  well-authenticated  Jamesone,  an  artist, 
so  justly  esteemed  the  Vandyke  of  Scotland,  and  who  studied 
with  Sir  Anthony  under  Rubens  at  Antwerp. 

This  portrait^  which  appears,  by  a  date  inscribed  thereon,  to 
have  been  painted  about  the  year  1630,  exhibits  an  eminently 
handsome  cavalier  in  the  gallant  and  picturesque  costume  of  that 
time.  The  face  is  oval — the  forehead  white  and  high — the  mus- 
taches and  imperial  weU  pointed — ^the  eyes  are  dark — the  hair 
long  and  of  the  deepest  brown.  The  left  hand  rests  in  the  bowl 
hilt  of  a  long  Spanish  rapier,  which  hangs  in  a  magnificent 
baldric,  worn  sashwise  over  the  right  shoulder ;  the  right  hand 
rests  on  a  helmet,  to  show  that  it  is  the  portrait  of  a  gentleman 
and  soldier.  We  have  also  an  admirable  example  of  the  Scottish 
costume  of  the  period;  this  cavalier's  doublet  having  loose 
sleeves,  abshed  with  white,  the  collar  being  covered  by  a  falling 
band  of  the  richest  point  lace;  a  short  crimson  cloak  hangs 
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jauntily  on  the  left  slioulder ;  the  breeches  are  of  blue  velvet, 
Iringed  with  point  lace,  and  meet  the  long  riding  boots,  v.hidi 
have  tops  of  ruffled  lace.     A  military  order  sparkles  on  his 
breast,  and  a  dagger  dangles  at  his  right  side.    Under  the  helmet 
there  peeps  out  a  slip  of  paper,  on  which  is  written,  JPMlip  Sollo, 
Ip  portraiioure. 
There  is  a  proud  and  lofty  expression  in  the  face  of  this  old 
portrait  (which  is  now  hanging  above  my  writing  table)  that  is 
remarkably  pleasing  and  impressive.     While  gazing  at  it,  the 
to  eyes  seem  to  fill  with  dusky  fire — the  proud  lips  to  curl, 
and  the  manly  breast  to  expand  with  the  high  military  spirit  the 
original  once  possessed ;  while  the  clouds  of  battle,  which  enve- 
lop the  background,  seem  once  more  to  roll  around  him  on  tbe 
wind.    This  ifl  power  of  the  Jamesone's  pencil — that  magic 
power  which  the  lapse  of  more  than  two  hundred  years  has  failed 
to  obliterate ;  and  we  hope  that  the  reader  will,  ere  long,  be  as 
interested  as  we  are  ourselves  in  the  fortunes  and  misfortimes, 
loTcs  and  adventures,  of  Philip  Eollo,  whoso  personal  memoirs 
appear  to  have  been  compiled  by  himself  for  his  own  amusement, 
ttther  than  for  that  of  others. 


PHILIP   HOLLO. 


$0flk  t|[t  lost. 


GHAPTEBL 
or  irr  TAmxT,  ahd  the  misfoktuiib  op  hot  HAvnrG  A 

LASOB  XOX7TH. 

I  WIS  hcftn  in  the  jest  after  King  James  YI.  aoqniied  tiie 
domiiiioa  of  England,  at  my  Other's  tower  of  Ciaigrollo,  which 
•redoAi  the  great  bay  of  Cromartie.  The  yom^seat  of  four 
»M,  I  was  (God  knows  why)  a  child  of  ill-omen  from  my  birth ; 
br,  before  that  erent  came  to  pass,  my  mother  had  Tarions 
mns^able  di«mi8,  whidi  woe  darkly  and  mysteriously  «>n- 
Btrued  by  certain  Highland  crones  of  the  district ;  and  the  wh^ 
&in3y  made  np  their  minds  to  expect  that  I  should  nerer  be  the 
ftmroe  of  anght  else  bat  discomfort  and  disgrace  to  them. 

AH  imooDscioas  of  the  disagreeable  impressions  r^ardmg  me, 
I  was  nshered  (poor  little  deril  I)  into  this  world  on  a  Friday,  the 
iDost  omiiioiis  day  of  the  week  for  such  an  arriyal;  ^^®^  • 
ibioas  stoim  of  wind  was  rolling  the  wares  of  the  l^^orth  Sea 
gainst  the  Sutors  of  Cromartie ;  and  a  tempest  of  ram  was 
lashing  the  walls  and  windows  of  the  old  tower,  and  drenclung 
the  older  pine-woods  that  surrounded  it.  A  knife  and  spade  had 
been  plaeed  below  my  mother's  bed,  a  Bible  below  her  pillow, 
tod  the  room  was  plentifully  sprinkled  with  salt,  to  avert  l^e 
mal  hiflncncc  of  the  fairies,  and  every  way  the  old  fashions  of  the 
Highlands  were  complied  with  strictly. 

My  father  had  been  particoLirly  anxious  for  a  daughtCT.  that 
lie  miaht  marry  her  to  his  nephew,  M'Parquhar  of  that  Ilk,  to 
thorn  he  was  tutor  or  guardian ;  and  various  wise  women,  who 
kad  been  solemnly  convened  in  council  before  I  was  horn,  had 
itt  been  morally  certain  that  my  mother  would  have  »  daughter. 

"Ton  have  long  loved  French  apples,"  swd  old  Mhona 
Toehach  j  "  your  ladyship  is  sure  to  have  a  daughter. 
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My  sudden  appearance  upset  all  their  calculations,  and  noi 
■more  than  those  of  my  father. 

"  The  devil's  in  the  brat  l"  said  he.  "  There  goes  the  estate  » 
M'Farquhar,  with  its  five  hundred  broadswords;""  for,  in  oi 
Scottish  fashion,  he  was  what  we  call  the  tutor  of  the  property. 

As  if  to  increase  the  general  prejudice  against  me,  I  squalk 
right  lustily,  which  made  all  the  old  crones  of  the  househoh 
and  the  wise  women  of  the  parish,  with  Mhona  Toshach,  m, 
mother's  nurse,  at  their  head,  tremble  and  predict  that,  througi 
life,  "  sore  trials  and  evil  would  attend  the  course  of  the  Friday 
hairn^^  All  the  crickets  in  the  bakehouse  disappeared  that  da 
for  ever,  a  surer  foreboding  of  dire  calamity. 

Though  we  were  a  branch  of  a  Lowland  or  Perthshire  familj 
the  gallant  Bollos  of  Diincruib,  my  father,  partly  to  humour  m; 
mother,  who  was  a  daughter  of  the  race  of  M'Farquhar,  am 
partly  to  please  his  Highland  neighbours,  resolved  to  celebrat 
my  arrival  in  the  old  country  fashion.  The  old  family  banner 
with  its  azure  chevrons,  on  which  the  spiders  had  been  spinning 
their  webs  since  it  had  been  last  imfurled  on  the  birth  of  m\ 
brother  Ewen  (for  my  father  was  eminently  a  peaceful  man),  waj 
displayed  on  the  old  tower  \  and  more  than  one  gallant  puncheoi 
of  ale  and  bombarde  of  Flemish  wine  were  set  abroach  in  thi 
yard.  I  was  baptized  over  a  broadsword.  Then  came  th< 
solemn  and  important  ceremony  of  placing  in  my  mouth  **  th« 
Erollo  spoon,"  which  was  done  in  presence  of  the  whole  house 
hold ;  and  which,  from  the  consternation  it  occasioned,  requires 
some  explanation. 

An  ancestor  of  ours.  Sir  Eingan  Rollo  of  that  Ilk,  who  had 
accompanied  Earl  Douglas  (afterwards  Marshal  of  France  and 
Duke  of  Touraine)  on  his  successful  invasion  of  England,  in  the 
year  of  God  1420,  when  sacking  the  manor-house  of  a  certaiu 
English  squire,  found  therein  a  silver  spoon  of  great  size  and 
Curious  workmanship,  which  he  brought  home  with  him  to 
Cromartie,  leaving  in  place  thereof  his  right  eye,  which  he  lost 
by  an  English  arrow  in  the  assault.  This  spoon,  doubtless  the 
palladium  of  a  long  race  of  well-fed  SaxOns,  became  the  heirloom 
of  the  house  of  RoUo,  on  which  it  produced  a  very  remarkable 
effect — ^not  unlike  that  which  Eigord  tells  us  the  loss  of  the  true 
cross  at  Tiberiade  had  upon  all  children  bom  afterwards  in 
Christendom— for  instead  of  thirty^  teeth  they  had  but  tuoeniff^ 
So  all  the  future  EoUos  of  the  Craig  came  in  time  to  be  distin- 
guished by  the  unusual  size  of  their  mouths  from  the  first  year 
after  this  spoon  was  deposited  in  the  oak  charter-chest  of  the 
family.  I  had  a  great-uncle  whose  mouth,  when  born,  extended 
from  ear  to  ear ;  but  still  it  was  almost  insufficient  to  contain  this 
capacious  English  spoon,  which  was  quite  round,  measured  three 
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inches  in  diameter,  and  on  which  onr  valiant  ancestor  had 
engraved  his  crest,  a  stag's  head,  with  the  legend, — 

'*  This  spnne  I  leave  in  legacie 
To  the  maist  mouthed  BoUo,  after  me. 

BiNGAN  BOLLO,  1481." 

Thus,  whenever  a  son  or  daughter  of  the  family  was  bom,  the 
msertion  of  this  remarkable  heirloom  into  their  mouths  was  one 
of  the  usual  ceremonies,  and  was  considered  as  indispensable  as 
marriage  or  christening.  Such  a  trophy  was  considered  some- 
thing to  be  vain  of,  by  the  KoUos  of  the  Craig,  who  were  sorely 
jealous  of  their  neighbours,  the  Urquharts  of  Cromartie,  who 
deduced  their  descent  from  Alcibiades  the  Atheuian  I  * 

It  had  been  remarked  that  every  Eollo  of  the  Craig,  whose 
mouth  would  not  admit  this  spoon,  or  at  least  a  portion  of  it,  was 
remarkably  unfortunate ;  thus,  of  my  father's  ten  brothers,  three, 
who  were  so  unhappy  as  to  have  mouths  like  other  people,  after 
being  distinguished  for  their  &cility  in  getting  into  quarrels  and 
tttrmoils,  were  all  out  off,  early  in  life ;  one  oein^  slain  by  the 
English,  at  the  Said  of  the  Itedswire ;  a  second  with  Buccleuch 
in  the  Lowlands  of  Holland ;  and  the  third,  who  had  become  an 
officer  in  a  Scottish  frigate,  being  taken  by  the  cruel  pirates  of 
Barbary,  who  basely  murdered  him.  Most  happily  for  them- 
Belves,  my  three  elder  brothers  were  blessed  with  enormously  wide 
mouths — in  fact,  they  were  like  nothing  that  I  can  remember  but 
the  mouth  of  a  cannon,  or  the  stone  gutters  of  a  cathedral ;  but 
I— poor  little  wretch ! — ^had  a  mouth  so  remarkably  small,  that 
no  part  of  this  capacious  spoon  would  enter  therein — not  even  a 
segment  of  it ;  and  from  that  moment  I  was  unanimously  con- 
sidered as  a  lost,  an  untrue  EoUo.  My  father  turned  his  back 
upon  me  from  that  day,  and  vowed  there  was  less  of  the  EolJo 
than  the  M'Farquhar  about  me ;  so,  from  thenceforward,  I  was, 
as  it  were,  delivered  into  the  hands  of  mischance  and  misfortune. 

A  goodly  volume  would  be  required  to  narrate  all  the  heart- 
humings  and  sore  taunts  I  endured  in  boyhood,  for  the  smallness 
of  my  mouth ;  the  studied  coldness  of  my  father :  the  gibes  and 
ku^hter  of  my  brothers ;  the  ominous  forebodings  and  doleful 
anticipations  of  the  old  nurse,  Mhona  Toshach ;  and  the  equivocal 
taimts  of  the  good-natured  friends  and  tenantry,  amoug  whom  I 
seemed  to  be  viewed  like  the  poor  dog,  that  should  be  hung  after 
acquiring  the  bad  uame,  the  mob  and  their  misdeeds,  have  given 
liim.  Inat  diabolical  old  spoon  was  the  bane  of  my  existence ; 
and,  influenced  by  certain  nints  from  my  poor  mother,  who, 
luiTing  a  very  small  and  very  pretty  mouth  herself,  sympathised 
tith  me,  I  made  more  than  one  essay  to  obtain  possession  of  it, 

*  See  Sir  Thomae  Urquhart's  Works. 
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for  the  purpose  of  throwing  it  into  the  deepest  part  of  Crbmartie 
bay,  with  a  pretty  heavy  stone  attached  thereto.  But  the  ancient 
charter-chest,  with  its  iron  bands  and  triple  locks,  defied  all  my 
efforts ;  and  many  a  hearty  kick  I  gave  it,  in  pure  rage  and 
deapite,  after  every  attempt  of  myself  and  Mhona  had  failed  to 
widen  my  mouth  to  the  family  size,  by  the  simple  mode  ol 
inserting  our  fingers  therein,  and  pulling  the  corners  in  contrary 
directions. 

Had  my  father  (worthy  man !)  been  of  a  jealous  disposition,  I 
doubt  not  that  it  might  have  occasioned  some  dispeace  between 
him  and  my  mother,  who  told  him  often,  that  "  hfe  ought  to  love 
my  mouth  the  more  for  being  so  like  her  own;"  but,  wedded  to 
his  own  opinions,  based  as  they  were  on  the  traditions  and  pre- 
dictions 01  two  hundred  years,  the  old  gentleman,  who  had  him- 
self a  singularly  open  countenance,  was  inexorable,  and  sorely 
dreaded  that  little  Philip  was  foredoomed  to  bring  disgrace,  or  at 
least  mischance,  on  the  xtoUos  of  the  Craig. 

Save  this  peculiar  prejudice,  he  was  one  of  the  best  men  in  the 
county ;  and  was  one  of  those  old  gentlemen  who  are  always 
looking  back  and  never  forward :  he  stuck  manfully  to  the  bom- 
basted  doublets  and  fashions  of  his  father's  days,  and  never 
allowed  a  Michaelmas  to  pass  without  eating  a  St.  Michael's 
bannock,  or  a  Christmas  without  seeing  the  yme  log  laid  on  the 
hearth,  and  never  was  known  to  kill  a  spider,  in  memory  of  the 
good  service  once  rendered  to  Scotland  and  the  Bruce  in  the  days 
of  old. 

Though  I  suffered  severely  from  hb  strange  pique,  it  was  per- 
haps the  source  of  good  to  me  ultimately.  Instead  of  being 
retained  at  home,  like  my  brothers,  spelling  over  the  Aula 
^rymavy  and  trembling  imder  the  ferrule  of  Dominie  Daidle,  the 
tutor,  fiddler,  and  factor  of  the  family,  and  spending  three  parts 
of  the  day  in  hunting,  shooting  witn  the  bow,  banqueting,  dan- 
cing, and  learning  to  handle  the  'claymore  and  target,  I  was 
despatched  to  the  King's  College  at  Aberdeen,  where  I  was  duly 
matriculated  in  1621,  about  the  time  when  Uie  battle  was  fought 
in  Leith  Boads  between  the  Spaniards  and  the  Admiral  of 
Zealand ;  for  I  remember  well  that  it  formed  the  constant  topic 
of  conversation  among  my  brother  students,  many  of  whom  were 
itonxL  the  south  country. 

fiere  my  usual  mischance  accompanied  me,  for  I  was  always 
involved  in  quarrels  with  the  ruffling  gallants  of  the  Brave  Ci^, 
or  lost  my  money  among  cheats  and  sharpers  at  post  and  pair, 
or  the  old.  game  of  trumps.  Lord  knows  f  I  never  had  much  to 
lose,  and  I  nearly  reached  the  end  of  my  wits  and  my  purse 
'^gether.  Then,  to  crown  aH,  I  fell  deadly  sick  of  that  terrible 

tilence  which  has  so  firequontly  desolated  Aberdeen,  haying 
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swept  away  its  citizens  no  less  than  ten  times  between  the  years 
1401  and  1647.  So  great  was  the  panic  latterly,  that  the  classes 
of  the  universities  were  removed  to  Peterhead ;  but  I,  unable  to 
kccompany  them,  was  borne  to  the  huts  erected  for  the  sick  on 
(lie  Links,  where  we  were  strictly  guarded  by  soldiers,  to  pre« 
rent  ihe  infection  spreading, 

WLUe  there,  I  received  a  letter  from  my  father,  condoling  with 
me  on  my  doleful  case,  and  hinting  broadly,  that,  had  my  mouth 
teen  larger,  I  could  have  eaten  more,  and  should  assuredly  have 
escaped,  like  xav  brothers,  who  were  sl3*ong  and  well.  As  I  had 
been  robbed  oi  my  last  plack  by  the  cruel  nurses,  a  few  silver 
crowns  had  been  mwe  welcome,  and  I  crushed  up  the  poor  man's 
ietter,  for  the  least  mention  of  my  **  small  mouth  "  was  su£icient 
to  make  me  tremble  with  rage.  My  dear  mother  sent  me  two 
jars,  one  filled  with  usquebaugh,  and  the  other  with  honey ;  but 
u  the  soldiers  drank  the  first,  and  the  nurses  eat  the  second,  t 
pt  no  use  of  either.  There,  among  the  pest-stricken,  I  lingered 
fcng,  hovering,  as  it  were,  between  life  and  death,  sighing  to  be 
beside  my  mother,  to  feel  her  gentle  hand  on  my  hot  and 
tbobbing  brow,  and  to  hear  her  kind  voice  whispering  in  nay 
w ;  for,  boy  like,  I  thought  if  I  were  only  once  again  besi^ 
tiiat  kind  parent,  and  she  touchell  me,  I  should  become  whole 
ttdwell. 

I  thought  of  the  old  tower  too,  though,  save  one,  none  loved 
Ke  there ;  I  saw  the  dark  pines  that  shaded  its  old  grey  walls ; 
^e  whin  rocks,  the  heath-clad  hUls,  and  the  blue  bay  of 
Cpomartie,  with  the  great  Sutors,  like  two  Cyclopean  towers,  that 
overhang  its  narrow  entrance  $  and  sorely  1  longed  to  see  them 
*il  once  again,  before  I  died. 

Weary,  weak,  and  feeble,  I  hoped  to  die  soon ;  but  by  the 
Messing  of  God,  and  the  strengtE  of  my  own  constitution,  I 
'Worered ;  n<«'  must  I  omit  to  make  honourable  mention  of  that 
^orthy  chirurgeon,  Donald  Gordon,  author  of  the  learned 
*  Pharmaco-pinax,  or  Table  and  Taxeof  the  Vsual  Medicaments 
pitayned  in  his  Apothecarie  and  Chymicall  shope,  in  Kew 
^rdene ;"  and  but  for  whose  skill  and  kindness,  I  had  neve? 
^^  to  write  these  my  memoirs. 

1  recovered,  the  plague  passed  away,  the  Senatus  Academicus 
*^ce  more  returned  to  the  King's  College,  and  the  classes  were 
horned.  I  commenced  my  studies  agam  with  renewed  ardour, 
^  again  became  immersed  in  the  classic  pages  of  Plutarch,  of 
^UBt,  and  of  Nepos.  I  longed  to  become  a  ^eat  scholar,  a 
fJiowned  statesman,  or  a  gallant  soldier — anythmg  famous  and 
^h  that  I  might  cast  from  myself  the  slur  that  hateful  heirloom 
^ueEollos  had  fixed  upon  me ;  that  I  might  leave  for  ever  the 
^OBphere  of  ill  omens  with  which  it  had  surrounded  aie,  and 
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the  dark  predictions  that  were  ever  grating  in  my  ears  and 
rankling  in  my  memory.  I  perfected  myself  in  mathematics  and 
the  humanities,  and  spent  my  whole  spare  time  in  acquiring  the 
use  of  arms  ;  thus,  before  I  completed  a  year  at  King's  Couege, 
J  could  handle  the  bow  and  the  arqueouse,  toss  the  pike  and 
throw  the  bar,  vault  and  ride,  use  pistolette,  rapier,  and  backsword 
to  perfection,  so  that  the  oldest  and  stoutest— yea,  and  the 
boldest— of  our  students  were  somewhat  wary  of  offending  me ; 
for  on  the  shortest  notice,  off  went  my  gown,  and  out  came  bilbo 
and  poniard. 

I  know  not  whether  it  was  the  nature  of  my  studies,  the  force 
of  circumstances,  or  my  natural  inclination  towards  high  enterprise, 
that  have  guided  me ;  but  this  I  may  boldly  aver,  tnat  never,  to 
my  knowledge,  have  I  swerved  from  the  proper  path  which  a 
gentleman  of  honour  and  cavalier  of  spirit  ought  to  pursue  in  his 
intercourse  with  society. 


CHAPTEE  11. 

HOW  I  BECAME    A  SOLDIEB  OF  FOBTUKE. 

Having  completed  my  studies  at  the  King's  College,  I  left  it 
in  the  June  of  1626,  and  returned  to  my  father's  nouse,  from 
which  I  had  been  so  long  absent,  and,  as  I  felt  with  bitterness, 
tmregrettedly  so,  by  all  save  my  poor  mother,  whom  to  my  sorrow 
I  found  on  the  verge  of  death.  She  had  long  been  suffering  from 
a  pain  in  her  side,  and  was  dwining  away  (as  we  Scots  say),  but 
I  was  not  prepared  to  see  her  only  live  to  bless  me,  and  then 
close  her  eyes  Tor  ever. 

I  felt  that  the  only  friend  I  possessed  on  earth  had  left  both  it 
and  me !    I  was  very,  very  desolate. 

Many  a  ghastly  visage,  and  many  a  stiffened  form,  have  I  seeni 
since  that  day  of  grief,  which  passed  so  many  years  ago ;  but  that 
pale  face,  and  those  kind  sinking  eyes,  come  vividly  before  me 
at  times,  out  of  the  mist  of  the  years  that  have  gone.  My  fatherj 
as  he  closed  her  eyes,  averred  sorrowfully,  "  that,  had  her  moutlj 
been  larger,  she  would  have  respired  more  freely,  and  might  have 
lived  for  ten  good  years  longer ;"  but  she  died — and  on  a  bed  ol 
pigeons'  feathers  too,  to  the  dismay  of  all  the  wise  women,  in 
Cromartie ;  for  it  is  an  old  superstition,  that  one  cannot  die  oi^ 
the  feathers  of  those  birds.  I 

Though  a  numerous  host  of  relations  were  around  that  glooini 
"bed,  and  crowding  the  chambers  of  the  old  tower,  I  felt  lonel^ 
(for  such  was  the  miserable  prejudice  against  me),  and  that  I  waij 
Tiewed  as  somewhat  of  an  alien  among  them— even  by  those   cJ 
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mj  own  blood  and  kindred ;  and  the  conscionsness  of  tliat  filled 
mj  heart  with  mingled  rage  and  grief. 

My  father  was  cold  as  ever,  the  more  so,  perhaps,  as  his  heart 
was  mil  of  sorrow,  and  sorrow  is  ever  selfish ;  but  my  brothers, 
Farquhar,  Finlay,  and  Ewen,  were  colder  still  with  unlcind  envy, 
for  uiey  had  heard  such  glowing  reports  of  my  progress  in  all 
those  stadies  which  most  become  a  gentleman.  Being  certain 
that  I  had  outstripped  their  slender  knowledge,  which  was  con- 
fined to  the  narrow  limits  of  Dominie  Daidle's  classes,  they  were 
80  full  of  jealousy,  that  our  mother  had  scarcely  been  lowered 
down  into  her  dark  and  lonely  home,  before  these  youths,  who 
were  now  grown  into  tall  and  swinging  Highlandmen,  challenged 
me  to  various  trials  of  strength  and  skill.  Though  I  could  easily 
encounter  them  with  broadsword  and  target,  or  with  single-stick, 
Far^nhar  could  beat  me  at  throwing  the  hammer,  and  Finlay  at 
tossmg  the  bullet,  as  Ewen  could  at  bringing  down  an  eagle  on 
the  wing  with  a  single  shot,  or  splitting  a  tree  by  one  blow  of  a 
Loehaber  axe ;  for  they  were  all  strong  as  young  horses,  untamed 
88  mountain  goats,  and  from  their  cradles  nad  been  wont  to  sup 
usquebaugh  with  their  porridge. 

My  mother's  funeral  was  celebrated  after  the  good  old  fashion 
of  the  Highlands,  and  we  buried  her  by  torchlight  in  the  ancient 
kirk  of  St.  E.egulus.  Under  their  chief,  Ian  Dhu,  three  hundred 
of  her  kinsmen,  the  M'Farquhars,  came  down  from  the  hills, 
with  six  pipers  playing  before  them,  and  I  shall  never  forget  the 
sad,  low  wailing  of  uie  lament  performed  by  those  mountain 
minstrels,  as  the  long  funeral  procession  wound  by  night,  along 
the  margin  of  Cromartie  Firth.  The  pall  was  emblazoned  with 
sixteen  proofs  of  her  gentle  blood,  and  the  nearest  kinsman 
carried  her  poor  remains  on  a  bier,  around  which  all  the  old 
women  of  her  own  clan,  and  my  father's  barony,  moved  in  a 
melancholy  crowd,  beating  their  breasts,  tearing  their  dishevelled 
hair,  and  lamenting  wildly. 

There  was  no  prayer  at  the  crave,  because  we  were  old  Pro- 
testants; but  the  Seanachie  of  ner  father's  race  pronounced  a 
long  oration  on  her  virtues ;  the  M'Farquhars  fired  their  pistols 
in  the  air,  with  an  explosion  which  nearly  blew  out  all  the  church 
^dows ;  then  followed  a  frightful  shovelling  of  earth,  the  care- 
ful adjusting  of  a  large  stone  slab — and  all  was  over. 

I  was  the  last  who  left  the  darkened  church. 

I  followed  the  procession,  which,  with  the  pipers  strutting  in 
front,  returned  to  the  tower  of  Craigrollo,  where  the  funeral  feast 
vas  spread  and  the  dredgie  to  be  drunk,' the  great  silver  s^oon  of 
Sir  Bingan  being  laid,  on  this  solemn  occasion,  beside  my  father's 
platter,  which  stood  above  the  salt. 

The  dredffie  I  willingly  pass  over,  and  would  as  willingly  com- 
mit to  obli^n ;  for  I  may  safely  assert  that,  of  four  hundred 
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men  who  were  in  tlie  tower,  not  one  was  sober  when  the  morrow 
dawned ;  and  not  less  than  two  hundred  gallons  of  mountain 
whisky  were  consumed  as  a  libation  in  my  mother's  honour. 
Happily  there  was  no  fighting,  but  only  a  blow  with  a  dirk  and  a 
slash  with  an  axe  exchanged  between  a  M*Parquhar  and  a  Rollo 
of  Thanesland,  about  precedence  at  table.  • 

After  six  years  of  a  (juiet  life  at  King's  College,  being  some- 
what unused  to  our  Highland  manners,  I  was  scared  Dy  this 
terrible  debauch ;  for,  amid  it  all,  I  saw  by  the  hall  fire,  a  chair 
which  stood  vacant,  and  there  seemed  to  be  ever  before  me  that 
black  coffin,  with  its  gilded  handles  and  armorial  blazon — the 
wreath  of  rosemary  and  the  hour-glass  on  its  lid — the  deep  dark 
grave  yawning  horribly,  in  the  red  light  of  the  torches,  that  had 
glared  on  the  groined  vaults  of  the  ancient  kirk.  On  the  mom- 
mg  after  the  dredgie,  leaving  the  hall  encumbered  by  more  than 
four  hundred  armed  Celts,  who,  in  their  plaids,  Mfere  sleeping 
and  snorting  on  the  floor,  I  walked  forth  from  the  tower  to  rumi- 
nate, and  view  again  the  old  familiar  scenery  from  which  I  had 
so  long  been  absent. 

Rising  in  his  full  refulgence  from  the  sea,  the  morning  sun 
was  soaring  high  above  the  noble  Firth  of  Cromartie,  and  no 
prospect  that  I  have  since  beheld  (and  in  my  wandering  life  I 
lave  looked  on  many)  can  compare,  in  my  estimation,  with  the 
wild  mountain  shores  of  my  own  native  bay. 

Its  entrance  is  by  two  steep  and  lofty  hills  named  the  Sutors, 
which  are  covered  with  wood,  and  overhang  the  water  about  a 
mile  apart ;  between  these  natural  towers,  as  between  the  piers 
of  a  floodgate,  the  morning  sun  poured  all  his  splendour  on  the 
Firth,  which  at  my  feet  spread  out  for  seventeen  miles  in  l^n^th, 
until  it  vanished  in  the  deep  bosom  of  the  Ross-shire  mountains, 
and  those  of  the  Black  Isle.  It  is  the  grandest  bay  in  Britain, 
and  after  experience  has  shown  me,  that,  if  its  promontories  were 
fortified  by  cannon,  there  is  no  place  wherein  our  Scottish  ships 
could  ride  with  greater  security. 

In  pure  white  haze  the  morning  mists  were  rising  from  the 
pine-covered  glens,  and  the  fishermen  were  putting  forth  their! 
nets  upon  the  Firth,  which  was  dotted  by  the  brown  sails  of  theii^ 
Httle  craft.  The  sky  was  cloudless,  and  the  waters  of  Cfom  JBci 
(the  winding  bay)  slept  like  a  sheet  of  polished  gold  and  crystal 
blue,  at  the  base  of  its  steep  green  bordering  mountains,  ' 

I  sought  M*Farquhar*s  Bed,  a  large  and  rocky  cavern  whicli 
lies  below  the  southern  Sutor  of  Cromartie.  It  had  been  q 
favourite  haunt  of  mine  in  boyhood ;  for  there  an  ancestor, 
Doughal  Glass,  had  once  found  shelter  and  concealment,  afteij 
having  slain  an  Urquhart  of  Cromartie  by  a  blow  of  his  dirk  in  ^ 
sudden  quarrel. 

Xhe  rock  in  which  this  cayem  yawns;^  an4  t^bgr^  tfUch  fhe  hS\ 
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rises,  possesses  an  enormous  arch,  forming  a  grand  natural  bridge, 
below  which  the  waves  are  ever  chafing  and  booming  ;  and 
within  it  lies  another,  hollowed  by  the  billows  of  the  eterntd  sea. 
From  the  roof  and  sides  of  this  cavern,  there  is  a  continual  drop- 
pmg  of  water,  which  petrifies  whatever  it  falls  upon,  into  a  hard 
substance,  whiter  than  snow ;  thus  myriads  of  white  pendants 
cover  the  walls  and  deep  recesses  of  this  cavern,  the  whole  sides 
and  roof  of  which  glitter  as  if  built  of  ice,  of  crystal,  and  alabaster, 
presenting  the  most  wonderful  and  beautiful  appearance  when  a 
casual  ray  of  the  sim  glides  along  the  waves  which  roll  within  it, 
%hting  up  the  countless  prisms  of  its  rocks  and  stalactites. 

To  sit  tnere,  as  in  a  fairy  palace,  and  dream,  with  the  summer 
sea  murmuring  at  my  feet,  and  the  Sutors  shaking  their  dark 
green  woods  above  me,  had  been  my  favourite  employment  in 
other  days ;  and  now,  with  a  heart  saddened  by  recent  events, 
and  somewhat  anxious  for  the  future,  on  this  fair  morning  in 
Jane,  I  sought  my  old  familiar  haunt. 

When  approaching,  I  was  surprised  on  being  suddenly  con- 
fronted by  the  figure  of  an  armed  Highlander,  in  the  M*Farquha- 
tartan,  with  his  plaid  belted  and  claymore  at  his  side.  My  first 
thought  wSiS  of  Chrey  JQoughal,  whose  spirit  is  said  to  haunt  the 
place  which  yet  bears  his  name ;  but  when  he  turned,  I  recor 
gnised  the  dark  locks  and  handsome  face  of  my  mother's  nephew, 
Young  Ian  Dhu,  who,  having  been  earlier  abroad  than  even  I, 
impelled  by  his  own  solitary  thoughts,  had  sought  this  place  oi 
so  many  old  memories  and  dark  traditions,  the  shelter  of  our  com- 
mon ancestor. 

"  Your  servant,  my  cousin,"  said  he,  drawing  off  his  gauntlet 
to  shake  me  warmly  by  the  hand. 

The  keen  expression  of  lan's  clear  bright  eye  showed  that  he 
was  a  Duinewassal  of  spirit  and  bravery,  while  the  ardour  of  his 
manner  and  the  full  tone  of  his  rich  voice  betokened  a  good  and 
sensible  heart.  After  some  conversation  upon  the  beauty  of  the 
morning,  the  wonderful  grotto  in  which  we  had  met,  and  then  a 
few  observations  on  the  sad  ceremony  of  yesterday,  Ian  became 
impressed  by  the  melancholy  of  my  manner. 

**  You  say  that  in  my  kinswoman,  the  good  lady,  your  mother, 
jou  have  lost  your  only  friend,"  said  he ;  "  Dioul !  I  marvel 
much,  cousin  Pnilin,  that  you  continue  to  tarry  here,  where  all 
men  show  you  the  doss  of  their  bucklers,  and  the  crust  of  the 
loaf,  your  mther's  race  and  kindred  though  they  be." 

"  True,  Ian,"  I  repHed ;  "  but  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  P" 

"  iPush  your  way  in  the  world,  to  be  sure. ' 

"  But  I  have  no  friends,"  said  I. 

"  Friends !  what  other  friend  than  his  sword  does  a  brave  fellow 
require  P    With  a  good  buff  belt  to  keep  it  at  your  thigh,  it  will 
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go  all  over  the  world  with  you»  and  is  the  best  knife  I  know 
of,  with  which  to  carve  ont  a  fair  fortune ;  for  it  will  never  fail 
you,  if  you  are  but  true  to  it.  Now,  Philip,  when  all  the  brave 
spirits  of  Scotland  are  flocking  to  the  German  wars,  in  tens  of 
thousands,  why  should  you  stay  behind  P  All  the  troops  of  the 
great  Gustavus  Adolphus  are  led  by  brave  Duinewassals  and 
Lowland  cavaliers — yea,  every  company,  regiment,  and  brigade 
of  his  Swedes  and  allies.  All  his  cities  and  fortresses  are  governed 
by  Scotsmen,  and  there  are  not  less  than  fourteen  thousand 
valiant  Scots  covering  themselves  with  glory  and  honour  in  the 
war  against  the  tyrants  of  the  Empire,  xen  tnousand  other  Scots 
are  going  to  Denmark  to  fight  the  battles  of  King  Christian 
against  Ferdinand  of  Hapsburg ;  and  my  cousin,  Sir  Donald  of 
Strathnaver,  is  now  raising  three  thousand  soldiers  for  that  ser- 
vice. Under  his  banner  I  am  to  lead  a  hundred  of  my  father's 
men  to  the  Lochliu  of  the  bards  of  old." 

"For  what  P" 

''  Dias  Muire  let !  Can  you  ask  P  to  seek  honour  for  ourselves, 
and  to  add  one  ray  to  the  martial  glory  which  for  ages  has 
encircled  the  tribes  of  the  Gael.*' 

Fired  by  the  romantic  energy  of  my  stately  Highland  kinsman— 

"  Ian,"  I  replied,  "  I  am  sorely  tempted ;  for  you  open  up  the 

1>ath  I  have  so  long  wished  to  pursue.    Here  I  have  noming 
eft  to  care  for,  and,  if  you  allow  me,  I  will  gladly  trail  a  pike 
tmder  your  orders,  and  march  to  the  wars  of  Low  Germanie." 

"  There  spoke  the  M'Farquhar  blood,  and  I  was  thinking  you 
no  better  tnan  a  Lowlander !"  said  Ian,  his  eyes  flashing  as  he 
clapped  me  on  the  shoulder ;  "  but  it  shall  never  be  said  that  a 
kinsman  so  near  and  so  dear  to  Ian  Dhu,  trailed  a  pike  as  a 
private  man  under  our  banner,  when  so  many  Gunns,  Grants, 
and  Munroes,  cock  their  bonnets  as  commissioned  officers.  I 
shall  write  to  my  kinsman,  Sir  Donald,  and  in  a  fortnight  from 
this  time  you  shall  hear  from  me.  Come,  take  new  courage ! 
together  we  will  push  our  fortune  in  these  foreign  wars,  and  in 
the  hour  of  battle  and  danger,  my  hundred  steel  hearts  of  your 
mother's  tribe  will  be  ever  as  a  shirt  of  mail  around  you, 
Phihp!" 

I  gave  my  hand  upon  it  to  this  high-spirited  youth,  whofle 
energy — as  he  spoke  in  his  native  Gaelic — I  cannot  infuse  into 
this  dialogue,  which  is  written  from  memory. 

"  I  will  leave  this  place,  Ian,  with  sensations  of  bitterness 
rather  than  regret,"  said  I,  as  we  ascended  to  my  father's  tower; 
"the  only  being  who  would  have  wept  for  my  departure  vre 
laid  yesterday  in  yonder  chapel,  on  which  the  morning  sun  now 
shines  so  redly.    Sfone  seem  to  love  me  here—" 

"  The  more  reason  to  march— eh  P" 
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"  From  my  birth  my  father  has  hated  me,  because "  (I 

ooald  not  mention  the  ridiculous  reason,  for  it  always  £lled  me 
with  anger.) 

"  Because — ^why  P" 

"  I  was  not  a  gu:l,  whom  you  might  have  married." 

Ian  burst  into  a  fit  of  uncontrollable  laughter,  and  kissed  the 
silver  brooch  by  which  his  plaid  was  fastened. 

"  By  my  soul !  I  think  my  good  uncle  was  mistaken ;  for  the 
more  sons  a  baron  hath  to  defend  his  hearth-stone  and  hall-door, 
the  better  in  these  imruly  times." 

"  I  was  bom  on  a  Friday,  too,  and  that  day  has  ever  been 
regarded  in  all  countries  as  an  unlucky  one." 

"  Because  it  was  the  day  on  which  our  Saviour  died,"  said  Ian, 
uncovering  his  head;  "  and  doubtless,"  he  added  with  a  smile, 
"  it  is  an  unlucky  day  on  which  to  march,  to  fight,  to  hunt,  or  to 
marry ;  but  as  wr  being  bom — Dioul !  as  that  is  an  event  over 
whicn  we  possess  no  control  in  our  own  prober  persons,  I  cannot 
see  any  iU  fortune  in  it.  And  you  will  quit  your  student's  cap 
for  the  bright  helmet,  your  studies  for  the  camp  and  leaguer, 
without  regret  P" 

"  Without  regret,  and  with  ardour !" 

"  It  is  true  that  here,  at  CraigroUo,  you  have  no  great  scope 
for  indulging  your  taste  for  book-learning " 

**  Our  Sterary  resources  are  indeed  small ;  for  the  only  book  in 
the  tower  is  Bishop  Carsewell's  Prayer-Book  for  the  Keformed 
Kirk,  which  Bobert  Lickprivick  printed  in  Gaelic,  in  1567,  and 
even  that  lacks  half  its  leaves,  Ewen  having  used  them  as 
wadding  for  his  pistols." 

This  gallant  mountaineer,  to  whom  my  heart  drew  the  more 
closely  because  there  were  few  or  none  else  for  whom  it  could 
care,  marched  back  to  his  native  glen  with  his  people,  and  I 
waited  anxiously  for  his  expected  letter. 

Punctually  at  the  close  of  the  fourteenth  day,  Ian*s  henchman, 
Phadrig  Mhor  M'Farquhar,  a  tall  strong  Highlander,  presented 
himself  at  the  tower  of  the  Craig,  and  taking  a  letter  from  his 
sporran,  kissed  the  seal  to  show  that  it  had  been  respected,  and 
handed  it  to  me  with  the  deepest  reverence,  for  it  contained  the 
handwriting  of  his  chief.  While  Mhona,  who  was  now  house- 
keeper, gave  refreshments  and  a  stoup  of  whisky  to  Phadrig 
Mhor,  I  opened  his  missive,  which  proved  as  unintelligible  to  me 
as  Sanscrit,  being  written  in  that  ancient  character  the  Idtir 
Eireinich,  or  Gallic  letter,  which  bears  some  resemblance  to  the 
Hebrew,  but  was  even  then  (1626)  becoming  somewhat  obsolete 
and  antiouated.  I  was  compelled  to  have  recourse  to  old 
Bominie  Daidle,  by  whose  aid  1  learned  that  the  missive  ran  as 
follows :— 
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"  JFbr  m^  Bight  Sbnourahle  Cousin,  Philip  Bollo  of  the  Craig-'^ 
these, 

"Loving  Cousin, — ^I  have  conferred  with  our  kinsman,  Mackay 
of  Strathnaver,  and  he  was  proud  to  have  the  honour  of  appoint- 
ing you  to  be  an  ensign  in  my  company  of  pikes.  Our  cousin 
M' Alpine  is  your  lieutenant,  so  that  it  will  be  no  dishonour  to  be 
commanded  by  one  who  shares  our  blood.  Sir  Donald  will 
embark  with  the  entire  regiment  for  Denmark  in  two  king's  ships, 
which  axe  to  be  waiting  us  in  the  Bay  of  Cromartie,  immediately 
below  your  father's  tower,  about  the  end  of  this  month ;  so  that, 
against  that  time,  I  beg  you  will  prepare  your  best  coat-of-mail, 
consisting  of  back,  breast,  and  pot,  together  with  the  breacan 
fheile  of  the  Mackay  tartan. 

"  I  need  scarcely  remind  you  agam  of  how  many  brave  Scots, 
by  their  good  swords,  their  true  hearts,  and  indomitable  valour, 
have  raised  themselves  &om  humbler  rank  than  ours,  to  the 
highest  honours  a  subject  can  attain,  in  the  courts  and  camps  of 
that  glorious  arena  on  which  we  are  about  to  enter !  Loving 
cousin,  the  wide  world  is  all  before  us,  and  we  have  our  fathers' 
swords  !  If  we  live  to  return  to  the  land  of  the  Gael,  I  hope  we 
shall  do  so  covered  with  wounds  (here  the  dominie  shrugged  his 
shoUilders)  and  with  honour ;  if  we  fall,  we  shall  do  so  gloriously, 
fighting  for  the  civil  and  religious  liberties  of  Europe.  We  may 
die  far  from  our  homes ;  but,  beKeve  me,  the  dew  of  heaven,  as  it 
falls  on  our  unburied  faces,  will  not  be  the  only  tears  shed  over 
VS,  Philip.  I  have  but  one  real  regret— that  we  may  find  our 
last  home  so  far  from  the  homes  of  our  kindred ;  for  the  dying 
wish  of  the  true  Highlander  is  ever  to  be  laid  in  the  grave  of 
his  fathers,  beneath  the  purple  heather  and  the  yellow  broom. 
But  away  with  such  fears,  for  it  matters  little  where  a  heart 
moulders,  if  that  heart  be  true  ;  and  so«  with  the  assurance  that 
you  will  be  in  readiness  to  meet  up  \d.  the  day  we  march  into 
Cromartie,  I  co^imit  you,  loving  cousid,  to  the  protection  of  God. 

*'  JE^ost  Scriptum. — The  bearer,  my  <?ou8in  and  henchman,  who 
is  to  be  a  sergeant  in  our  said  regiment  of  Strathnaver,  will 
afford  you  all  otl^er  information." 


CHAPTER  in. 

»IB  J)ONAX<i>  iLNI>  HIS  J^LEGIUENT. 

Fboh  an  eminent  armourer  in  the  Castlegate  of  the  Brave 
Town  of  Aberdeen,  I  had  purchased  a  suit  or  plain  but  well-tem- 
pered armour,  such  as  a  gentleman  might  wear,  and  such  as  no 
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jpeatiraiaii  could  be  vithout  in  those  dayfi>  before  the  wars  of  the 
Covenant.  It  consisted  of  back  and  breast  plates,  curiously 
inlaid  with  many  rare  and  quaint  devices;  steel  gloves,  arm- 
pieeee,  a  gorget  and  open  helmet,  with  three  iron  bars,  to  protect 
the  face  from  sword-cuts.  As  leg-pieces  had  now  gone  out  of 
fashion,  and  withal  I  was  to  wear  a  kilt  like  my  comrades,  tas- 
settea  were  not  required.  I  had  a  good  pair  of  our  Scottish 
patois,  with,  iron  butts,  a  back  sword  and  dagger.  These  cost 
me  many  pounds  Scots,  all  of  which  I  had  saved,  with  some 
trouble,  from  the  small  sums  sent  me  by  my  poor  mother,  per 
the  favour  of  John  Mucklecuits,  the  Aberdeen  carrier. 

On  receiving  the  letter  of  Ian,  I  showed  it  to  my  father,  and 
so  strong  was  his  siUy  prejudice  against  me,  that  he  said — ^with 
an  unmoved  aspect  which  stung  me  to  the  sonl — he  feared  much. 
I  would  never  return  again ;  for  my  uncle  Philip,  whose  mouth 
was  too  small  for  the  spoon  of  Sir  E.ingan,  never  again  darkened 
the  door  of  hU  father,  and  so  forth ;  but,  having  pledged  my 
word  to  our  kinsman,  I  must  march,  or  rather  sail  for  Low  G-er- 
]iiaBie>  whither  his  blessing  would  assuredly  follow  me. 

Filled  with  ardour  at  the  prospect  before  me,  and  the  Kfe  of 
wild  and  warlike  adventure,  happiness,  and  pleasure  (for  such 
I  deemed  it)  on  which  I  was  about  to  enter,  1  spent  my  whole 
time  in  patting  on  and  takiQg  ofi*  my  harness,  polishmg  the 
pieeeSf  burnishing  the  handles  of  my  sword  and  Glasgow  pistols, 
antil  ihey  shone  like  silver ;  and  I  hailed  with  joy  the  appear- 
anee  of  two  of  our  Scottish  ships  of  war,  which,  on  rising  Trom 
bed  one  momiog,  I  saw  at  anchor  in  the  Firth  of  Cromartie. 
The  early  dawn  was  beautiful,  and  I  remember  well  how  gal- 
lantly those  vessels  rode,  with  their  heads  to  the  wind,  and  the 
pennons  of  St.  Andrew  streaming  astern. 

S^it  round  from  Leith,  by  order  of  the  Privy  Council  and  of 
His  Grace  James  Stewart^  X)uke  of  Lennox,  who  in  that  year 
was  liord  Great  Chamberlain  and  Lprd  High  Admiral  of  Scot- 
bmd,  they  were  the  Unicorn  and  Crown  Royaly  two  of  our 
hrsTeflt  shipys.  Each  of  them  carried  thirty  gross  culverins,  and 
had  two  galleries  on  each  side.  Their  poops  and  aftercastles, 
which  roae  like  towers  above  the  water,  were  carved  over  with 
tionhiea  of  artillery,  and  blazons  of  honour.  Their  cabins  were 
ill  loopheled  for  musket  shot,  and  two  gallant  frigates  they  were 
as  ever  unfurled  our  Scottish  flag  above  the  waters.  And  so  I 
tJHHight,  as  on  that  beautiful  morning  in  September  I  saw  them 
lidiiig  in  the  noble  bay,  with  their  gilded  sides,  the  polished 
Biacfiuea  of  their  brass  cannon,  and  their  snow-white  canvass 
ihining  in  the  rising  sun.  Their  captains  breakfasted  at  the 
lower  of  CraigroUo,  and  about  midday,  with  a  beating  heart,  t 
Wgaii  to  arm  me  in  good  earnest;  for  afar  off,  on  the  western 
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Idlls,  the  flitter  of  steel  announced  that  mj  future  comrades 
from  the  wilds  of  Itoss  were  approaching  the  shore. 

The  bitter  pang  of  leaving  my  father's  roof,  perhaps  for  ever ; 
of  breaking  bread  where  I  might  never  break  it  more ;  of  per- 
forming the  little  routine  and  courtesies  of  our  family  circle,  each 
as  I  felt  sorrowfully  for  the  last  time,  had  all  to  be  endured  on 
that  morning.  My  father's  austere  look  was  softened,  and  it 
seemed  at  times  that  his  usually  cold  eye  almost  glistened  when 
he  gazed  on  me.  I  thought  that  my  three  uncouth  brothers 
were  kinder  and  gentler  than  was  their  wont.  All  this  might 
be  fancy,  but  my  lieart  was  full.  I  was  hearing  their  voices  for 
the  last  time,  I  was  going  far  away  for  a  long  and  indefinite 
period ;  the  future  was  full  of  danger  and  obscurity,  and  never 
more  might  I  be  under  my  father's  rooftree.  But  I  flun^  these 
chilling  thoughts  from  me  as  one  would  do  a  wet  plaid,  and 
betook  me  to  my  armour. 

For  the  first  time  I  put  on  my  kilt  and  hose,  and,  to  my  sur- 
prise, found  that  they  were  not  only  exceedingly  warm,  but  easy 
and  comfortable ;  much  more  so  than  the  bombasted  breeches  I 
had  hitherto  worn. 

The  aspect  of  Sir  Donald's  men,  this  brave  regiment  of  Strath- 
naver,  whose  name  in  future  wars  was  fated  to  carry  terror  and 
defeat  into  the  ranks  of  the  Austrian  and  Spanish  Imperialists, 
would  have  fired  even  a  coward-heart  with  a  glow  of  chivalry, 
as  on  that  morning  they  marched  down,  by  uie  shores  of  the 
Pirth  of  Cromartie,  fifteen  hundred  strong;  raised  entirely 
among  his  own  clan  and  kinsmen  in  Farr,  Strathnaver,  and 
Strathalladale,  together  with  a  few  Munroes  and  Ghmns.  The 
regiment  of  Sir  Donald  weU  deserved  the  name  given  it  in  the 
"  Svedish  Intelligencer,"  the  Scottish  Invincihles. 

Though  it  was  the  fashion  in  foreign  armies  to  have  compa- 
nies of  infantry  varying  from  one  hundred  and  fifty  to  three 
hundred  men,  those  of  Sir  Donald  were  regularly  composed  of 
one  hundred  men  each,  the  officers  being  invariably  the  Kinsmen 
of  their  soldiers  ;•  thus  iny  cousin  Ian  led  the  company  oC 
M'Farjjuhars,  and  young  Uulgraigie  the  company  of  MunroeB  ; 
the  Laird  of  TuUocn  led  a  company  of  the  clan  iForbes,  and  oldj 
Xildon  the  company  of  Mackenzies,  and  so  on.  In  the  Low^ 
lands,  and  among  the  English,  it  was  then  customary  to  haTe  a 
colour  for  each  company,  with  a  certain  number  of  halberdierq 
to  guard  it,  then  so  many  musketeers  to  flank  the  halberts. 
while  the  pikes  in  turn  flanked  the  muskets ;  but  the  regiment  o| 
Strathnaver,  with  five  hundred  pikes  and  a  thousand  muskets^ 
had  only  two  standards,  our  Scottish  national  ensign,  and  the 
great  banner  of  Mackay,  bearing  a  chevron  argent,  charged  witl) 
a  .Seabuck's  head,  and  two  hounds  grasping  dirks.    The  sam^ 
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deaigDB  weie  painted  on  all  the  dnmiB,  and  on  the  little  flags  that 
vaved  tram  the  pix>en*  drones. 

The  whole  fifteen  hundred  were  nniformlj  accoutred  in  steel 
esps  and  bnff  coats,  the  officers  being  fnlly  armed  in  bright  plate 
to  the  waist,  and  having  plmnea  in  their  headpieces ;  their  ailts 
▼ere  of  dark  green  tartan,  and  belted  np  to  the  left  shooldery 
accordinc^  to  the  custom  of  Highlandmen  when  going  on  serriee. 
The  muMceteers  carried  their  powder  in  bandoliers ;  and,  in  addi- 
tion to  his  dirk,  every  officer  and  man  wore  the  dajmore,  or 
eennine  old  Highland  sword,  which  could  be  used  with  both 
hands.  Their  purses  were  of  white  goatskin,  and  profusely 
adorned  with  silver. 

Marching  in  sections  of  six  abreast,  this  noble  regiment 
poored  down  the  steep  and  narrow  pass  overhung  by  Craigrollo, 
and  I  shall  never  forget  how  my  heart  expanded  when  I  beheld 
them  moving  far  down  below  where  I  stood,  with  their  colours 
waving,  the  tall  reedy  pikes,  the  burnished  musket-barrels,  hel- 
mets, and  breastplates  glittering  in  the  sun ;  the  waving  of  the 
tartans ;  the  regular  motion  of  the  bare  brown  knees  and  gar- 
tered hose ;  the  hoarse  bray  of  ten  great  war-pipes,  and  the 
hosrser  battle  of  fifteen  drums,  beating  the  old  Scottish  march, 
and  Ttmlringr  wood,  rock,  and  water  echo,  as  if  the  thunder  of 
heaven  was  floating  over  them.  The  waving  plaids  and  nodding 
plmnes,  the  flashing  steel  and  martial  music,  the  measured  tramp 
of  so  many  marching  feet,  all  combined  to  raise  a  wild  glow  in 
iBf  bosom,  and  I  exmted  to  think  that  I  tocu  one  of  tkese^  and 
neyer  tesvaedij  did  finer  men  depart  for  foreign  wars.  They 
vere  the  flower  of  Boss  and  the  Lewis,  but  chiefly  from  Dutkaick 
Mhie  Aio,  or  the  Land  of  the  Mackays ;  and  many  of  them  exhi- 
bited a  strength  and  stature  such  as  our  Lowlanders  never  attain, 
having  always  at  their  command  the  best  of  game  and  venison, 
with  all  manner  of  animal  food,  for  the  mere  trouble  of  shooting 
or  slaying.* 

ThoDgh  acoootred  like  the  rest,  and  wearing  the  Mackay 
tartan,  I  knew  the  company  of  M'Farquhars  by  the  badges  in 
their  steel  caps,  and  l^  the  remarkable  plume  of  Ian,  who  marched 
It  their  hea^  It  was  the  whole  wing  of  an  ea^e,  with  the  fea- 
rers expanded  over  the  cone  of  his  helmet,  which  gave  him  all 
the  formidable  aroect  of  a  Boman  warrior.  As  I  descended  the 
iocl».  he  sprang  from  the  ranks  to  greet  me. 

"  My  cousin  and  captain,"  said  I,  laughing,  ''a  thousand  wel- 
comes to  Cromartie !" 

**  Piulip,  a  thousand  welcomes  to  our  ranks !    My  children/* 
ie  added  in  CraeHc  to  his  company,  "  this  gentleman  is  one  of 
oonelrea^-'tis  our  kinsman,  iU>lM>  of  the  Craig — ^his  mother  was 
•  How  diflerent  with  the  poor  Hlshlandcn  now! 


26  PHILIP  EOLLO; 

a  daugMer  of  our  race ;  remember  that,  and  be  bis  ZeiTie  Vhrios 
(bis  sbirt  of  mail)  in  every  danger." 

A  wild  Highland  burraJi  was  lan's  response. 

While  the  regiment  marched  down  towards  the  beacli,  Sir 
PonaJd  of  Stratnnaver,  my  colonel,  in  obedience  to  a  oourteons 
invitation  which  I  tendered  him  in  my  father's  name,  turned 
aside  to  visit  our  poor  tower  on  the  Craig,  and,  attended  only  by 
bis  henchman,  and  a  piper  who  played  before  him,  rode  his  horse 
slowly  and  carefully  up  the  steep  and  rocky  path  which  led  to  the 
outer  gate. 

Mackay  was  somewhat  loftv  and  reserved  in  manner,  but  brave 
and  generous  as  a  prince  of  romance  ;  his  dark  grey  eyes  were 
keen  and  bright ;  his  form  was  sinewy,  ,but  flexible  and  full  of 
grace ;  he  was  about  forty  years  of  age,  and,  although  long  re- 
puted to  be  one  of  the  most  ferocious  and  predatory  among  the 
western  chiefs,  he  had  a  singularly  pleasing  suavity  of  manner. 
All  the  Highlands  were  then  ringing  with  the  story  of  the  terri- 
ble vengeance  he  had  recently  taken  on  the  bandits  ^ho  dwelt  in 
the  vast  cave  of  Ben  Iladh,  a  mountain  in  his  parish  of  !&eay ; 
and  I  gazed  on  him  with  no  ordinary  interest,  for  he  was  the 
chief  to  whom  I  had  committed  my  fortunes,  and  whom  I  was  to 
follow  to  far  and  foreign  battle-fields. 

Two  sturdy  Highland  pa^es  carried  his  armour ;  and  thus  the 
handsome  olive  doublet,  which  he  wore  slashed,  after  the  Spanish 
fashion,  imparted  a  somewhat  courtly  aspect  to  his  lordly  figure, 
and  formed  an  agreeable  contrast  to  his  tartan  truis,  his  steel 
gauntlets,  and  chobh,  or  basket-hilted  sword.  Conforming  to  the 
spirit  of  his  forefathers,  who,  coeval  with  the  Lollards  of  Kyle, 
had  been  among  the  earliest  promoters  of  the  Beformation,  this 
brave  chief  raised  at  different  times  no  less  than  three  thousand 
men  for  the  German  wars ;  such  was  his  enthusiasm  in  the  cause 
of  religious  freedom  and  of  Elizabeth  Stuart,  the  daughter  oi 
James  YI.,  whom,  with  her  husband  Frederick,  the  Austrians 
had  driven  from  the  kingdom  of  Bohemia. 

I  cared  not  for  the  Elector  Frederick,  for  we  Scots  deemed  him 
but  a  pitiful  German  princeling;  but  I  sympathised  with  the 
fair  queen  who  had  honoured  him  with  her  hand,  for  she  was  8 
Stuart  and  a  Scot,  born  in  our  ancient  palace  of  Linlithgow  { 
and,  when  at  college,  I  had  heard  much  of  the  sufferings  which 
her  husband's  base  cowardice  compelled  her  to  endure  after  th< 
great  battle  of  Prague.  Yearly  our  stout-hearted  Scots  wer^ 
crowding  in  Ihousands  to  the  German  wars ;  I  longed^  like  them 
to  have  an  opportunity  of  avenging  her  on  the  cruel  and  aggrei^ 
sive  Imperialists ;  and  it  was  this  sentiment  which  ^ed  the  gh>r^ 
of  chivalry  around  our  mission. 

Our  hereditary  enemies,  the  English,  who  naturally  hated  u 
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88  Scots,  were  wont  to  taunt  ns  as  mercenaries,  wlio  sold  our 
KTOrds  and  our  blood  to  ihe  highest  bidder ;  though,  God  wot ! 
we  got  more  blows  and  bullets  than  silver  dollars  In  Low 
Germanie ;  and  once,  by  the  banks  of  the  Ehine,  for  lack  of 
those  same  silver  doUars,  1  saw  old  General  Morgan's  brigade  of 
English  and  Dutch  refoae  to  attack  the  enemy,  when  our  Scottish 
invmcifales,  and  a  regiment  of  gallant  Irishmen,  feU  briskly  qd* 
lod  did  their  work  with  pike  and  rapier. 


CHAFraiB  IV. 

WS'SAZL  FOB  THE  ELBE. 

The  CTilverins  of  the  Unicom  and  Crown  Soyal  'GtteA  a  salute 
to  the  chief  of  Strathnarer  as  we  embarked,  on  the  first  day  of 
October,  though  contrary  winds  delayed  us  till  the  tenth,  wnen 
we  set  sail.  1  hare  an  indistinct  recollection  of  feeling  tiien  a 
Buffocating  sense  of  sorrow — ^the  more  bitter  sad  Simodatiiig 
because  pride  compelled  me  to  repress  it — sorrow  at  finding  my- 
self fairly  adrift  n*om  my  old  parental  home  ;  and  the  pressure 
of  my  father's  band,  the  first  kindly  pressure  it  had  ever  be- 
stowed on  mine,  yet  lingered  there;  and,  amid  the  din  and 
hurry  of  the  embarkation,  I  still  seemed  to  hear  his  psrtinff 
blessing,  mingled  with  the  obstreperous  lamentations  of  -old 
Dominie  DaicQe,  to  whom  I  promised  to  bring  a  real  pietal 
horologue  from  Germany,  whicn  was  then  fkmoos  for  that  new 
inventioii. 

The  anchor  was  weighed,  and  the  sails  spread ;  the  sun  was 
setting  behind  the  mountains ;  the  shores  of  the  Black  Isle 
receded  fast;  the  figures  on  the  beach  lessened  to  small  black  dots, 
and  then  faded  away.  My  father's  tower  grew  less  and  less, 
while  the  old  chapel  of  St.  Kegulus,  where  my  mother  lay  in  her 
dark  and  narrow  home,  had  long  since  disappeared.  There  was 
a  roar  and  din  of  voices  around  me,  and  it  seemed  sad  and  strange, 
that  the  good  being  who  had  loved  me  so  dearly  should  know 
nothing  of  this  eventfid  day,  which  threw  me  on  the  world  like  a 
leaf  on  the  blast;  but,  as  I  gazed  upwards  on  the  blue  sky,  I 
boped  that  her  eye  was  still  upon  me. 

The  waters  of  the  Firth  were  gleaming  in  gold,  and  the  douds 
cast  a  purple  shadow  on  their  bosom. 

The  deep  green  or  russet-brown  tints  of  the  hills  graduaDjr 
became  blue,  and  as  I  lay  against  a  culverin,  watchine — ^with  a 
beavy  lieart — the  setting  sun  and  the  receding  shore,  I  felt,  like 
the  hondreds  around  me,  very  sorrowftd  and  very  sick. 

I  knew  that  when  again  the  sun  whitened  our  sails,  we  should 
Ke  those  old  familiar  Mis  no  more.    The  wind  favoured,  and  a 
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the  strong  current  whicli  is  ever  passing  in,  or  flowing  ont  between 
the  steep  Sutors,  ran  with  us,  the  two  ships  rolled  heavily.  On 
our  larboard  lay  the  old  town  of  Cromartie,  and  as  we  passed,  a 
great  copper  bombarde,  which  belonged  to  the  provost,  was 
repeatedly  discharged  in  our  honour.  A  flag  was  displayed  at 
the  ancient  cross,  which  was  then  at  the  town-end  ;  though  I  had 
heard  my  poor  mother  tell  me,  that  its  place  was  wont  to  be  the 
centre  or  the  royal  burgh,  before  the  sea  swallowed  up  one  half 
its  streets,  the  ruins  of  which,  covered  with  sea-weed,  were  visible 
to  us  as  we  passed  along  the  shore. 

The  cavern  of  M'Farqohar's  Bed  seemed  to  open  and  shut  again 
as  we  shot  past  it ;  we  were  soon  between  the  stupendous  brows 
of  the  Sutors,  against  whose  shining  rocks  vast  sheets  of  snow- 
white  foam  were  hurled  by  the  Murray  Firth,  though  within  the 
bay  we  were  leaving — ^perhaps  for  ever — ^the  water  was  smooth 
as  a  mountain  lake.  Being  sharply  built,  and  swift  sailers,  our 
ships  glided  through  the  narrow  passage  like  shafts  from  a  bow, 
ana  almost  immediately  the  shores  of  the  inner  firth,  the  tovm  of 
Cromartie,  Craigrollo  with  its  tower — already  diminished  to  a 
speck — ^vanished  from  our  view ;  and,  like  an  ocean-gate  fenced 
by  the  Sutors,  two  mighty  towers  of  rock,  with  a  narrow  stripe  of 
water  between,  was  all  that  remained  of  the  place  we  had  left. 
The  tide  was  ebbmg,  and  the  sunken  ireefs,  known  as  The  King's 
Seven  Sotis,  were  showing  their  naked  and  ghastly  heads  above 
the  foam ;  there,  as  Mhona  Toshach  told  me,  the  seven  sons  of  a 
king  had  perished  by  shipwreck. 

The  features  of  the  snore  lessened  and  changed  in  hue  and 
aspect,  while  the  deep  green  water  was  thrown  up  beneath  our 
bows  in  spray,  leaving  imder  our  quarter  galleries  a  long  track 
of  white  froth  on  the  ocean  path  behind  us ;  but  no  sooner  were 
the  vessels  clear  of  the  Sutors,  than  a  very  sensible  alteration  in 
their  motion  made  us  remember  that  they  were  ploughing  the 
stormy  waves  of  the  Firth  of  Murray,  amid  whose  waters  i  saw 
the  hills  of  Cromartie,  reddened  by  the  last  flush  of  the  sun  that 
had  set,  sink  gradually  low,  and  melt,  as  it  were,  away. 

Till  darkness  settled  on  the  northern  deep,  the  sides  of  the 
ships  were  lined  with  soldiers,  who  gazed  with  sad  and  eager 
eyes  at  the  last  blue  stripe  of  their  native  land ;  many  wept,  and 
uttered  emphatic  ejaculations  of  sorrow,  with  all  the  poetical 
energy  of  their  native  Gaelic. 

Thoujjh  feeling  far  from  comfortable  in  many  respects,  I  drew] 
to  the  side  of  M'Farquhar,  who,  being  accustomed  to  boatin 
expeditions  on  the  vast  lochs  of  the  Great  Glen,  kept  his  fee 
manfully ;  and,  as  the  shore  and  the  daylight  had  ^ded  a\^a^ 
together,  he  was  now  gazing  by  the  light  of  me  moon  on  the  larg^ 
-filver  brooch  which  fastened  his  tartan  plaid. 

"Alove.gift,Ianr  said  1. 
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His  dark  eyes  flashed  in  the  moonlight,  as  he  replied  Trith  one 
of  his  honest  smiles — 

"  Yes — the  brooch  of  Moina  Eose,  which  she  gave  me  before 
we  parted  at  the  chapel  of  Kill  Chuimin.  If  I  should  be  slain, 
Philip,  yon  will  take  it  back  to  Moina,  by  the  hiUs  that  look 
down  on  Loch  OichP" 

"I  will,  Ian ;  but  if  I,  too,  should  be  slain " 

"Chnt !  then  some  other  brave  feUow  will  surelylive  to  do  so. 
There  is  Munro  of  Culcraigie,  or  Mackenzie  of  tildon,  or  our 
kinsman,  Phadrig  Mhor,  for  we  cannot  all  be  knocked  on  the 
head.    My  poor  Moin  a ! " 

"  Take  care  you  do  not  forget  her  among  the  blue-eyed  Danish 
damsels." 

"Forget!"  reiterated  Ian,  with  honest  warmth ;  "  I  swore  by 
tie  great  Chief  of  the  Universe,  and  by  our  fathers*  graves  in 
lona,  to  be  faithful  and  true  to  Moina,  and,  as  we  dipped  our 
hands  together  in  St.  Chuimin*s  well,  she  pledged  the  same  to  me. 
Nay,  nay,  Philip,  judge  me  not  as  you  would  by  a  rake-helly 
student  of  the  £jng*s  College." 

Ian  kissed  the  brooch,  which  is  the  dearest  gifb  of  a  Highland 
lore ;  for,  among  the  mountains,  the  bridegroom  gives  his  bride, 
not  a  ring,  but  a  brooch,  en^aved  with  some  heraldic  device,  or 
affectionate  inscription,  and  as  the  same  gifl  served  for  many 
generations,  those  love-tokens  became  priceless  reliques  of 
remembrance,  by  their  hallowed  and  enduring  associations,  and 
Boch  was  the  brooch  of  Moina.  It  had  been  her  mother's,  and 
Ian  was  to  wear  it  until  he  returned  to  espouse  her  in  Kill 
Chuimin. 

"And  why  did  you  leave  her,  lanP" 

"Eighteen  months  ago — ^fully  six  months  before  I  was  so 

hapny  as  to  know  and  to  love  her,  at  a  great  hunting  match  on 

the  braes  of  Lochaber,  I  unfortunatelv  pledged  my  word  to  Sir 

Bonald  that  I  would  go  with  him  to  Uermany.    Like  a  generous 

eentleman,  he  ofifered  to  release  me  from  my  promise ;  but  a 

Wdred  of  my  people  expected  that  I  was  to  lead  them,  and  I 

abne ;  thus  it  would  ill  become  M'Earquhar  to  keep  his  sword 

i&  the  scabbard  when  he  had  pledged  his  word  to  unsheath  it.    I 

ooold  have  made  Moina  mine  before  I  lefb  the  hills  of  our  race ; 

^  a  missionary  priest,  who  acts  as  chaplain  to  hei:  family, 

Shemnas  Stiubhart,  or  James  of  Jerusalem,  as  the  Lowlanders 

^  him,  offered  to  unite  us  secretly  at  Kill  Chuimin;  but  I 

voold  not  run  the  risk  of  leaving  Moina  a  wedded  mourner,  a 

^owed  bride,  like  the  dames  of  Fingal's  warriors,  who  spent  half 

^ftr  time  sitting  upon  the  seashore,  with  hair  imbound  and 

wp  in  hand,  looking  towards  the  ocean  for  the  return  of  their 

"ieent  spouses.    Thus,  if  in  three  years  and  three  days  I  come 
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not  again,  I  will  Hold  Moina  free  to  be  wooed  and  free  to  be  won 
by  another." 

lan's  voice  quavered,  though  he  endeavoured  to  assume  an  air 
of  bravado,  but  I  saw  through  the  sickly  effort. 

"  From  your  gay  manner  yesterday,  Ian,  I  deemed  vou  happiest 
of  the  happy;  but,  doubtless,  every  heart  has  some  inward 
Borrow  which  the  eye  sees  not." 

**  True,  true,  the  loudest  laugh  does  not  always  come  from  tbe 
lightest  heart." 

"Thank  God!"  said  I,  observing  how  his  dark  eye  glistened, 
"  that  I  have  no  regret  of  this  kind  to  render  yet  more  sad  this 
day  of  parting  with  mv  home." 

"  Be  nappy,  Philip,  said  he ;  "  for  aU  who  love  you  truly  are 
here— myself  and  the  hundred  brave  men  of  your  mother's  name, 
Vrho  follow  the  banner  of  Mackay." 

"  And  you  will  return  in  three  years  P" 

"  If  ahve,  I  will  return  in  one  year,  despite  the  offers  of  our 
Lowland  Chancellor,  who  has  promised  me  a  feudal  charter  of 
my  hereditary  estate,  to  be  granted  under  the  great  seal  at  Holy- 
rood,  on  the  day  we  enter  Prague.  Dioul !  as  if  M'Farquliar 
valued  the  right  that  was  held  otherwise  than  as  it  was  won,  by 
the  edge  of  the  sword.  Nay,  nay,  as  Donald  of  the  Isles  said,  1 
hold  my  lands  by  this  (laying  his  hand  on  his  claymore),  and  not 
by  a  sheepskin. 

CHAPTER  y. 

OLUCKSTADT. 

His  Danish  Majesty,  the  gallant  King  Christian  TV,,  whon 
we  were  about  to  reinforce,  was  at  this  time  waging  willi  the  vas 
forces  of  the  empire  an  unequal  warfare,  in  the  same  cause  whicJ 
the  great  Gustavus  Adolphus,  a  few  years  after,  maintained  6* 
'cruccessfuUy,  though  he  did  not  survive  to  behold  the  conclusiot 
of  that  bitter  contest,  which  from  the  gates  of  Pk'agae  sprei^ 
along  the  banks  of  the  Po  and  the  shores  of  the  Baltic.  I 

The  edict  of  toleration  granted  by  the  Emperor  Eodolph  II.  i 
the  Bohemians  had  been  revoked  ;  and  thus  they  rose  m  am^ 
They  had  been  defeated  at  the  White  Mountain,  where  t| 
chivalry  of  the  empire  trod  the  standards  of  the  Elector  Frederi^ 
in  the  dust,  and  the  laurels  of  the  Imperialists  were  drenched  \ 
Protestant  blood.  Though  wedded  to  a  Princess  of  the  House  i 
Scotland,  the  elector  was  the  basest  of  cowards,  and  fled,  leavii 
his  queen  to  her  fate.  Two  hundred  thousand  persons  had  be 
driven  into  exile ;  and  though  the  illustriotu  Count  of  Mansfek 
ftud  Ohrifttutt  D\ik9  of  Bayarof  for  a  tim^  defended  tiie  Bol 
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mians  and  the  Beformed  faith  with  the  most  heroic  yalonr,  they 
were  driven  headlong  before  the  conquering  Tilly,  whose  ferocious 
legions  burst  like  a  torrent  into  Lower  Saxony,  giving  all  to  fire 
and  sword,  and  carrying  terror  and  despair  into  the  hearts  of  the 
Protestants. 

It  was  at  this  desperate  crisis,  and  while  Gustavns  of  Sweden 
was  wai*ring  with  Poland,  that  Christian' IV.  of  Denmark,  anxious 
to  have  the  entire  glory  of  saving  the  Beformed  Ohurch  of  Ger- 
many from  utter  destruction,  commenced,  as  it  were,  a  hew  crusade 
against  the  mighty  power  of  the  Emperor  Ferdinand,  and  drew 
to  hiff  banner  the  flower  of  the  Saxon  circles  and  of  the  Banish 
iales,  and  I  may  add,  of  our  own  dear  Scottish  mountains ;  for,  in 
addition  to  nearly  fourteen  thotfsahd  Scots  who  followed  the 
standard  of  Gnstavus,  there  were  in  the  Danish  army,  in 
addition  to  our  own  regiment  of  fifteen  hundred  men,  Sir  Alex- 
ander Seaton's,  of  five  hundred ;  Sir  James  Leslie's,  of  a  thousand 
ifrasketeers ;  while  4n  the  same  year  we  were  joined  by  John 
Maxwell,  Earl  of  Nithsdale.  Alexander  Lindesay,  Lord  Bpyni© 
fi  ^illant  grandson  of  Cardinal  Beaton),  and  Sir  James  Sinclair, 
son  of  John  Master  of  Caithness,  levied  each  a  regiment  of  three 
battalions;  and  each  battalion  being  a  thousand, strong,  made 
altogether  about  eleven  thousand  Scottish  soldiers  who  were 
inarching  under  the  Danish  cross.* 

The  noble  King  Christian,'  then  the  rival  of  the  Swedish  con- 
queror, from  his  peculiar  position,  as  sovereign  of  Lower  Saxony, 
of  Jutland,  and  of  Denmark  (the  isles  of  wmch  secured  for  him 
a  strong  retreat  in  case  of  reverses),  had  many  advantages  which 
induced  the  Protestant  powers  to  give  him  the  command  of  those 
forces  raised  by  them  to  protect  the  liberties  of  Germany. 
Christiin  urged  on  Gnstavus  the  necessity  of  co-operation ;  but 
that  brave  prince  being  at  war  with  Poland,  the  Dane  was  left 
aingle-handed,  and  fearlessly  he  undertook  the  terrible  task  of 
waging  battle  with  the  oversown  empire. 

Trusting  to  those  supplies  which  were  promised  to  him  from 
every  part  of  Beformed  Christendom,  he  had  attended  the  con- 
vocation of  the  Saxon  states,  held  at  Lauenburg,  in  March,  1625, 
▼here  he  entered  into  a  league  with  the  rich  burghers  who  in- 
Kabited  the  free  cities  of  the  circle,  and  was  chosen  Captain- 
General  of  the  confederate  army,  which  was  to  muster  in  the 
duchy  of  Holstein.  From  thence,  with  25,000  Danes,  Scots, 
and  Germans,  he  crossed  the  Elbe,  and  was  joined  at  the  Weser 
by  7000  Saxons.  ,        i. 

Under  TUly,  the  forces  of  the  Catholic  league  hovered  on  the 
opposite  baiS ;  while  Wallenstein,  attacking  Count  Mansfeldt  at 

•  Hart  tlw  Pttunyliw  H8S.  oonolMrata  va  CanUar* 
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Dessau,  cut  to  pieces  10,000  Protestants,  and  receired  tlie  title 
of  Prince  of  !Friedland.  Mansfeldt  died  of  a  broken  heart. 
Puke  Christian  died  soon  after ;  and  thus  the  Danish  monarch 
was  left  alone  to  cope  with  the  two  greatest  generals  the  Empire 
«yer  possessed. 

One  town  after  another  became  their  prey,  and  at  a  deciaive 
battle  fought  near  the  castle  and  village  or  Liitter  in  Barenberg, 
the  Danes  and  their  Scottish  allies  were  defeated  b^  the  Catho« 
lies,  with  the  loss  of  sixty  standards,  their  whole  artillery,  many 
officers  of  distinction,  and  four  thousand  men,  who  were  len 
dead  upon  the  field. 

This  was  on  the  27th  August,  1626,  a  full  month  before  we 
sailed  from  Cromartie.  This  severe  blow  at  Liitter  compelled 
Christian  to  retreat  to  Stade,  in  the  duchy  of  Bremen,  and  to 
that  place  we  supposed  Sir  Donald  would  march  the  small  portion 
he  commanded  oi  the  quota  sent  by  our  mother  Caledonia  to  the 
German  war. 

After  an  easy  voyage  of  five  days,  during  which  the  Unicom 
and  Crown  Royal  never  lost  sight  of  each  other,  on  the  15th  of 
October  we  entered  the  broad  bosom  of  the  Elbe;  and,  just  as  the 
hazy  Sim  was  ^ttin^,  dropped  our  anchors  in  the  mud,  opposite 
Gliickstadt,  a  little  city  on  the  northern  or  right  bank  of  the  river. 

The  spire  of  the  great  church,  and  the  cannon  on  the  ramparts, 
were  shming  in  the  last  rays  of  the  sun,  and  the  many  trees  which 
encircled  the  fortifications  gave  a  pleasant  aspect  to  the  place. 
The  harbour  is  large,  and  at  the  end  of  the  canal  which  ran  from 
it  into  the  town,  there  was  a  large  tower  built  on  piles  of  oak, 
encircled  by  platforms  having  batteries  of  cannon  to  command 
the  Elbe.  This  tower  has  long  since  disappeared.  Our  cannon 
saluted  the  Danish  cross  which  was  fiying  on  the  wooden  tower, 
the  cannon  of  which  replied  by  a  salute  of  forty  pieces  to  our 
double  flags ;  for,  according  to  the  order  of  his  Majesty  James 
VI.,  issued  in  1606,  we  carried  the  interlaced  crosses  of  St. 
Andrew  and  St.  George  at  our  main-masthead,  and  the  Scottish 
ensign  on  the  colour  staff  at  our  stem.  Soon  after  we  anchored. 
Sir  j[)avid  Drummond  (a  cavalier  of  the  house  of  Meedhope), 
who  commanded  two  thousand  Danish  foot  in  the  city,  came  off 
in  a  gay.  pinnace  to  bid  us  welcome,  and  pay  his  respects  to  our 
colonel,  tne  great  Sir  Donald  Mackay  of  Farr  and  Strathnaver. 

Being  Scotsmen,  we  naturally  looked  for  hiUs  in  surveying  the 
coast ;  but  we  might  as  well  have  looked  for  the  pyramids  of 
Egypt ;  for  there  were  only  swampy  morasses  lying  on  both  sides 
ofthe  turgid  Elbe,  which  was  dyked,  to  keep  out  the  water  firom, 
the  fields  where  the  fat  sleepy  cattle  were  chewing  the  cud,  sur-  , 
"funded  by  rich  grass,  and  the  drowsy  hum  of  the  evening  flies. 

The  broad  river  flowed  slowly  and  turgidly,  and  being  im«i  | 
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pregnated  with  mud,  was  all  of  a  yellow  colour,  unlike  the  pure 
aeep  blue  of  those  fierce  torrents,  that,  bearing  trees  and  rocks 
with  them,  rush  from  the  giant  mountains  of  our  native  land. 
The  fortifications  were  built  on  piles,  and  innumerable  water-rats 
were  swimming  and  paddling  among  the  mud  and  slime  that 
oozed  between  the  timoer. 

Though  the  sun  was  shining,  a  frowsy  pestilential  fog  rested 
on  the  bosom  of  the  river,  and  overhung  tne  town ;  there  was  a 
closeness,  a  stillness  in  the  atmosphere,  which  imparted  a  strange 
dulness  to  the  place,  and  seemed  to  infect  us  ;  for  our  soldiers, 
while  they  crowded  the  sides  of  the  vessels,  instead  of  bein^  full 
of  gesture  and  animation  like  Highlanders,  were  silent  and  mert, 
like  the  fat  old  burghers  who  sat  on  the  parapets,  smoking  their 
long  Dutch  pipes,  without  any  sign  of  motion  or  life.  The  sen* 
tinels  stood  like  statues  on  the  ramparts,  and  the  motionless  pikea 
glittered  like  stars  in  the  sunlight. 

By  break  of  day  next  morning — at  least  an  hour  before  the  sun 
liad  lisen  firom  the  flat  morasses,  and  while  the  same  white  mist 
was  resting  on  the  river — ^we  disembarked  in  large  flat-bottomed 
boats,  and  drew  up  in  order  under  our  colours,  by  companies  on 
the  quay,  while  our  pipes  placed  Mackay's  pibroch,  Brattach 
hhan  clan  Aiodh,  tiU  tne  Holsteiners  stuck  theur  fingers  in  their 
ears,  and  the  stones  of  the  street  shook  below  us. 

Here  Captain  Torquil  M'CoU  of  that  Ilk  lost  his  brother,  who 
was  sergeant  of  his  pikes.  Falling  overboard  into  the  muddy 
river,  despite  all  our  efforts  to  save  him,  the  poor  man  sank  imder 
the  weight  of  his  headpiece,  back,  breast  and  bracelets,  and  was 
drowned,  or  rather  suffocated.  In  my  haste  to  succour  this  un- 
fortunate, when  floundering  among  the  hideous  mud,  I  nearly 
feU  in  ai^r  him,  but  was  saved  by  Ian  grasping  my  plaid. 

"  Dioul !"  said  he,  "  the  tide  is  out-— are  you  mad  P  the  water 
is  thick  as  piper's  brose — ^the  man  is  lost — ^would  you,  too,  lose 
your  life  ? 

It  was  fortunate  my  strong  kinsman  seized  me,  otherwise  I 
might  have  perished  writh  M*Coll.  The  sergeant  was  a  brave 
man,  and  had  fought  for  his  majesty  James  \1.  at  the  battle  of 
Belrinnes,  twenty-eight  years  before. 

That  maxim  of  the  great  Count  Tilly,  "  a  ragged  soldier  with 
a  bright  musket,"  applied  not  to  us,  for  our  harness  was  polished 
as  bright  as  when  the  armourer  had  sent  it  firom  his  shop ;  and 
I  was  astonished  by  the  finery  displayed  amons  our  poorest 
private  soldiers.  The  mouths  of  their  sporrans,  the  brooches  of 
iheir  plaids,  and  the  hilts  of  their  dirks,  were  either  ornamented 
with  silver,  or  such  precious  stones  as  their  own  mountains 
afforded — ^the  topaz,  the  amethyst,  tiie  cairngorm,  and  the  river 
pearl  5  for  it  was  their  ambition  that,  if  they  were  skin,  or  should 
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die  £ax  irom  their  home,  there  should!  be  wherewithal  on.  Hieir 
persons,  to  pay  for  a  respectable  funeral. 

Hy  brave  comrades!  too  many  of  them  were  Roomed  to  find 
up  other  grave  than  the  maws  or  the  gorged  and  hideous  crows 
that  hovered  over  the  battle-fields  of  low  Germanie,  when  the 
boom  of  the  culveria  summoned  them  from  the  four  winds  of 
heaven  to  their  terrible  feast. 

We  were  formed  in  line,  three  ranis  deep»  on  the  quay,  and 
there  were  exactly  one  thousand  &ve  hundred  and  forty  men  in 
their  helmets ;  the  colours,  with  the  pipes  and  drums,  were  in  the 
centre;  the  pikemen  flanked  the  musketeers,.  Well  mounted, 
and.  clad  in  a  magnificent  suit  of  Italian  plate«  whicli  was  covered 
with  ^Q  many  rare  and  gold  devices  that  it  Was  usually  believecj 
to  bQ  enchanted,  Sir  Donald,  with  his  claymore  drawn,  gave  the 
words  of  comniand!  rapidly,  as  became  a  cavalier  of  spirit,  ^ 

"  Gentlemen,. height  your  musketeers — dress  your  ranks,  pike- 
men  !     To  t£^  right — ^^turn ;  quick  march.".  , ,  , 

The  colours  bent  forward  rustlij^g.  in  the  wind,  five  hundred 
pikes  aiid  .a.  thpusand  muskets  were  sloped  in  the  sunshine,  and 
with  oiir  drums- beating  that,  brave  Scottist  march,  which  has  led 
89  ofte?i  to  death  but  never  to  defeat,  w©  entered  Gliickstadt, 
being  duly  saluted  at,  the  gates  with  ail  th^  honours  of  war,  by 
the  ha^d  of  Craigie's  regiment  pf  Danes,  who  formed  line,  with 
pikps^dy^pced  and  ,d!rums  beating. 

.  This  city  of  Gliickstadt  had  been  so  ^trongljr  fortified  by  King 
Christian  XVn  in  1620,  that  it  held  out  against  the  besieging 
fijrees  of  the  Emperor  Ferdinand  II.  for  two  years,  an^  defied 
ijie  whole  pow§r  q{  the  Imperialists'  to  take  it  by  sea ;  and,  being 
then  all.  unused  to  regularly-fortified  towns,  tp  me  it  seemed  the 
Btrqngest  place  in. the  worlo.  Its  locality  was  ori^inaily  a  mere 
awamp,  ^nd  there  is  still  a  possibility  of  laying  the  whole  out^ 
works  under  water.  We  crossed  several  of  the  canals. by  which! 
i%  ig  T^^tpr^ected^  aa  we  notched  through  the  narrow  streets  into 
the.  quaint  and  old-fashioned  market-place,  where  we  halted  be- 
fpre,.the  great  church,  which  stands  at  one  corner  thereof,  and 
wherein  the  German  colonista  and  the  old  Catholics  were  both 
allowed  ^  chapel  for  their  own  worship — a  toleration  and  gouod- 
^Uows]]^p  which  somewhat  surprised  our  Scottish  cavaliers,  who 
Iteljeved  ;it  Qould  exist  npwhere  but  in.  the  Highlands  j  for  there 
the  real  and  traditionary  ties  of  clanship  were  dearer  and  stronger 
than,  thps^  of  religion,  the.power?  of  tne  patriarchal  chief  being 
superior,  alike,  .to, those  of  priest  and  presbyter. 
,  In.  the  ,market»place  we  received  our  billets  from'  the  burgo- 
saaster  j  s^xid  by  good  fortune,  as  it  afterwards,  proved,  my  cousin 
the  Qftp^su;^  M'jAapiflie  puf  lieutfp^nt,  and  myself,  were  quartered 
in  one  house— a  tall  buHding,  situaited  immediately  over  against 
"*eat  church. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

AFTSS  XSCAFIKO  A.  FALL  INTO  THE  ELBE,  I  AM  IK  DAKQEB  OF 

FALLING  IK  LOVE. 

THotT0H  the  majoriiy  of  the  inhabitants  of  Gliickstadt  had 
retired  to  adjacent  villages  or  elsewhere,  on  the  town  being 
occupied  by  foreign  troops,  a  considerable  crowd  snrronnded  us 
in  the  market-place,  attracted  no  doubt  by  the  martial  and  im- 
posing aspect  of  the  garb  we  wore.  The  women — ^they  interested 
me  most,  of  course — seemed  to  be  all  rather  pretty,  with  bloom- 
ing complexions,  and  fair  tresses;  and  I — bein^  fresh  from 
Zing's  College — ^was  reminded  of  those  yellow-haired  dwellers 
by  the  banks  of  the  Elbe,  of  whom  I  had  read  in  Lucan.  They 
were  all  gandily  dressed  in  hoods,  cloaks,  and  fardingales,  of 
many  colours,  among  which  the  Danish  red  predominated. 

By  command  of  the  magistrates,  the  whole  regiment  had  free 
inqnartering  on  the.  burgesses;  and  thus,  after  marching  our 
colours,  under  a  guard  of  pikes  with  pipes  sounding,  to  the 
residence  of  Sir  Donald,  who  had  been  invited  to  occupy  the 
mansion  of  our  good  countryman  the  governor,  I  looked  about 
for  my  billet,  which,  as  I  have  said,  was  at  a  comer  of  the  Platz, 
and  almost  opposite  the  great  church  of  the  town. 

The  house  was  a  large  building  of  Dutch  brick  and  plaster, 
crossed  in  various  ways  by  diagonal  bars  of  wood,  like  many  of 
the  old  timber-fronted  "Lodgings'*  in  the  borough-towns  at 
Lome  in  the  Lowlands  ^  it  had  a  row  of  poplars  before  it,  and 
vas  surmounted  by  a  high-peaked  roof,  with  a  double  tier  of 
dormer  windows.  Several  solemn-looking  storks  sat  on  the 
sharp  ridges,  twisting  their  long  throats  and  clapping  their 
wings.  I  would  not  have  discovered  the  place  (each  fantastic 
house  being  just  like  its  neighbour)  but  for  the  kindness  of  a 
cavalier  whom  I  met  in  the  street,  and  knew  by  his  white  silk 
scarf  to  be  one  of  my  countrymen.  This  was  the  renowned  Sir 
Quentin  Home,  rittmaster  of  a  corps  of  mounted  Holsteiners,  of 
whom  more  anon.  On  showing  lum  my  billet  order,  addressed 
Otto  JBoskilde,  Sausmeister,  he  led  me  at  once  to  the  place. 

Like  the  houses  of  the  Scottish  and  French  towns,  this  man- 
sion had  six  or  seven  stories,  opening  on  each  side  from  one 
common  staircase ;  but,  as  nearly  all  its  inhabitants  had  eith^ 
fled  or  perished  of  the  plague,  there  were  but  two  flats  occupied, 
and  one  of  these  was  by  a  personage  who  styled  himself  the 
Hausmeister,  having  been  appointed  by  the  proprietor,  as  he 
afterwards  told  me,  to  watch  over  the  building  and  its  tenants, 
and  generally  to  attend  to  its  safety  and  preservation.  Among 
the  Aufltrians,  I  have  since  niet  with  many  such  officials,  who 
were  considered  little  better  than  gate-porters  or  link-boys }  but 
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my  Holsteiner,  or  Dane,  or  Datchman  (for  I  could  not  dtscoyer 
what  country  claimed  the  honour  of  giving  him  birth),  received 
xne  with  all  the  formality  of  the  governor  of  a  fortress  welcoming 
hifi  successor.  There  was  an  ill-concealed  scowl  on  his  forbidding 
face  as  he  met  me  at  the  door,  on  which  I  had  knocked  loudly 
more  than  once,  with  the  hilt  of  my  dirk,  before  it  was  opened. 

"Otto  EoskUdeP"  said  I,  inquiringly,  showing  my  slip  of 
paper,  stamped  with  the  town  arms. 

fie  replied  with  a  "  Yes,"  which  sounded  like  a  long  jawn, 
and  bowed.  He  was  a  great  and  powerful  fellow,  with  a  oroad 
tiger-like  mouth,  and  sinister  eyes,  that  shone  like  pieces  of  grey 
glass.  He  wore  enormous  red  roses  on  his  shoes ;  a  plum-coloured 
doublet,  a  pair  of  bombasted  fardingale  breeches,  Spanish  leather 
boots  with  lawn  tops,  a  high  suear-Ioiuf  hat  which  every  puff  of 
wind  that  shook  the  poplars  threatened  to  blow  away ;  a  long 
Dutch  espadone  and  spurs,  though  I  suppose  the  fellow  never 
had  a  horse  in  his  stable,  or  rode  any  other  nag  than  the  wooden 
mare,  or  cheval  de  bois,  with  a  six-pound  shot  at  each  of  his  heels. 
To  my  words  of  compliment — craving  pardon  for  my  intrusion 
and  so  forth — ^he  answered  by  another  profound  bow,  which  tilted 
up  the  end  of  his  great  sword ;  then,  uishering  me  in,  he  shut  the 
door,  and  left  me  to  shift  for  myself. 

The  staircase  was  dark,  the  building  silent ;  I  felt  as  if  still  in 
the  rolling  ship,  and  my  footing  seemed  wavering  and  uncertain, 
as  I  ascended.  Every  apartment  sounded  hollow,  and  appeared 
to  be  empty — unfurnished  and  uncarpeted.  I  knew  that  my 
billet  was  to  be  on  the  third  floor,  and  continued  my  ascent,  but 
by  mistake  tried  the  doors  on  the  secdnd.  Six  different  apart- 
ments which  I  entered  were  empty,  destitute  of  furniture,  cold, 
desolate,  and  rendered  damp  by  the  slimy  atmosphere  of  the 
canal  which  flowed  beneath  the  window.  I  was  on  the  point  of 
retiring,  and  descending  again  to  seek  this  rude  and  unceremonious 
host  or  Hausmeister,  who  treated  me  with  such  inattention,  when 
before  me  there  appeared  a  door  half  open,  revealing  beyond  an 
apartment,  that  was,  at  least,  furnished. 

"  Zounds  !*'  thought  I,  "  right  at  last — this  is  the  floor,  and  that 
is  my  room !" 

I  Knocked  gently,  however,  but  without  receiving  an  answer ; 
pushed  the  door  fully  open,  and  entering,  found  myself  in  a  bed- 
chamber furnished  with  innumerable  articles  of  ornament  and 
luxury. 

In  the  chimney,  which  was  lined  with  the  blue  ware  of  Delft, 
a  cheerful  Are  burned  on  the  hearth,  between  the  brass-knobbed 
andirons.  Warm  tapestry  covered  the  walls,  which  were  hung 
with  pictures  and  gaudily-tinted  engravings,  by  the  great 
Westphalian  engiayery  Israel  Yan  Melmcn,  -who  died  in  the  last 
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century ;  statues  of  alabaster  and  vases  of  flowers,  jars  of  red 
Bohemian  ijlass  and  little  figures,  decorated  the  mantelpiece  and 
oak  side-tables ;  a  guitar  and  music  book  lay  on  a  chair  in  one 
comer ;  a  small  library  occupied  another,  and  within  a  recess 
gtood  a  most  enchanting  little  bed,  with  graceful  silk  drapery. 
There,  indeed,  beauty  might  sleep  softly,  intrenched  among 
downy  pillows  edged  with  the  finest  lace. 

"  All  this  for  me  P"  I  muttered  aloud.  "  Oh,  no !  it  cannot  be 
^there  is  some  mistake." 

One  glance  had  just  made  me  acquainted  with  all  these  items 
of  luxury,  when  another  made  me  aware  that  this  pretty  little 
boadoir,  or  bedchamber,  had  an  occupant ;  for  on  a  sofa,  which 
stood  between  me  and  the  fireplace,  a  young  lady  lay  fast  asleep, 
with  a  book  in  her  hand.  She  had  fine  features,  a  brilliant 
complexion,  long;  lashes,  and  the  most  luxuriant  jet  hair.  Her 
figure  was  small  and  graceful  in  its  contour ;  her  hands  and  fine 
bosom  white  as  snow,  for  though  she  wore  a  high  ruff,  it  opened 
considerably  in  front.  She  nad  on  a  great  tab-fardingale  of 
crimson  satm,  with  a  monstrous  hoop,  like  those  of  the  Countess 
of  Essex  (of  happy  memory),  flounced  and  slashed  witn  black 
velvet ;  but  this,  instead  of  spoiling  her  figure,  from  her  position 
gave  it  rather  a  new  charm ;  for  it  permitted  more  tiiau  usual  to 
be  seen  of  two  very  handsome  taper  ankles,  encased  in  scarlet 
Bilk  stockings,  which  were  embroidered  with  silver  about  eight 
inches  above  the  shoe,  in  the  Spanish  fashion. 

In  the  whole  aspect  of  this  sleeping  beauty  there  was  a 
nameless  charm,  wnich  extremely  mterested  me.  Courtesy 
compelled  me  to  retire  immediately;  but  I  could  not  restrain  my 
desire  to  know  what  book  she  had  been  reading,  and  it  proved 
to  be  a  Spanish  drama  by  Cervantes,  that  brave  soldier  whose 
name  will  ever  reflect  immortal  lustre  on  the  noble  profession  of 
arms. 

Charmed  with  the  air  of  innocence  and  candour  which  per* 
vaded  this  unknown  beauty,  I  would  fain  have  kissed  the  little 
hand  that  drooped  over  one  arm  of  the  sofa ;  but  hearing  voices, 
I  softly  and  hastily  withdrew,  mentally  resolving — ^like  a  rogue 
who  had  fought  ms  way  through  all  the  classes  of  the  King's 
College — ^that  our  acquaintance  should  end  less  abruptly  than  it 
had  begun. 

Ascending  to  the  third  story  of  the  great  and  seemingly  de- 
solate house,  I  found  myself  m  presence  of  my  cousin  Ian,  and 
our  lieutenant  M'Alpine,  for,  as  I  have  said,  we  had  all  been 
happily  billeted  in  the  same  edifice;  and  in  one  of  its  unfur* 
nidicNi  chambers  Phadrig  Mohr  was  lighting  a  fire,  and  pre- 
paring a  meal  with  all  the  ease  and  rapidity  of  a  Highland  moun- 
taineer. 
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CHAPTEE  Vn. 

THE    BEFAST. 

"Welcome,  Philip,  as  we  are  here  before  you,"  said  Ian;  "in 
the  name  of  mischief's  mother,  where  have  you  been  wandering 
toP" 

"  Over  all  this  empty  house,  which  I  vow  is  like  a  great  castle, 
and  is  almost  without  rumiture." 

"  Almost,"  replied  Ian  ;  "  why,  my  cousin,  except  this  room, 
and  that  one  occupied  bv  the  Hausmeister,  it  seems  quite  deserted. 
Its  inhabitants  have  aJi  died  of  the  plague " 

"  The  plague! — pleasant  that,  for  their  successors." 

"  This  was  four  years  ago  ;  or  els^  they  have  fled  to  Copen- 
hagen, to  escape  the  chances  and  mischances  of  war — ^the  trouDles 
(as  the  Hausmeister  calls  them)  which  always  attend  the  march 
of  foreign  troops." 

"  Troubles  P"  said  I. 

"  Ay,**  replied  our  lieutenant,  Angus  Boy  M'Alpine,  who  had 
been  m  the  Low  Countries  and  Germany  before ;  "  troubles — 
for  so  the  Hausmeister  was  pleased  to  name  free  inquartering, 
and  the  occasional  abduction  of  a  pretty  tnaid  or  a  wine-cask, 
things  that  will  now  and  then  happen  where  soldiers  shake  their 
feathers." 

•  "He  is  an  ill-looking  dog,  that  Hausmeister,"  I  observed, 
"  and  wears  a  devilish  odd  hat  and  pair  of  breeches — ^I  hate  the 
aspect  of  the  varlet!" 

"  Hate  no  one,  Philip,"  said  M'Alpine,  quietly ;  "for  hatred 
and  anger  are  sure  to  go  together — and  sorrow  perchance  may 
follow ;  but  I  instinctively  dislike  this  person,  too. ' 

M'Alpine,  a  flne-looking  soldier,  and  brave  fellow,  was  some- 
what of  a  gloomy  and  thoughtful  cast.  Having  once  slain  a 
friend  in  a  smgle  combat  (as  we  were  informed) — ^the  resist  of  a 
sudden  quarrel — he  made  a  vow  to  wear  crape  on  his  left  arm  till 
the  end  of  his  days,  and  never  to  give  another  challenge,  though 
he  had  often  received  them,  and  oeen  compelled  to  nght  more 
than  once  in  defence  of  his  honour  and  reputation." 

"  I  am  sorry  you  are  averse  to  the  Holsteiner,"  said  Ian;  "  for 
I  have  invited  him  to  dine  with  us. 


>f 


"  Dine!"  we  exclaimed  together  j  "  surely  it  was  more  his  part 
to  have  invited  us." 

"Four  hungry  Highlandmen  to  dine  with  one  German  or  I 
Dane,"  replied  Ian ;  "  oich !  gentlemen,  the  thing  was  not  to  be 
thought  of." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  not  quarrel  with  him/'  I  continued,  remember- 
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ing  hpw  lie  had  received  me ;  "in  ttose  green  eyes  of  Ms  are  the 
very  smile  of  a  Campbell.". 

"  And  you  know  the  adage  P"  added  Ian,  as  he  finng  aside  his 
Bword,  plaid,  and  pistols.. 

"  While  there  are  leaves  on  the  trees,  there  will  be  guile " 

"Do  not  say  in  a  Campbell,"  said  the  sergeant,  Mhor,  pausing 
in  his  culinary  occupation,  and  bluntly  interrupting  M*Alpine  j^ 
"do  not  sav  so,  lieutenant,  for  my  great-grandmotter  was  a 
daughter  of  Barcaldine." 

"I  crave  your  pardon,  sergeant,"  replied  M* Alpine ;  "but  my 
father,  Torquil  Phu,  was  slain  at  Glenlivat  by  the  men  of  Loch 
Awe,  and  I  have  a  score  to  settle  with  that  tnbe." 

"Hush!"  said  I,  " here  comes  our  pane." 

"Dane — dost  thou  call  himP"  said  Angus;  "nay,  being  a 
Holsteiner,  he  is  pure  German." 

"  What  a  clatter  he  makes !" 

"  'Tis  his  egpadone  on  the  stair." 

"Dioul !"  said  my  cousin ;  "  and  noTv  let  us  to  dinner." 

We  all  rose  to  receive  this  personage,  whom  pur  Highland 
education  made  us  disposed  to  treat  with  the  utmost  respect  as 
the  master  of  the  house,  or  husbonde,  as  the  Pan^s  would  call  him 
[though  only  his  deputy) ;  Ian  bade  him  welcome,  in  Gaelic,  and 
Phadrig  Mhor,  whose  vast  stature  made  the  I^orthman  o]f)en  wide 
Ills  eyes,  placed  a  chair  for  him,  and  we  proceeded  to  dine. 

I  have  said  each  of  the  five  or  six  stories  of  the  mansion  had 
ho  dwellings,  consisting  of  several  apartments.  Phadrig  Mhor 
M  ransacked  the  whole  place,  and  collected  within  our  chamber 
lueh  furniture  and  utensils  as  he  could  procure  among  the  vacated 
tfid  desolate  rooms.  From  one  he  brought  a  table ;  ^om  another, 
I  high-hacked  antique,  chair ;  from  a  third,,  a  stool ;  from  a  fourth, 
I  tabourette ;  from  another,  a  pot,  a  kettle,  and  so  on,  until  he 
Itad  almost  fumiBhed  our  damp  chamber,  which  overlooked  the 
row  of  i>oplar8,  beyond  which,  in  the  Platz,  we  saw  a  regiment 
pf  Soottisn  pikemen  being  drilled  to  the  use  of  the  pike,  accord* 
log  to  the  new  fashion,  as  laid  down  in  the  Pallas  Armaia  o£ 
that  eminent  tactician.  Captain  Sir  Thomas  £ellie  of  Edinburgh 
and  that  Dk. 

Our  dinner  dishes  had  been  borrowed  from  the  old  house- 
keeper of  Otto  ifioskilde ;  for  knives  each  of  us  had  his  skene-dhu, 
^d  for  cups  each  had  his  hunting-quaigh  or  sheU,  hooped  with 
"iijer;  but  Otto  Koskilde  brought  his  own  pewter  pot,  which  re- 
funded me  of  a  Lowlander's  beechwood  bicker.  A  saddle  of 
BKrtton,  which  ]^hadrig  had  procured  (Heaven  alone  knows  how), 
'nth  V>iled  Sussian  tongues,  bread  and  cheese,  composed  a  repast 
cii  wHch  Fingal  himself  might  have  fared  with  satisfaction ; 
^  we  brewed  a  brave  tappit-hen  in  a  gigantio  Flemish  jug. 


40  FHIUP  BOLLO; 

-with  Dntcli  skeidam  and  hot  water  in  equal  proportions,  sweetened 
with  sugar  from  the  Indian  isles.  Reside  this,  we  had  foui 
bulbous-looking  flasks  of  French  brandy,  which  Phadrig  had 
found  when  foraging  about  the  rooms,  and  to  the  evident  chagrin 
of  our  host,  whose  grey  eyes  glistened  with  surprise  at  the  dis 
covery,  and  anger  at  our  henchman. 

As  neither  M'Farquhar  nor  Phadrig  Mhor  (whom  as  his  fo» 
terer  we  always  treated  as  an  equal)  could  speak  one  word  o; 
an^  language  but  their  native  Gaelic,  nearly  the  whole  converj 
sation  tell  to  the  share  of  the  lieutenant,  M' Alpine,  and  myself 
He  spoke  a  little  German,  having  served  in  the  Low  Countriei 
under  Sir  James  Bamsay,  and  I  knew  a  little  Spanish,  havini 
acquired  it  at  King's  College. 

!C9^ow  it  chanced  that  both  these  languages  were  spoken  by  tlii 
Hausmeister,  who,  though  at  first  somewhat  reserved  eveni 
suUenness  and  silence,  when  his  heart  warmed  by  the  conteni 
of  our  gallant  tankard,  became  loquacious  in  the  extreme. 

Though  his  name  was  Scandinavian  enough  in  its  sound,  ha 
ing  imbibed  certain  undefinable  suspicions  about  this  man- 
awakened  doubtless  by  the  deep  and  secret  smiles  which  I  detecte 
stealing  over  his  sallow  and  swarthy  face,  like  the  quiet  ripple 
on  the  surface  of  a  Dutch  canal — I  K)und  myself  bamed  in  decid 
ing  to  what  country  he  belonged ;  for  one  moment  there  wa 
something  of  the  Danish  softness  in  his  voice,  the  next  it  had  th 
deep  twang  of  the  Swedish,  or  the  harsh  growl  of  the  German 
and  all  these  various  tones  were  least  discernible  in  his  SpanisI 
which  he  spoke  with  the  greatest  fluency. 

Filling  up  his  quaigh  to  the  brim,  my  cousin  Ian,  believin 
that  we  were  in  presence  of  a  Holsteiner,  stood  up  and  dran 
courteously — 

"  To  the  honour  of  the  brave  and  faithful  Holsteiners." 

I  translated  this  to  Otto  Boskilde,  who  thereupon  stood  up  i 
his  great  calf-skin  boots,  and  returned  thanks  with  tolerab! 
politeness ;  then  we  all  drank  to  each  other's  healths  agaii 
clinking  our  cups  together,  above,  below,  and  side  by  side,  in  tl 
old  German  fashion.  The  peg-tankard  was  refilled,  and,  as  tl 
afternoon  subsided  into  evening,  the  evening  into  night,  and  tl 
shadows  of  the  Platz  were  thrown  upon  the  stagnant  canals,  oi 
good-fellowship  increased ;  and  we  spoke  openlj  of  the  chanc 
of  the  war,  and  our  hopes  of  beating  the  Imperialists  back  to  t 

fates  of  Vienna.  At  this  our  Hausmeister  shook  his  great  cur] 
ead  of  black  hair,  assuring  us  that  all  the  power  of  the  Nor 
could  never  withstand  the  torrent  which  the  £mperor  Ferdi 
was  rolling  against  it. 

*'  And  which  way  do  you  inarch,  sirs,  on  leaving  Gluckstadt 
he  asked* 
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"  We  know  not,"  replied  M* Alpine. 

"  Towards  the  Weser,  probably  P"  lie  continued,  with  a  casual 
mt  inquisitive  tone. 

"  That  is  as  King  Christian  shall  direct,"  said  I. 

"  Your  route  mtcst  be  towards  the  Weser ;  for  all  the  Danes, 
Solsteiners,  and  Germans  who  follow  Christian  IV.  haye 
t)een  marclung  in  that  direction,  since  the  battle  of  Liitter  was 
iron." 

"I  thought  a  Holsteiner  would  have  said  lost"  observed 
Si'Alpine. 

"  True !"  replied  Otto,  with  some  confusion  of  nianner,  "  for 
it  was  indeed  lost  to  the  princes  of  the  Protestant  confederation ; 
but  how  many  more  of  your  brave  countrymen  are  coming  to  join 
KingChrislianP" 

"We  know  not,"  said  I ;  "  but  if  they  come  here  as  they  are 
Socking  to  the  standard  of  Gustavus  Adolphus,  like  his,  the 
army  of  Christian  will  be  all  Scots,  I  thinK,  and  nothing  but 
Scots." 

"And  you  know  not  how  many  more  are  expected  P" 

"You  are  very  inquisitive,"  said  I,  laughmg;  "about  nine 
thousand." 

"  All  Scots  P" 

"All — Murkle's,  Spynie's,  and  Nithsdale's  regiments — each 
being  a  brigade." 

"  And  of  the  English,  how  many  P" 

"  We  know  nothmg  about  the  English,"  replied  M' Alpine,  im- 
bibing somewhat  of  my  distrust  at  these  categorical  queries ; 
*' nothing  save  that,  when  we  sailed,  Scotland  expected  a  war 
vith  them  about  this  new  court  called  the  Commission  for 
Grievances,  which  King  Charles  is  about  to  thrust  upon  us,  and 
we  consider  to  be  only  uiat  devilish  Star-chamber  under  another 
name." 

"Then,  are  there  no  English  coming P" 

"  One  regiment  of  pikes,"  I  replied  briefly,  "  for  they  generally 
prefer  the  service  of  the  Prince  of  Orange ;  but  why  are  you  so 
iQxioas  for  all  this  information,  Herr  Otto  P" 

The  blood  rushed  into  his  sallow  face,  and  he  stammered — 
"  Is  it  strange  that  I,  a  Holsteiner,  should  be  anxious  to  learn 

the  number  of  our  friends  P" 
"  Oh !    'tis  quite  natural,"   said  I,  feeling  the  justice  of  his  • 

^ly ;  **  but  now,  Herr,  since  I  have  answered  all  your  questions, 

*ill  you  please  to  answer  a  few  of  mine  P" 
"It  wul  afford  me  the  utmost  gratification  if  I  can  do  so,"  he 

Kjoined,  filling  up  his  cup,  and  letting  out  another  button  of  his 

^ablet  to  make  room  for  its  contents.    *'  On  what  matter  can  I 

giTe  you  information  P" 
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"  Who  is  that  very  attractive  'damoiselle  that  occnpies  one 
Ihe  apartments  below  P*' 
**  Damoiselle !"  he  reiterated,  while  the  paleness  of  anger  ov 

3)read  his  fae«  in  the  twilight ;  "  you  are  mistaken,  young  gj 
eman ;  there  is — ^assuredly  there  is  no  young  lady  there. '      I 

"  Come,  Herr,  rally  your  thoughts,"  I  continued,  with  a  lo 
laugh,  as  the  liquor  mounted  to  my  brain ;  **  you  will  be  sure 
Jremember  her — fair  and  handsome,  with  the  most  beautiful  da 
hair,  and  .the  longest  eyelashes  in  the  world.  I  warrant  li 
there  is  not  a  prettier ^'tt«7;/6tr  in  all  Holstein !" 

"  You  me&njunff-frau,*'  replied  Otto,  with  another  of  his  qu 
but  obnoxious  smiles,  and  this  time  the  fellow  was  laughing! 
earnest,  for  I  had  made — ^what  I  afterwards  learned  to  be^ 
mistake ;  "  but  I  be^  to  assure  you^  that  no  young  damoise] 
rould  be  hereabout  without  my  knowledge."  I 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,"  I  continued  m  my  tone  of  bantei 
"  but,  pray,  make  no" more  assertions  ;  I  hate  no  wish  to  prjr  iri 
your  little  secrets,  HBrr— not  T,  though  doubtless  this  damoise] 
IS  theprettiest  little  woman  in  Gliickstadt." 

"  "Were  this  St.  John's  night,  when  our  fairies  and  white  womi 
are  all  abroad,  I  would  swear  thou  hadst  seen  a  Trold ;  for  the 
is  no  woman  here  but  the  old  crone  my  housekeeper,  to  wh<J 
smiles  thou  art  welcome.  There  is  none,  I  vow  to  you,  by  ti 
sOtil  of  Holger  Danske !" 

Confounded  by  the  earnestness  of  the  man,  struck  by  a  sudd^ 
and  ferocious  gleam  that  passed  over  his  glassy  eyes,  and  suj 

F)sing  there  was'in  the  affair  some  strange  mystery  with  whii 
had  no  right  to  meddle,  I  dropped  the  subject,  and  assisted  i 
fill  and  refill  the  tankard ;  nor  did  we  separate  until  the  mi^ 
night  moon  was  shining  on  the  broad  waters  of  the  Elbe,  andtl 
strong  round  tower  of  G-ltickstadt. 

Then  Otto  Eoskilde  retired,  and  the  moment  he  was  gone  ^ 
rolled  our  tartan  plaids  around  us,  and  lay  down  on  the  hai 
boarded  floor,  with  our  targets  and  claymores  for  pillows. 


CHAPTEE  Vni. 

OVB    OANTGNMENT. 


Thb  next  day's  sun  rose  bright  and  radiant ;  the  birds  sang  i 
the  green  poplars ;  the  storks  screamed  on  the  red  gable-tops 
the  great  frogs  wore  croaking  hoarsely  among  the  bronze-lik 
•lime  which  was  generated  on  the  bosom  of  the  stagnant  canaiij 
•ad  the  bosineis  of  life  cosunenoed  in  Qlncks  tadtt  ' 
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"  111  find  her  ont,"  I  mnttered,  as  we  sat  down  to  breakfast 
on  the  remains  of  our  supper,  together  with  a  can  of  Dantzig 
beer,  a  ham  and  basket  of  eggs,  which  our  invaluable  Phadrig 
had  procured  from  some  confiding  sutler  in  the  Platz ;  "  I  will 
find  her  oat,  if  she  is  between  the  roofkree  and  the  ground- 
rtone!" 

"  WhoJP"  asked  Ian,  overhearing  my  Gaelic. 

"A  Rir  young  lady,  whom  I  discovered  yesterday." 

"Biotil !  We  have  been  but  one  night  in  this  land  of  Holstein, 
and  this  imfiammatory  student  hath  fallen  in  love  I"  replied  Ian, 
knghing  aloud^  for  ne  thought  I  was  jesting.  "  How  these 
petticoats  infitience  the  fate  and  the  fancies  of  men !" 

*'  And  where  does  this  fair  dame  dwell  P"  said  Angus. 

"  Below  us ;  did  you  not  hear  nle  speaking  about  her  to  the 
huhondet  Hausmeister,  or  whatever  yonder  august  man  in  boots 
considers  himself." 

"  How  could  we  9  you  spoke  in  Dutch." 

"Or  Spanish,  or  some  such  gibberish,  known  only  to  your- 
selves," said  Ian,  slicing  down  the  ham  with  his  dirk. 

"Below  us,  too,"  continued  Angus  Roy ;  "that  is  good!  Why, 
Phadrig  Mhor  and  X  investigated  the  whole  place  when  we  came 
in  yesterday,  and  saw  no  woman  but  that  delectable  old  house- 
keeper, with  her  linen  coif  and  wrinkled  visage.  Depend  upon 
it,  tnere  is  no  lady  here !" 

"You  are  as  bad  as  that  sullen  dog,  the  Herr;  for  I  assure 
yon  there  is  a  woman — a  lady — a  very  pretty  one,  too !  Pass 
the  beer-can,  Angus,  please." 

"  'Tis  a  fairy,"  said  the  sergeant,  Mhor,  breaking  his  sixth  egff. 

"  She  is  fair  as  the  daughter  of  the  snow — ^that  love  of  FingjJ, 
of  whom  I  have  heard  you  sing  a  hundred  times,  Phadrig," 
said  I. 

"  Here,  in  this  desolate  house  P" 

"Below  us,  Ian,  as  I  have  said,  in  a  magnificent  chamber, 
too." 

"  Come,  now,"  replied  Ian,  "  he  is  jesting  with  us  all ;  this  is 
toine  quip  he  has  picked  up  at  college.  Look  at  us  again,  cousin 
Philip ;  have  our  ears  grown,  since  we  marched  in  yesterday  P" 

"  Cousin  Ian,  I  never  was  more  serious  in  my  life." 

"Why,  you  might  as  well  tell  us  there  was  snow  last  night,  a^ 
that  this  bieautifuf  lady  and  stately  apartment  are  in  this  mansion, 
»hen  we  searched  every  nook  ana  comer  of  it  for  food,  futt,  and 
^tore,  and  the  sergeant  thrust  his  Lochaber  axe  into  every 
hole  we  cotdd  not  enter  ourselves.    And  pretty,  you  say  P" 

"Actually  beautiful !  a  dazzling  skin— dark  hair — ^an  adorable 
Hgnre— the  air  of  a  countess." 

*' What  a  diamond/'  exclaimed  ADgas  Soy,  iJuJang  baok  the 
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thick  red  hair  which  gained  him  that  sohriquet^— "  what  a  love  oi 
a  little  woman  she  must  be !  By  the  grey  stone  of  M'Gregor,  1 
would  give  my  best  brooch  to  see  her !  However,"  he  continued, 
pouring  some  skeidam  into  his  silver-hooped  hunting  quaigh,  "  1 
drink  to  her  health." 

"  A  fairy's  health  P"  said  Ian. 

"  Nay,  to  the  countess  thou  knowest  about,  Philip ;"  and  then 
the  whole  three  laughed  loudly,  like  frank  hearfy  mountaineers, 
as  they  were. 

**  BewJEure  of  snares,  Philip,"  said  Ian,  as  he  adjusted  his  graceful 
plaid  with  the  brooch  of  Moina  Bose ;  "  as  for  me,  I  would  nofi 
give  my  brown -eyed  Highland  maid  for  all  the  dames  of  Almaynie 
*— by  St.  Colm  of  the  Isles,  I  would  not !"  and,  as  he  buckled  on 
his  sword,  the  light-hearted  young  chief  began  to  sing  an  old 
Gaelic  song— 

**  Gu ma alAn  aehind. 

Mo  chaiUin  dileas  dotms 
Air  *n  d*  /has  an  eualan  reidh, 
*8  air  an  deise  dlCeireadh  fonn, 

**  How  happy  could  I  be  with  thee, 
My  bonnie  brown-eyed  maid  i 
In  thy  loveliness  and  beauty. 
With  innocence  array'd. 

**  Se  cainnt  do  lAeoU  bu  bJUnne  learn, 
*Nwdr  IModh  minHnn  trom; 
*Stu  thogadh  euas  mo  chridhe 
'NucUr  yUodh  tu  Ifruidfiiun  retciik 

**  Thy  voice  to  me  was  music 

When  my  poor  heart  was  sad ; 
With  thee,  how  fled  the  fleet  hours. 
Conversing  in  ttie  shade  !** 

Breakfast  being  over,  we  took  our  swords  and  bonnets,  and 
sallied  forth  to  the  sunny  Platz,  where  the  regiment  was  parading 
under  the  colours  to  commence  the  course  of  drill,  and  training 
to  march  and  countermarch  by  £Ues,  sections,  and  companies. 
As  to  the  handling  of  arms,  our  clansmen  had  known  that  since 
their  childhood ;  for  they  were  all  men  of  that  glorious  old  race, 
whose  first  food  in  infancy  was  received  from  uie  point  of  theii 
fatheij's  sword ;  and  who  were  reared  like  the  Spartans  of  old  by 
their  Highland  mothers,  whose  prayers  were  ever  that  theii 
warlike  sons  misht  have  the  grace  to  die — ^not  on  their  beds,  like 
sloths  or  hounds,  but  on  the  field  of  battle,  with  their  shields 
below  and  their  plaids  above  them.  Thus  were  the  Scottish 
'^lansmen  reared  in  arms,  and  trained  to  war  and  daring ;  and 
^ce  we  cannot  wonder  at  finding  the  Highland  brigades  oi 
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Christian  IV.,  and  of  GnataynB  Adolplras,  the  terror  of  the  PoleSy 
the  Muscovites,  and  the  Imperialists. 

"  Now,  cousin  Philip,"  said  Ian,  as  we  descended  the  great 
staircase  of  the  mansion,  "  show  us  the  bower  of  your  inrisible 
countess." 

Undeterred  by  their  jesting,  I  examined  all  the  doors  of  the 
empty  flats  below  our  billet,  out  found  no  trace  of  the  one  I 
looked  for.  Every  chamber  appeared  to  have  been  long  deserted ; 
the  walls  were  damp ;  the  dust  lay  on  the  floors ;  there  was  rust 
on  the  andirons  and  grates,  and  spiders  had  spun  their  weba 
across  the  small  thick  panes  of  the  windows.  Though  completely 
silenced  by  the  disappearance  of  the  chamber,  and  oy  the  conse- 
quent jests,  laughter,  and  disbelief  of  my  friends,  I  was  not  the 
less  convinced  that  there  lurked  some  strange  mystery  in  the 
lady's  concealment,  and  the  Hausmeister's  connivance  thereat. 

This  mystery  I  secretly  resolved  to  probe  and  unravel.  It 
was  doubtless  a  very  impertinent  determination ;  but  there  was 
less  beard  then  on  my  chin  than  now :  besides,  I  was  very  heedless 
and  rash. 

I  applied  my  powers  of  persuasion  to  the  old  housekeeper ; 
hut  she  was  deaf  as  a  cannon,  shook  her  paralytic  head,  determmed 
not  to  understand  me,  and  pouched  with  true  German  avidity  a 
^old  Scottish  noble,  or  a  twelve-shilling  piece,  which  I  gave  her 
to  mistake  for  a  do^-dollar. 

The  old  pile  of  building  became  invested  with  an  interest  which 
otherwise  it  would  never  have  possessed.  My  friends,  who 
frequently  discovered  me  searching  for  the  lost  chamber,  laughed 
*t  me  for  a  time  without  mercy ;  and  none  entered  more  into 
their  spirit  of  raillery  than  Ottofiioskilde,  who  swore  that  it  was 
a  spirit  I  had  seen,  a  Danish  Trold  from  Juteland— a  spirit  of 
the  Elbe — a  white  woman  from  the  forests  of  Bremen—or  a 
Trold,  and  nothing  but  a  Trold ! 

Bather   provoked   by  all  this,  I  frequently  ascended   and 

descended  the  staircase  alone ;  examined  all  the  doors,  and  tapped 

on  the  walls  of  the  desolate  rooms ;  listened  for  a  sound,  but 

heard  none  save  the  guttural  voices  of  the  people  in  the  Platz, 

the  croaking  of  the  frogs  in  the  canal,  or  the  hoarser  croak  of 

Hoakilde's  old  timber-toned  housekeeper,  dame  Krumpel,  smcmg 

» monotonous  ditty  of  HoLatein  to  thebirr  of  her  spinning  wheeL 

%  beauty  was  certainly  not  in  the  apartments  of  her  master; 

Jehad  but  two,  and  I  had  taken  the  liberty  of  examimng  thenj 

^.  twenty  times.    Having  been  educated  at  the  CoUege  of 

W IV.,  and  moreover  been  a  residenter  in  "the  brave  city 

«f  Aberdeen  for  so  many  years,  I  considered  myself  more  tnan 

?^ly  acute ;  but  I  was  now  forced  to  confess  that,  with  au  the 

1  Wledge  of  the  world  I  had  gathered  at  the  London  of  the 


46  PHILIP  ROLLOj 

North,  in  this  affair  of  "  nry  countess  '*  (as  Ian  and  Angus  named, 
her)  I  was  completely  baffled. 

At  Gluckstadt  on  the  Elbe  we  lay  in  quarters  for  some  time, 
during  which  we  improved  in  all  points  of  discipline,  according 
to  the  rules  of  war  then  practised  by  all  noble  caTaliers  of  tlie 
Scottish  nation,  who  had  first  carried  them  into  the  armies  of 
northern  Europe. 

By  speaking  our  pure  old  Lowland  lanp;uage,  I  found  little  or 
no  difficulty  in  making  myself  uilfterstood  by  the  Danish  officers, 
and  by  the  brave  and  honest  Holsteiners,  whose  pecidiar  dialect 
of  the  German  I  soon  acquired. 

Our  pay  was  poor.  A  captain  had  about  £130  per  annum, 
and  mine,  as  ensign  of  musketeers,  waa  only  a  slet-doUar  per  day, 
out  of  which  I  had  to  famish  myself  with  wine  and  beer ;  but  we 
had  come  to  fight  for  honour  and  glory,  not  for  the  base  lucre  or 
copper  shillings — ^for  Elizabeth  Stuart,  and  her  uncle,  the  brave 
Kmg  Christian— for  the  liberties  of  Germany  and  the  freedom  of 
the  I*rotestant  religion — for,  Vivat !  we  were  all  true  Scottish 
cavaliers.  Yet  there  were  many  among  us  who,  when  the  season 
became  moist  and  the  marsh  fevers  thinned  our  ranks,  grumbled 
sorely,  and  openly  averred  we  would  have  been  better  at  home, 
fightmg  our  own  neighbours,  the  English,  than  gasping  among 
the  frowsy  fogs  of  Holstein. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

THE  MT8TEEIOU8  DOOB; — A  DISCOtrESB  OW  NYMPHS. 

On  the  6th  day  after  our  landing,  Ian  and  his  sergeant,  Phadrig 
ithor,  with  sixty  of  our  pikemen,  were  on  guard  in  the  great 
tower  at  the  harbour  mouth.  After  spending  the  forenoon  in 
lounging  with  them  on  the  ramparts  of  their  post,  from  whence 
we  had  an  extensive  view  of  the  flat  and  fertile  country,  with  its 
houses  of  bright  red  brick  roofed  with  yellow  straw,  and  sheltered 
by  rows  of  tsul  elms  and  taper  poplars;  after  explaining  to  them, 
in  Gaelic,  some  chapters  or  a  treatise  on  fortification  by  Errard 
of  Bois-le-Duc — ^for  we  had  all  resolved  to  become  perfect  sol- 
diers; after  a  few  glasses  of  wine  with  them  at  a  tavern  close  by 
the  guardhouse,  and  having  some  lively  good-for-nothing  chatter 
with  the  pretly  jungfers,  or  waitresses,  whose  plump  round 
figures,  in  their  short  petticoats  and  spotless  white  vests,  made 
them  as  charming  and  piquant  as  the  soubrettes  or  grisettes  of 
Paris,  I  returned  slowly  to  our  billet,  passing  through  the 
evening  crowds  in  the  Platz,  with  my  bonnet  cocked  smartly  on 
■ne  side,  my  plaid  waving  behind  me,  and  my  claymore  under 
arm,  feeling  veiy  muoa  satisfied  with  my  own  appearance, 
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and  proud  tlmt  I  belonged  to  a  regiment  whose  fifteen  hundred 
pair  of  sturdy  bare  legs  were  the  admiration  of  all  the  women  in 
Glnckstadt. 

I  entered  the  vast  and  silent  house  of  Otto  Roskilde,  and  was 
ascending  the  stair,  with  my  head  full  of  ravelins  and  breast- 
works, pretty  ankles  and  counterscarps,  waitresses  and  fortifica- 
tions, flying  sap  and  salient  angles, when  a  sound  struck  my  earj 
I  suddenly  paused^drew  breath,  and  listened. 

The  notes  of  a  guitar  anAof  a  clear  female  voice,  sweetly 
modulated,  made  my  heart  beat  like  lightning;  for  a  guitar  was 
m  the  apartment  of  that  sleeping  beauty,  whom  I  had  nearly 
forgotten. 

I  approached  softly;  the  door  of  the  same  apartment  I  had 
formerly  seen  was  standing  partly  open,  and  I  again  saw  the 
same  fair  young  girl,  who  had  been  asleep  on  the  sofa,  running 
her  fingers  over  a  beautiful  guitar,  to  which  she  was  softly 
singing  a  lively  Spanish  song.  Her  back  was  towards  me,  and 
her  neck  and  shotilders  (where  visible  between  her  thick  lace 
veil  and  high  Spanish  ruff)  were  dazzlingly  white.  I  could  dis- 
tinctly see  her  face,  which  was  reflected  in  an  opposite  mirror. 
Her  hair  was  dressed  loftily  over  a  high  pearl-studded  comb, 
after  the  fashion  of  her  countrywomen;  she  had  bright  lively 
eyes,  the  most  wicked  smile,  and  the  finest  teeth,  in  the  world. 
!flie  little  coquette  seemed  to  be  studying  smiles  and  positions 
m  the  mirror,  and,  as  she  did  so,  a  little  dimple  appeared  in  each 
of  her  cheeks,  which  were  pale,  or  exhibited  the  faintest  tinge  of 
red — altogether  unlike  the  full  blushing  cheeks  of  the  German 
maids  of  Holstein.  Then,  as  she  sang,  her  voice  rang  clearly  and 
beautifully  as  a  little  silver  bell.  It  was  a  Tonadilla,  from  a  play 
of  the  ola  dramatist,  Lopez  de  Vega;  but  from  which  of  tnem 
Heaven  only  knows;  for  old  Lopez  wrote  such  an  incredible 
number,  that  I  do  not  believe  he  would  have  recognised  it 

himself. 

"  Gentil  Donna,  gentll  donna — 
Gentil  donna,  goddess  bright  I 
Fairer  than  the  morning  light ! 
How  long  shall  I  be  doom'd  to  feel 
The  wound  thy  haiid  alone  can  heal?  ' 
Gentil  donna,  gentil  donna — 
Gentil  donna,  to  me  give 
The  hope  from  this  dear  wound  to  live. 
Gentil  donna — see,  the  dart 
Of  love  has  pierced  my  bleeding  heart." 


**  Gaballero,  caballero, 
Gaballero,  hence  away. 
Lest  I  laugh  at  what  you  say: 


Caballero—" 
1)2 
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Suddenly,  in  the  mirror's  polislied  depth,  her  eye  caught  a 
glimpse  of  my  reflected  figure,  with  its  shming  cuirass  and  dark 
green  tartans.  The  guitar  dropped  from  her  hand,  and  she 
turned  towards  me  with  a  pale  and  startled  expression.  It  was 
now  my  turn  to  be  confused,  for  I  had  no  business  there. 

"  Pardon  me,  seiiora,**  said  I,  in  my  most  dulcet  Spanish,  for 
I  had  perceived  at  once  that  she  was  a  Spaniard ;  "  I  have  mis- 
taken the  way  to  my  own  apartment,  and — and " 

She  appeared  to  rally  her  spiri^  and  bowed. 

''This  old  house,"  I  continued,  advancing  one  pace,  "with  its 
long  wooden  stairs,  its  dark  passages,  so  full  of  doors  to  the 
right  and  to  the  left-— you  understand  me,  senora  F" 

"  Oh  yes  !  senor — 1  think  I  do." 

"Its  wainscoted  galleries  and  ambulatories,"  I  continued, 
advancing  another  pace,  "  are  quite  perplexing,  and  I  feel  that 
I  am  an  awkward  intruder." 

"  You  look,  senor,  iust  like  one  dropped  from  the  moon,"  said 
she  with  a  smile,  as  she  resumed  her  guitar  with  its  broad  blue 
ribbon ;  "  but  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you  a  good  day " 

"  And  you  pardon  my  intrusion  P" 

"  Pardon — oh  yes  !  but,  in  ascending  the  stair,  keep  always  to 
the  right,  remember.  I  cannot  be  angry  with  so  gallant  a 
cavalier"  {galante  caballero). 

There  was  a  wicked  smile  on  her  lips ;  but  my  heart  beat 
quick,  and  I  remained  gazing  upon  her,  fascinated  by  the 
expression  of  her  eyes. 

Those  beautiful  orbs  attracted  me  more  than  the  curved  brows, 
the  straight  nose,  the  fine  nostril  and  short  upper  lip,  their 
accessories.  They  were  somewhat  of  a  blue  black,  or  violet 
colour,  and  sparkled  under  long  fringes  of  silk,  which  chastened 
and  subdued  the  fire  of  their  expression.  They  were  full  of 
obscure  language,  of  inspiration,  and  undefined  thoughts,  those 
beautiful  eyes !  They  were  full  of  sweetness,  too,  and  of  power : 
I  could  imagine  that  their  expression  would  have  been  magni- 
ficent in  love,  and  terrible  in  rage ;  but  at  that  moment  they 
expressed  only  the  most  charming  archness  and  timidity. 

"  Come,  senor — are  you  going  P"  said  she. 

"  Certainly,  senora,"  said  I,  with  confusion ;  "  but  permit  me 
to  kiss  your  hand,  in  token  that  you  really  forgive  me." 

"  There,  senor — and  now  begone ;  for,  on  my  honour,  you 
tire  me." 

I  kissed  her  pretty  hand  with  all  the  confusion  of  a  boy,  and 
burried  away.  Such  was  my  flutter,  and  such  my  tumult,  that  I 
omitted  to  mark  well  the  features  of  the  passage,  that  I  might 
finrl  rny  way  back  again. 

^  only  those  timid,  dark,  and  seducing  eyes ! 
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I  Sprang  up-stairs  to  our  apartmentj  in  searcli  of  any  of  my 
friends. 

"  Hollo,  Angus  M'Alpine !"  cried  I. 

"Dia!  what  is  the  matter?"  cried  the  tall  lieutenant  of  our 
company,  as  he  sprang  from  a  table  where  he  was  playing  at 
chess  with  the  Hausmeister,  and  in  doing  so  overset  the  board 
and  their  wine-pot  together ;  "  is  the  house  on  fire  P" 

"  No !  but  I  have  found  her." 

"  Her — who  P"  he  asked,  ^hile  the  Hausmeister  changed 
colour  very  perceptibly. 

"  I  have  seen  her  again.*' 

"What,  thv  countess  P"  said  Red  Angus,  laughing. 

"  Yes — ^and  spoken  with  her." 

"  I  wish  you  had  tarried  with  her ;  for  you  have  spilled  our 
wine,  and  spoiled  our  game." 

"It  is  aU  an  illusion — an  impossibility,"  said  Herr  Eoskilde; 
"  for  I  swear  to  you,  gentlemen,  there  is  no  such  person " 

"  Hold,  Eollo, '  said  M*Alpine,  gravely,  on  perceiving  that  I 
was  getting  wroth ;  "  perhaps  there  is  something  supernatural 
in  all  this." 

"Nothing  supernatural  at  all,  Angus.  I  spoke  with  her — saw 
her,  and  kissed  ner  hand." 

"  Oho !  Mahoud !  thou  art  getting  on  apace,"  said  the  lieu- 
tenant, laughing. 

"  Beware  I"  growled  Otto  in  his  deep  German  base,  "  for  these 
Trolds  are  mere  unsubstantial  forms ;  hollow  behind " 

"Trolds  be  hanged !"  said  I ;  "hollow  behind,  indeed!  Do 
you  laugh  at  me,  friend  Otto  P" 

"No — ^but  I  say,  that  I  think  you  have  been  deceived." 

"  Nay,  may  I  die  if  I  ever  touched  a  hand  more  fair,  more 
Tonnd,  more  oeautiful !  And  then  her  eyes !  Ah,  Master  Otto! 
'tis  for  yourself  you  keep  this  fair  prize  so  slily  locked  up — but 
you  cannot  deceive  me.  Come  with  me,  gentlemen,  and  I  will 
show  you  whether  or  not  I  have  been  deceived  by  the  Herr  or 
my  own  eyes,  and  whether  I  have  deserved  the  jests  of  Ian  for 
tlie  last  week." 

Angus  took  his  sword  in  case  of  accidents ;  we  all  descended 
the  stair,  and  I  confidently  led  the  way  to  the  lower  landing- 
place,  turned  to  the  right,  and"  advanced  along  the  passage. 
Passing  several  doors,  I  paused ;  for,  lo !  that  one  which  led  to 
the  chamber  of  my  Spaniard  had  vanished  again.  I  was  per- 
plexed—thunderstruck;  while  both  M*Alpine  and  the  German 
Iwghed  immoderately.  I  felt  conscious  that  I  looked  exceedingly 
fcoHsh,  but  knew  not  what  to  say.  Gaping  about  me,  I/*^^*  "J 
the  walls,  and  sounded  them  with  the  pommel  of  my  poniard ; 
listened  for  the  tinkle  of  the  guitar,  and  bell-like  notes  of  tb 
soft  warbling  Yoice,  but  all  was  still  as  the  grave. 
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"  'Tifi  tlie  work  of  the  devil ! "  said  I. 

"  Then  you  agree  with  me  at  last,  Herr  Ensign  P"  said  Otto. 
"  You  have  been  at  the  wine-house,  Philip,"  added  M* Alpine, 
"  and  the  memory  of  some  red  and  rosy  jungfer  has  been  haunting 

"Beware,  young  man!"  continued  the  Hausmeister,  with  a 
dark  and  most  inexplicable  look ;  "  it  may  be  a  wile  of  the  evil 
one,  or  perhaps  of  Holger  Danske,  to  bear  you  away.  She  may 
be  one  of  the  Elle  people,  whose  touch  is  bewitching,  and  whose 
breath  produces  pestilence  and  sickness.  They  dwell  among  the 
sedges  of  the  canals,  and  the  moors  of  Juteland^  but  there  are 
times  when  they  venture  to  enter  cities." 

"  Have  the  EUe  women  beautiful  eyes  P  " 

"  They  are  fair  and  winning  in  aspect,  but  are  a  mere  appear- 
ance, bemg  hollow  like  a  dough  trough.  Thev  excel  in  playing 
upon  stringed  instruments,  the  notes  of  which  are  enchanting ; 
and  young  men  like  you,  Herr  Ensign,  find  the  utmost  difficulty 
in  resisting  their  fascinations.  They  are  most  frequently  to  be 
met  with  in  the  moonlight  nights,  dancing  among  the  long  soft 
grass,  or  in  summer  evenings  under  the  shadow  of  trees,  to  the 
music  made  by  grotesque  gnomes,  who  play  on  enormous  fiddles ; 
and  no  young  man  whom  they  meet,  ever  experiences  a  cold 
reception  or  denial  of  anything.    You  hear  me,  Herr  P" 

"  by  the  soul  of  King  Alpme ! "  said  Angus,  "  they  are  just 
like  our  Daoine-shie  at  home !  For  God's  sake  and  your  own, 
Philip  B,ollo,  beware,  or  we  may  find  a  bunch  of  reeds,  or  a 
bundle  of  rotten  sticks,  in  your  place  some  morning  when  the 
drum  beats.  Then  how  would  it  sound  for  the  sergeant-major 
to  report  to  Sir  Donald,  that  Ensign  Hollo  had  been  carried  off 
by  the  fairies  P" 

"  I  have  heard  old  Dominie  Daidle  expatiate  on  the  Lamiae  of 
the  early  Greeks — evil  demons,  who  assumed  the  forms  of  beau- 
tiful nymphs,  and  enticed  young  men " 

"  Especially  ensigns,"  suggested  Angus. 

"  Into  lonely  places,  where  they  devoured  them." 

"  Bones  and  all — oh  Lord ! "  said  Angus. 

"  Well,  Herr,"  continued  Otto  Eoskilde,  '*  such  are  our  Elle 
women  in  Denmark  and  Holstein,  and  such  may  be  the  fair 
spirit  you  have  seen ;  so  I  would  beseech  you  to  be  wary." 

Honest  M*  Alpine  half  believed  him ;  but  I  observed  tnere  was. 
a  ray  of  secret  mirth  twinkling  under  the  glassy  surface  of  this 
man's  grey,  deceitful  eyes ;  I  felt  certain  that  he  w&s  jewing  me, 
but  yesolved  to  **  byde  my  time." 
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CHAPTEEX. 

THZ  FirLL  XFFSCT  OF  A  SPANISH  FSTTICOlT. 

XoTWiTBSTAHDnra  the  rampant  Calvinisin  of  the  duchy,  the 
Lords  of  Holstein — ^for  the  province  has  a  nobility  of  its  own, 
and  a  most  important,  bolbons-looking  nobility  tney  are — ^had 
established  a  theatre  near  the  market-place ;  and  on  this  night 
there  was  to  be  a  performance,  as  several  large  red  and  yellow 
bills,  posted  on  the  comers  of  the  Platz  and  porch  of  the  great 
cbnrcn,  informed  those  who  could  read  them.  Accompanied  by 
M' Alpine  and  Ian,  who  had  never  witnessed  anything  of  the 
kind  Before,  and  who  stole  away  for  an  hour  or  so  from  his  guard 
at  the  Eound  Tower,  I  bent  my  steps  towards  the  place.  We 
paid  a  rixdollar  for  one  of  the  best  seats,  and  found  ourselves 
lodged  completely  to  our  satisfaction. 

Ihad  heard  old  people  s^eak  much  of  the  theatrical  represen- 
tations made  at  Aberdeen  m  1603,  by  one  William  Shakespear 
(whose  dramas  are  becoming  popular  among  his  countrymen) 
and  other  English  players,  wno  had  been  sent  by  Elizabeth, 
theij  queen,  to  perform  before  his  majesty  King  James  VI.  of 
wise  memory,  and  his  good  subjects  of  "the  brave  city,"  to  the 
great  sca^idal  and  indignation  of  the  Calvinist  clergy,  who 
abhorred  all  such  matters  as  trumpery,  that  savoured  too  much 
of  the  popish  mysteries  of  the  past  age.  I  had  seen  one  or  two 
representations  on  tJie  Schoolhill  (when  I  was  at  CoUege),  which 
forcibly  xemiuded  me  of  the  remarks  of  that  gallant  soldier, 
Cervantes,  when  writing  of  Lopez  de  Eueda;  "until  whose 
time,"  says  he,  "  we  were  not  acquainted  with  all  the  machinery 
now  necessary,  nor  with  the  challenges  given  by  the  Moors  to 
the  Christians,  and  which  are  now  so  common.  We  saw  no 
figures  rise  from  underground,  nor  cloud-borne  angels  come  to 
Tiait  us ;  the  simple  ornament  of  the  theatre  was  an  old  curtaia, 
lehind  vhici  certain  minstrels  and  musicians  performed  an  old 
romanca."  Thus  had  I  seen,  or  rather  heard,  the  ^lays  of  Davie 
Lindsaj  in  open  daylight,  and  I  must  confess  to  being  in  no  way 
prepared  for  the  brilliancy  of  the  spectacle  which  burst  upon  ua 
when  eutering  the  theatre  of  Christian  IV.  at  Gliickstadt ;  and 
as  for  my  cousin  Ian,  being  but  a  plain  Highland  gentleman, 
whoUj  unaccustomed  to  cities  and  their  splendours,  reared  in 
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the  voiceless  solitude  of  a  wooded  glen,  he  was  for  a  time  struck 
dumb. 

The  large  hall  of  an  old-fashioned  house,  the  three  wooden 
gables  of  which  were  propped  on  columns  of  oak,  and  overhung 
the  Platz,  had  been  recently  fitted  up  for  the  occasion,  and  for 
the  first  time  in  Holstein  a  famous  dancer  was  to  make  her 
dSbut. 

Across  the  upper  end,  as  on  a  dais,  the  stage  was  erected,  and 
curtained  off  from  the  main  body  of  the  hall ;  before  it  sat  the 
members  of  the  orchestra,  and  behind  them  were  the  people  of 
the  town,  seated  in  close  rows  on  wooden  benches.  Along  the 
sides  were  balconies  hung  with  crimson  cloth,  emblazoned  with 
the  arms  of  all  the  princes  of  the  Protestaut  League,  and  lighted 
by  oil  lamps  of  warmly-coloured  glass,  for  the  accommodation 
of  the  pompous  burgomaster  and  grandees  of  the  city.  The 
stage,  which  was  surmounted  by  the  arms  of  the  dudliy,  and  the 
triple  helmet,  was  profusely  gilded,  and  brilliantly  illuminated  by 
TOWS  of  wax  candles,  having  reflectors,  which  threw  a  blaze  of 
light  upon  a  blue  curtain,  having  the  audience  comparatively  in 
the  shade. 

We  were  all  attention,  and  as  we  occupied  the  most  prominent 
stall  next  to  those  of  the  burgomaster  and  Sir  David  Drum- 
mond,  governor  of  the  town,  we  had  a  good  opportunity  of 
observing  the  citizens  as  they  crowded  into  their  pUces.  This 
species  of  entertainment  was  almost  new  in  Gliickstadt;  thns,  as 
the  expectation  and  excitement  were  great,  the  theatre  was  soon 
filled,  and  in  the  most  prominent  part  of  the  pit  I  observed  our 
Hausmeister,  with  his  bombasted  oreeches,  high  ruff,  and  great 
basket-hilted  espadone,  and  with  a  Dutch  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
like  most  of  the  men  around  him,  enveloping  himself  ia  a  doud 
of  smoke,  which  soon  concealed  lum  from  the  indignant  glances 
of  the  blooming  female  audience.  These  were  dames  irhose  gay 
dresses  made  tne  area  appear  like  a  parterre  of  flowers  ;  and  I 
observed  that  they  were  generally  softly  featured,  and  brightly 
complexioned — the  young  wearing  their  fair  hair  dressed  over 
high  combs  of  fretted  silver  or  gold,  after  the  ancient  fashion  of 
Holstein ;  while  the  old  and  the  married  wore  large  Iken  coifs, 
like  those  of  our  Lowland  women  at  home. 

Many  of  our  Scottish  cavaliers,  in  their  bright  cojslets  and 
laced  doublets,  with  their  high  ruffs  and  white  scarfs,  aud  a  few 
of  the  counts  and  barons  of  the  swampy  neighbourhoodj  were  in 
the  balconies ;  and  some  of  the  wild-looking  clansmen  of  my 
own  valiant  regiment,  in  their  tartan  plaids  and  buff  co£|ts,  were 
scattered  here  and  there,  gazing  with  active-eyed  wonder  from 
among  the  mass  of  stolid- visaged  Holsteiners,  some  <£whom 
ats  and  ruffs,  in  fashion  a  hundred  years  old     The 
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people  waxed  impatient,  and  tho  clatter  of  heavy  swords  and 
spurred  boots  on  the  floor  announced  it  from  time  to  time, 
though  the  orchestra  endeavoured  to  soothe  them  by  performing  a 
piece  of  music  with  their  fiddles,  viols,  sacbuts,  shalms,  and  flutes. 

I  was  just  wondering  who  a  very  pretty  damsel,  in  a  bro- 
caded boddice  and  low-bosomed  ruff,  might  be,  when  Ian  ex- 
claimed— 

"Ece!  behold!"  and  I  turned  towards  the  stage. 

The  blue  curtain  had  suddenly  vanished,  and  a  beautiful  scene 
was  disclosed. 

It  was  a  bright  shore,  beyond  which'  lay  a  brighter  sea» 
vhereon  an  orient  sun  was  shining ;  rocks  lay  in  the  foreground, 
with  light  green  vines  overhanging  them,  and  many  a  heavy 
cluster  of  the  purple  grape.  On  one  side  lay  the  ruin  of  a 
temple;  on  the  other,  an  ancient  fountain  pourea  forth  its  spark- 
ling current  from  a  Triton's  shell  into  a  marble  basin,  which, 
without  overflowing,  seemed  to  receive  the  whole  current  of  that 
living  water.  Afar  off*,  the  capes  and  promontories  of  that  fairy 
land  seemed  to  be  sleeping  in  the  glorious  sunlight,  vanishing 
away  into  the  snnmier  haze  exhaled  from  an  azure  sea ;  and  so 
nsl  seemed  the  whole,  that  I  am  sure  our  wild  Mackays  and 
fierce  M*Farquhars  in  the  seats  below,  as  they  crossed  them- 
selves under  their  belted  plaids,  and  muttered  to  each  other 
under  their  thick  mustaches,  thought  it  was  all  reality,  or  framed 
by  the  spells  of  the  Daoine-shie. 

Anon  the  musicians  struck  up  a  Spanish  dance,  the  sound  of 
castanets  was  heard,  then,  like  a  dazzling  vision,  a  light  and 
beautiful  girl  appeared  before  us.  Whether  she  was  a  human 
being  or  a  fairy,  it  seemed  for  a  moment  difficult  to  decide ; 
until  recollection — quick  as  the  flash  of  a  cannon — came  upon 
me,  and  I  recognised  my  mysterious  beauty,  and  gazed  upon 
ber,  wonderstruck  and  speecmess. 

Her  native  charms,  wnich  were  very  great,  were  enhanced  to 
the  utmost  by  the  elegance  of  her  costume,  which  reached 
scarcely  below  the  knee,  and  had  innumerable  little  red  and 
black  flounces.  Her  boddice  and  stockings  were  of  scarlet — the 
former  was  low-bosomed,  and  revealed  the  beautiful  contour  of 
ber  form ;  her  arms  were  bare,  round  and  white  as  snow ;  but 
W  shall  I  describe  the  smaUness  of  her  feet  and  hands,  for 
«^ery  way  this  being  seemed  perfect  P  The  luxuriance  of  her 
glossy  luur  was  braided  into  a  coronet,  and  amid  its  darkness 
Acne  a  row  of  pearl  pins,  from  each  of  which  depended  a  little 
Kolden  balL  Her  smiles  seemed  full  of  love  and  fascination ;  and 
W  dark  and  glorious  eyes  were  full  of  joy  and  ecstasy. 

In  the  lightness  of  her  movements  she  seemed  to  float  upon 
tbat  flood  of  melody,  which  filled  the  whole  theatre,  and  made 
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all  our  hearts  swell  and  leap,  we  knew  not  why.  Mine  was  M 
of  new  and  delightful  sensations — ^my  voice  was  gone — ^I  had  only 
eves.  While  t3catin^  time  with  her  castanets,  the  beautiful 
Spaniard  turned,  whirled,  and  bounded  with  the  lightness  of  a 
spirit,  at  every  pirouette  making  her  whole  muslin  dress  stand 
out  in  a  circle  around  her  waist ;  thus  my  eves  wandered  in 
astonishment  from  her  finely-formed  ankles  to  her  snowy  arms, 
from  her  white  shoulders  to  her  braided  hair,  her  smiling  face, 
and  flashing  eyes. 

Young,  inexperienced,  and  susceptible,  having  but  lately  left 
my  native  land,  where  no  such  exhibition  would  have  been 
tolerated  for  a  moment,  under  penal^  of  the  iron  jougs  and  cutty- 
stool,  I  was  borne,  as  it  were,  away  urom  myself;  my  whole  soul 
was  riveted  on  the  graceful  motions  of  this  dazzling  dancer,  who 
seemed  to  move  amid  a  sea  of  light  and  harmony,  nor  did  I  rally 
until  a  roar  of  applause  shook  the  rafters  of  the  theatre. 

**  How  she  pirouettes !"  said  an  old  countess  in  the  balcony  near 
us  ;  "oh,  the  light  flounces — the  pretty  feet !" 

"The  devil!  she  is  quite  enchanting!  beautiful — ^beautiful I 
such  ankles  !"  said  a  major  of  Beitres. 

"  She  dances  like  a  fairy,  a  Trold,  an  Elle  woman!"  said  the 
burgomaster's  wife. 

"  Or  like  the  Lady  Margarette  of  Skofgaard,  who  danced  twelve 
knights  to  death !"  added  the  burgomaster,  Dubbelsteirn. 

"  Herr  Baron,"  said  I  to  Baron  Karl  of  Klosterfiord,  a  captain 
oi  Danish  pistoHers,  when  the  bl^e  curtain  had  fallen,  ^nd  the 
lady  retired,  "  how  is  this  fair  damsel  named  P" 

"  We  only  know  her  as  the  Senora  Prudef^tia  Bandolo." 

"What  a  charming  name  for  a  woman  so  pretty!"  said  a 
cavalier  in  crimson  and  gold  lace,  who  accompanied  the  baioui 
and  whom  I  recognised  to  be  a  Sleswiger. 

"  Where  does  sne  live  P"  I  asked  carelessly. 

"I  would  give  my  best  horse  to  know,"  replied  the  cavalier, 
laughing. 

The  baron  gave  an  expressive  cough,  and  said—- 

"  You  would  not  be  half  so  foolish,  Pritz." 

"But  she  involves  herself  in  a  cloud  of  mystery,"  replid  Frita^j 
who  was  major  of  the  Sleswig  musketeers;  "and  the  fact  if 
she  is  a  charming  little  darling,  and  would  look  very  well  ridinf 
at  the  head  of  our  regiment." 

"  Beside  the  chaplain,  eh  P  Your  staff*  would  then  be  complet 
Fritz,"  replied  the  baron,  laughing,  and  curling  up  his  fair  miisj 
taches.    "  Under  protection  of  the  truce  between  ting  Chris tii 
and  the  Emneror,    he  added,  turning  to  me,  "  she  has  only  cor 
to  Grliickstaat  imtil  the  troops  march  towards  the  Weser ;  and, 
shd'^Hll  dance  here  f»  hundred  dollars  into  her  purse  ^rerj  nigl 
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fihe  may  foim  a  pretty  prize  for  a  foraging  party,  when  we 
approach  the  frontiers  of  tne  empire." 

"  Then  we  musketeers  of  Sleswig  may  have  her,  after  all !" 
yawned  Pritz,  as  he  polished  his  cmrass  with  his  gauntlet ;  *'  do 
you  know,  Karl,  that  since  she  has  been  here  among  us,  she 
actually  pretends  to  have  turned  Protestant  P" 

"Pretends!"  I  reiterated,  shocked  at  the  manner  in  which 
these  rough  soldiers  spoke  of  a  being  so  beautiful ;  "  surely  you 
mistake,  for  I  think  there  is  a  great  appearance  of  sincerity  aoout 
her.  I  would  say  all  was  candour,  and  there  was  no  conceal- 
ment." 

"  Bo  you  judge  by  the  fascination  of  her  smile,  or  the  scantiness 
of  yonder  Spanish  petticoat  P"  said  the  major,  Fritz,  still  polishing 
his  cuirass. 

"  I  judge  by  her  face ;  its  expression  is  quite  artless — she  really 
does  not  seem  to  be  aware  of  her  own  charms." 

"The  devil!  thou  art  quite  smitten!"  said  the  captain  of 
pistoliers,  with  a  boisterous  laugh.  "  That  idea  amuses  me  ex- 
tremely ;  X  would  give  my  best  helmet  to  see  a  woman  who  was 
80  little  aware  of  her  own  beauty  that  she  required  to  be  told  of 
it.  I  assure  you,  sir,  that  these  pretty  creatures  are  quite  as  arti- 
ficial as  their  scenery." 

The  Sleswig  cavalier  pulled  up  his  high  ruff  to  conceal  how  he 
smiled ;  and,  though  I  felt  indignant  at  their  severe  remarks  on 
the  actress,  there  was  such  a  frank,  pleasant,  and  soldierly  air 
about  theni  both,  that  I  could  not  quarrel  with  them.  They  were 
much  alike,  having  both  the  same  devil-may-care  aspect ;  having 
mustaches  shorn  off  at  the  corners  of  their  mouths,  with  broad 
foreheads  and  bold  restless  eyes ;  over  his  right  temple  the  pisto- 
lier  had  a  sword-eut,  which  was  scarcely  healed.    After  a  pause — 

"  I  say,  Fritz,"  said  he ;  "  have  you,  who  are  an  enterprising 
genius,  actually  never  discovered  where  this  girl  lives?'* 

"  How  can  1  with  certainty  ?  No  one  loiows  anything  about 
where  she  lives — save  that  she  does  not  live  at  home."  There 
was  a  flourish  of  music. 

"  Ece !  the  curtain  rises  again !"  said  M* Alpine,  waving  his 
bonnet ;  "  and  again  all  eyes  turn  towards  her,  like  flowers  to- 
wards die  sun." 

My  goddess  was  again  upon  the  stage,  but  in  a  very  diflerent 
^ess.  The  scene  disclosed  was  a  far-stretching  valley  between 
beautiful  mountains :  over  one  of  these  rose  the  pale  light  of  the 
moon,  on  the  other  died  away  the  last  glow  of  the  west ;  the 
calm  current  of  a  starlit  river  wound  between  the  shaded  hills, 
and  the  lofty  arches  of  a  ruined  bridge  spanned  it ;  their  down- 
ward shadows  were  reflected  deep  in  the  stream  below.  The 
white  columns  of  a  ruined  tem^e,  such  aa  might  have  stood  in 
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Lybian  deserts,  arose  on  one  side ;  on  the  other  stood  the  red 
square  keep  of  a  guarded  fortress,  and  dark  Italian  pine-woods 
threw  their  gloom  around  them.  The  white-orbed  moon  soared 
slowly  into  the  blue  sky,  which  became  studded  by  innumerable 
stars ;  it  edged  the  ruins,  the  rocks,  the  leaves,  and  the  riplets  of 
the  stream  below  with  a  silvery  wavering  light ;  and,  lo  !  there 
seemed  to  be  nothing  but  objects  of  nature  standing  palpably 
before  us. 

Clad  in  long  and  graceful  drapery  which  was  white  as  snow, 
girdled  by  a  glittering  zone  or  bandelet  below  her  rounded  bosom, 
with  her  arms  bare  to  those  dazzing  shoulders,  on  which  her  long 
hair  rolled  unbound,  with  a  lyre  in  her  hand,  and  a  bright  star 
sparkling  on  her  radiant  brow,  Prudentia,  as  the  Genius  of  Poetry, 
arose  from  the  ruin  of  a  fallen  colunm,  around  which  the  leaves 
of  the  ivy,  the  vine,  and  acanthus  were  clustering,  and  came  for- 
ward greeted  by  a  storm  of  applause.  I  know  not  whether  it  was 
the  style  of  her  dress,  or  the  subdued  light  around  her ;  but  she 
seemed  paler,  and  if  possible  more  beautiful,  than  before. 

The  play  was  a  tragedy,  which  1  now  remember  not,  neither 
have  I  any  recollection  of  the  other  characters ;  for  all  my  ideas 
were  absorbed  by  the  fair  Spanish  figurante,  who  now  made  her 
appearance  as  a  singer,  and  after  a  short  prelude  on  her  lyre,  the 
notes  of  which  seemed  to  come  from  the  orchestra,  she  began  to 
warble,  with  all  the  sweetness  of  a  little  bird,  a  Spanish  song,  and 
it  seemed  to  be  somewhat  like  the  serenade  I  had  overheard  her 
practising ;  and,  however  absurd  it  might  seem  for  a  maid  of 
Magna  Greecia  to  sing  in  the  language  of  Old  Castile,  it  served 
the  honest  Holsteiners  quite  as  well  as  the  purest  Greek  that  was 
spoken  in  the  days  of  !^thagoras. 

If  I  was  entranced  while  this  siren  sung,  I  was  eaually  de- 
lighted by  her  acting.  My  heart  beat  like  lightning ;  out  I  had 
one  source  of  disappointment — she  never  once  turned  her  dark 
eyes  towards  me,  nor  seemed  to  observe  me,  although  the  balcony 
occupied  by  M'Alpine,  the  two  other  cavaliers,  and  myself,  was 
made  sufficiently  conspicuous  by  the  richness  of  our  dresses.  I 
detected,  however,  one  bright  glance  of  recognition  thrown  among 
the  closely-packed  masses  of  the  pit ;  I  followed  the  smilfng 
glance,  and  discovered  the  round  bullet-head  and  grey  glistening 
eyes  of  our  Hausmeister. 

Eemembering  the  stuff  he  had  so  recently  told  me,  about  Trolds 
and  fairies,  and  women  who  were  hollow  behind,  I  was  making 
mental  resolutions  to  punch  a  hole  or  two  in  his  doublet,  when 
the  sudden  descent  of  the  curtain,  and  rapid  extinction  of  half  the 
lights,  broke  the  spell  of  the  place ;  but  the  voice  of  Prudentia 
BtiU  seemed  to  linger  in  my  ear,  as,  in  closing  the  epilogue,  she 

ng  the  last  verses  of  Lopez  de  Yega. 
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"  Will  she  appear  again  to-niglit.  Heir  Baron  P"  I  asked  the 
captain  of  the  pistoliers. 

"  No,  thank  Heaven !"  said  he,  yawning ;  "  the  drama  is  over." 

"  And  I  am  tired  to  death,'*  added  Fritz,  wrapping  his  mantle 
about  him ;  "  why,  Herr  Ensisn,  you  do  not  mean  to  say  you 
could  endure  another  honr  of  uiis  r" 

I  neither  waited  to  see  their  oovert  smiles,  nor  bid  them  adien, 
bat  avoided  Ian  and  M'Alpine  by  mingling  with  the  crowd,  and 
Hurried  away,  that  I  might  see  f^dentia  as  she  left  the  theatre, 
or  at  least  oontrive  to  intercept  her  as  she  entered  that  mysterious 
boose  which  seemed  to  be  our  common  residence. 

After  the  ghire  and  heat  of  the  theatre  for  so  many  hoars,  the 
moonlit  street  seemed  by  contrast  to  be  dark  and  cold.  I  rolled 
my  plaid  about  me,  and,  in  the  shadow  of  a  projecting  doorway, 
stood  watching  at  the  comer  of  the  Flatz :  still  and  sluggish  as 
a  stream  of  ink,  the  canal  lay  on  one  hand ;  the  dark  and  dirty 
street,  through  which  the  crowd  was  dispersing,  opened  on  the 
other.  The  storks  were  making  uncouth  sounds  on  the  gables 
orerfaead,  and  before  me  stood  our  tall  mansion,  the  door  of  which 
(after  my  two  firiends  had  entered)  was  unclosed  no  more ;  and  I 
watched  in  rain  till  the  Laird  of  Craigie*s  drums  began  to  beat 
meilUe,  and  I  heard  the  shrill  fifes  pouring  the  old  Lowland  air 
to  the  morning  wind*— 

**  Caald  an'  raw  the  wind  does  blaw; 
Ob,  sin !  it*8  winter  furlj : 
Bat  tlioogh  the  hills  be  owre  wi  maw. 
We  nuuin  np  in  the  momin'  early  !** 

Srery  person  in  Gliickstadt  had  long  since  retired  to  their  homes, 
but  I  saw  nothing  of  my  charming  actress,  and  remembered  the 
remarkable  observation  of  Major  Fritz — that  she  lived  everywhere 
bnt  at  home. 

I  thought  of  Herr  Boskilde,  who  seemingly  had  not  returned 
^ther,  and  my  mind  began  to  exchange  its  obstinacy  for  anger 
and  Jealousy.  Grey  morning  stole  aloi^^  the  waveless  waters  of 
the  £lbe ;  the  auaint  houses  threw  their  heavy  shadows  against 
«ach  other ;  ana  the  stars,  which  had  been  shining  in  the  puddles 
of  the  unpaved  streets,  disappeared.  The  kites,  the  crows,  and 
other  ravenous  birds,  which,  with  the  storks,  formed  then  the 
only  scavengers  in  Gliickstadt,  were  all  busy  burying  their  long 
bOls  among  the  heaps  of  mud  and  other  debris  of  the  silent 
streets,  before  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  looked  very  like  a  fool  or 
^boosebreaker,  to  be  shivering  there  at  such  an  untimeous  hour. 

With  this  pleasant  conviction  I  returned  to  my  quarters,  cold 
hid  weary,  vexed  and  sleepy. 

On  ascending  the  stair,  I  saw  the  broad  hat,  the  brown  cloak, 
and  espadone  of  Herr  Otto,  hanging  as  usual  on  three  pegs  at 
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the  first  landing-place ;  and,  on  pausing  tHere  for  a  moment,  I 
heard  him  snoring  as  he  did  every  night,  like  a  sow-gelder 
winding  his  horn. 

"  Zounds ! "  said  I,  as  I  lay  down  to  sleep  completely  mystified; 
"  for  one  moment  I  have  never  taken  my  eyes  from  that  door ; 
none  have  entered  but  Ian  and  Angus  B,oy,  and  here  is  our 
Hausmeister,  whom  I  left  at  the  theatre,  snorting  comfortably  in 
his  own  bed !" 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

MY     PIEST     GUjLBD. 

Ik  my  dreams  she  danced  again  before  me,  and  her  yoice  was 
lingering  in  my  ear.  I  could  still  see  that  fairy  figure,  with  the 
star  beaming  on  her  brow,  the  robe  of  muslin,  the  glancing  ankles 
and  shoulders,  and  hear  the  notes  of  that  modulated  voice,  whose 
accents  were  like  the  tinkle  of  fairy  bells.  At  twenty  years  of  age, 
one  only  requires  a  day  or  two  to  fall  (as  one  supposes)  com- 
pletely in  lore : — I  was  only  twenty ;  the  object  of  my  secret 
adoration  was  beautiful,  and  I  had  seen  her  surrounded  by  all 
those  accessories  that  will  enhance  beauty  to  the  utmost  extent. 
As  a  student,  I  had  no  time  to  fall  in  love;  as  a  soldier,  it 
seemed  to  be  quite  a  matter  of  course — for  1  remembered  the 
great  Spanish  novelist,  who  asserted  that  a  soldier  without  a 
mistress  was  like  a  ship  without  a  compass. 

The  moment  I  was  out  of  bed  and  dressed,  I  instituted  another 
search  for  her  chamber  door. 

'*  The  very  devil  is  in  it  1"  said  I,  for  none  was  visible. 

I  was  not  so  far  gone  in  love  as  to  lose  my  appetite  ;  I  made  a 
hearty  breakfast  with  my  friends,  put  on  my  headpiece,  corslet, 
kilt,  and  sword,  and  salhed  forth  to  our  place  of  arms. 

I  was  for  guard  that  day,  and  marched  with  fifty  musketeers 
of  our  regiment  to  relieve  my  cousin  Ian  at  the  old  round  tower 
and  gate  of  Gliickstadt,  which  adjoined  it. 

We  approached  the  post  with  a  pipe  playing,  our  arms  carried, 
and  matches  lighted.  Ian  drew  out  his  guard  in  line  to  receiye 
us ;  his  piper,  in  reply  to  ours*  played  the  Macka^*8  Salute;  then 
arms  were  presented,  and  the  posts  deUvered  over. 

"  Now,  Philip,"  said  Ian,  before  he  marched  ofi*  the  old  guard, 
"  I  have  received  from  the  governor.  Sir  David  Dfummond,  in 
person,  the  most  strict  orders  to  examine  all  persons  who  pass  o 
repass  this  barrier ;  and  these  orders  I  was  to  deliver  to  yom. 
who  must  in  torn  repeat  them  to  your  successor.    It  would  see 
Hat  there  are  apiet  in  the  ciiy,  who  comrnxuiicate  with  "* 
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Imperialists.  Two  days  after  our  landing  here,  oar  arrival  and 
our  strength  were  both  known  to  the  generals  of  the  Empire ; 
hence  it  is  believed  that  Count  Tillv  will  leave  no  means  untried 
to  cut  us  off  on  our  march  to  join  the  king." 

"Indeed!" 

"  Yes — ^as  Sinclair's  clan-regiment  was  cut  to  pieces  among  the 
I^orwegian  Alps  ;  so  look  well  to  it,  Philip  Hollo,  and  see  that 
none  pass  this  gate  without  a  written  order  &om  Sir  David 
Dnmunond." 

"And  what  of  the  burgomaster  P" 

"  Dioul !  the  burgomaster  Dubbelsteim  is  under  the  baton  just 
now.  When  a  drum  beats,  the  voice  of  law  is  dumb,"  replied 
Lm,  throwing  his  plaid  over  his  shoulders. 

"You  will  return,  Ian,  and  share  my  dinner  P"  said  I. 

"  And  why  came  you  not  to  share  mine  yesterday  P  But  I  need 
scarcely  ask.  Doubtless  you  were  searching  au  day  for  that 
imaginary  door,  which  leads  to  where  the  spirit  lives. 

"Spirit?" 

"Tne  Trold — did  not  that  fat  Holsteiner  tell  us  it  was  a 
fidryP" 

"The  Hobteiner  is  a  lying  poltroon,"  said  I,  with  sudden 
passion,  "  and  I  will  trouble  you  to  tell  him  that  I  said  so ;  and, 
moreover,  that  I  mean  to  run  him  through  the  body  if  he  will 
afibrd  me  a  proper  opportunity." 

Ian  lefl  me,  laughm^,  and  for  some  hours  I  sauntered  dreamily 
on  the  gun  platform  of  the  tower,  watching  the  gaudily -painted 
and  peculiarly-built  ships  of  the  LUbeckers,  the  Hamburgers,  and 
others  who  frequented  the  port,  and  were  pouring  in  grain,  beef, 
powder,  and  stores  of  every  kind,  for  the  use  of  that  strong  army 
which  ^Bling  Christian  hoped  to  lead  into  central  Germany. 
Among  the  foreign  shipping  were  several  bearuig  the  blue  Scottish 
ensign  of  St.  Andrew,  and  others  which  displayed  the  white  flag 
of  England. 

This  euard  being  my  first,  I  was  of  course  extremely  zealous  ; 
I  posted  aU  the  sentinela,  and  in  person  heard  them  deliver  over 
their  orders  to  each  other,  being  resolved  that,  so  far  as  I  was 
concerned,  no  suspicious  or  unauthorised  person  should  leave  the 
gates  of  Gluckstaat.  As  none  of  my  sentinels  could  speak  any 
Wguage  but  their  native  Gaehc,  and  persons  requesting  ingress 
and  egress  were  brought  before  me  eveiy  five  minutes,  the  time 
vas  not  pei^tted  to  hang  heavily  on  my  hands. 

A  tall  figure,  in  the  mountain  garb,  with  a  feather  in  his 
^nnet,  and  his  belted  plaid  waving  behind,  with  the  tassels  of 
hk  sporran  and  the  hilt  of  his  claymore  sparkling  in  the  sunshine, 
eame  along  the  ramparts,  under  the  trees  which  overshadowed 
ihsBf  and  cast  abo  a  oomparatiYe  gloom  on  the  yellow  bosom  r 
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the  turgid  and  barge-encumbered  canal  wliicli  lay  below.  Long 
before  the  Highlander  had  reached  the  steps  of  the  wooden 
tower,  and  sprung  up  the  platform,  I  recognised  my  handsome 
cousin,  the  cnief  and  most  stately  gentleman  of  the  great  clan 
Chattan. 

"  So  you  have  seen  her  again  P**  said  he. 

"  Who  told  you  so,  Ian  P"  I  asked. 

"  Eed  Angus  M* Alpine,  who  was  with  us  at  the  tragedy  last 
night." 

"  I  never  told  Angus  that  I  recognised  my  unknown  in  the 
fair  Spanish  dancer." 

"Angus,  the  best  huntsman  between  Strathalladale  and 
Stratheam,  is  not  so  blind  as  a  bat ;  and,  like  many  smart  persons 
in  this  world,  can  see  things  without  being  told  of  them.  He 
said  that  you  seemed  to  see  nothing  but  her  figure,  and  to  hear 
nothing  but  her  voice ;  to  be  all  ear  and  eye — ^to  devour  every 
motion,  and  that  you  were  a  lost  man.  '  A  lost  man !  Angus 
Hoy,*  said  I ;  *  tuts !  think  you  my  cousin,  Hollo  of  the  Craig,  will 
forget  that  he  is  a  gentleman  of  birth  and  coat-armour,  and  that 
she  is  but  a  Spanish  posture-maker,  who  exhibits  her  painted 
limbs  at  so  much  per  mght  to  all  the  boors  of  Gliickstaat  P  A 
pretty  wife  she  would  make  to  take  home  to  Cromartie  Firth, 
and  to  the  old  tower  of  CraigroUo !  I  wonder  if  the  old  spoon 
of  Sir  Hingan  would  suit  her  dainty  mouth !  *  And  so  you  see, 
PhiUp,  I  Quite  laughed  Angus  out  of  the  notion." 

I  felt  that  Ian  was  laughing  a  Httle  at  me,  too ;  and  the  quick 
blood  which  had  sufiused  my  face  while  he  was  rallying  me,  an- 
nounced that  his  suspicions  were  well  founded,  and  that,  if  I 
was  not  fairly  in  love  with  the  beautiful  danzador,  I  was  very 
near  it. 

"  Take  care,  Philip,"  said  Ian,  whose  keen  Highland  eyes  had 
been  regarding  me  with  a  half  smile  under  his  bonnet ;  "  and 
beware,  for  there  must  be  something  shameful  about  her." 

"  Shameful !"  I  reiterated,  shocked  at  a  word  so  disrespectful; 
"  shameful,  Ian !" 

"  Immoral,  then — ^which  you  will,"  continued  Ian  Dhu  a  little 
doggedly,  "or  why  the  d — 1  does  your  damsel  conceal  herself  so 
closely  P  I  do  not  half  Hke  that  beetle-browed  fellow,  Hoskilde, 
either." 

"  I  dislike  him  wholly,  and  distrust  him,  too." 

"  He  has  some  bad  reason  for  concealing  her,  depend  upon  it ; 
but  then,  cousin  Philip,  you  know  *tis  no  business  oiours" 

"  No — ^no— of  course  not,"  said  I,  coughing,  to  conceal  the 
annoyance  I  felt  at  the  idea  of  there  being  a  liaison  between  my" 
beautiful  Spaniard  and  that  hideous  Holsteiner  in  the  bombasted 

reeches  and  calfskin  boots. 
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"Ah,  my  ikith !"  I  added,  gnuiping  my  dirk,  as  my  ohagrin 
8nd  perplexity  broke  forth — "  to  be  supplanted  by  such  a  rival !" 

"  Ay,  a  hfuidsome  cavalier  like  you,  Philip,  by  a  great  bom« 
barde  such  as  Herr  Otto !"  continued  Ian,  laughing. 

"I  swear  to  you,  by  my  existence,  that  I  will  cut  his  life  short 
saddenly ;  for  the  fellow  has  laughed  at  me,  and  played  the  fool 
vith  me,  too." 

"Let  the  poor  man  alone !  What  right  have  you  to  molest 
him,  or  searcn  out  his  secrets  with  a  sword-blade  P  Besides,  we 
suureh  for  the  camp  in  a  few  days,  and  then,  Philip,  come  battles 
and  sieges,  the  leaguer  and  storm !" 

"  Bat  he  has  given  me  the  lie." 

"  Dioul !  that  is  true,"  said  Ian,  gravely ;  "  I  had  forgotten 
that.  He  insisted  so  sturdily  that  you  were  mistaken,  and  that 
the  was  a  Trold,  and  so  forth.  You  must  exchange  a  few  passes 
with  him,  and  rip  up  a  yard  of  his  great  breeches,  were  it  only 
to  let  a  few  pounds  of  bran  out  of  them ;  or  we  might  order 
Phadrig  Mhor  to  fling  him  into  the  canal — but  we  will  see  about 
it  to-morrow,  when  vou  come  off  guard." 

Ian  had  soon  to  leave  me  for  the  Place  of  Arms,  where  the 
fegiment  was  exercised  according  to  the  rules  prescribed  by  the 
Scottish  officers  in  Denmark  and  Sweden ;  for  the  king's  orders, 
that  we  should  be  trained  with  the  utmost  expedition,  were 
itringent,  as  his  entire  forces  were  soon  to  take  the  field  against 
Count  Tilly. 

The  day  passed  on. 

I  longed  for  the  morrow,  which  was  to  free  me  from  my  duty, 
and  leave  me  at  liberty  to  unravel  the  mystery  which  surrounded 
my  beauty,  and  to  punish  the  insolence  of  Hoskilde,  who  had  so 
«penly  tnfled  with  my  simplicity,  and  against  whom  I  had  con« 
ceived  a  most  unmitigated  aversion.     Night,  as  it  drew  on, 
hrought  with  it  the  sensations  of  irksome  annoyance ;  for  by  the 
crowds  which  were  passing  into  the  Platz,  I  conjectured  that  my 
pretty  actress  was  again  upon  that  brilliant  platform,  with  a 
thousand  eyes  bent  in  admiration  on  her  graceful  figure,  her  flow- 
ing dress  and  floating  hair,  her  pure  brow,  and  the  star  of  light 
wat  beamed  upon  it ;  but,  restrained  by  the  strict  order  about 
spies  in  the  city,  I  could  not  visit  the  theatre  to  behold  her  again, 
<x  hear  that  soft  voice,  which  memory  brought  ever  and  anon  so 

palpably  to  my  ear. 
The  sun  had  set,   and  the  storks  retired  to  their  nesfcs  on 

gable-nook  and  chimney-top ;  the  canals  turned  from  pale  yellow 

to  a  muddy  brown,  ana  then  became  white,  as  the  moon,  partly 

oWured  by  a  thin  veil  of  gauzy  mist,  rose  behind  the  square 

lower  of  the  great  church,  and  tmrew  its  black  shadow  far  across 

^e  waters  of  the  Elbe.    That  broad  liver  seemed  then,  by  th^ 
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XDOonli^Iit  reflected  from  fleecy  clouds,  white  and  spotlesB  ab 
milk ;  but  the  shadows  of  its  snores  were  black  and  opaque,  for 
its  depths  gave  back  the  strong  and  clear,  but  inyerted,  outline 
of  every  chimney-head  and  pointed  roof — of  every  tree,  and  boat, 
and  barge-^just  as  one  may  see  them  in  tiie  pictures  of  tilie  Low 
Country  masters. 

A  vault  of  the  fortiflcations  was  appropriated  for  the  guard- 
room of  the  oflGicer  on  duty  at  the  wooden  tower  (or  the  Tower  of 
Bats,  as  it  should  have  been  named),  and  there  I  sat  ruminating, 
and  watching  the  figures  of  the  changing  embers  which  burned 
on  the  stone  hearth,  and  endeavouring  to  decipher  (by  the  liglit 
of  a  candle  which  stood  in  an  iron  holder  on  the  fir  table)  the 
ihnumerable  caricatures  of  the  Emperor  Ferdinand,  of  Count 
Tilly,  of  Coimt  Carlstein,  and  the  Duke  of  Friedland,  with  wkich 
my  predecessors  had  disfigured  the  plastered  walls,  frequently 
representing  the  whole  four  hanging  on  one  gallows,  held  up  br 
the  devil,  from  whose  mouth  proceeded  scrolls  full  of  Damsh 
invectives  and  low  German  ribaldry. 

I  then  betook  me  to  reading  Captain  Jean  de  Beaugne's 
Histoire  de  la  Chierre  d*JEcosse,  with  his  campaigns  there  in  1648 
and  1549,  and  had  become  deeply  interested  m  the  assault  madr 
by  M.  de  la  Mothe  Bonge  with  his  arquebusiers,  and  the  chie 
of  the  Kerrs  with  his  clan,  upon  the  Tower  of  Phemiherst,  an( 
its  garrison  of  English  archers,  whom  they  cruelly  cut  to  pieces 
making  literally  and  savagely  a  foot-ball  of  their  commander  ^ 
head,  when  I  was  interru^ed  by  my  sergeant,  Diarmed  M^GUlvray, 
a  cadet  of  the  family  ot  Drumnaglas,  who  came  to  inform  m( 
that  Gillian  M*Bane  (a  short  and  thickset  clansman  from  tli< 
braes  of  Eannoch),  who  was  sentinel  at  the  tower-gate,  ha< 
captured  a  very  suspicious-looking  personage;  and  that, 
Gillian  was  sorely  puzzled  to  know  whether  he  had  taken  a  n 
woman,  or  goblm,  Diarmed  begged  I  would  come  with  him 
the  post. 

On  arriving  at  the  archway,  the  strong  gate  of  which  waj 
closed  all  save  the  klinket,  or  wicket  of  three  palisades,  w 
found  Gillian  M'Bane  swelling  with  importance,  and  standing  o 
bis  guard,  with  his  musket  charged  breast  high,  and  ever  anj 
anon  he  blew  the  match,  the  lurid  light  of  which  glowed  on  h3 
dark  tartans,  his  steel  cap,  red  beard,  and  brick'Ted  face,  eheddm 
a  crimson  glow  over  them  all ;  and  he  was  uttering  hoarse  threaj 
in  Gaelic,  for  the  dress  and  face  of  the  prisoner  he  had  maq 
were  fdUy  calculated  at  least  to  startle  and  perplex  his  unsophij 
ticated  mind. 

I  immediately  perceived  the  captured  person  to  be  a  'womaj 
who  wore  a  mask  of  purple  velvet,  which,  though  a  comm^ 
MLongh  sertide  of  apparel  in  tiie  cities  of  the  Lowknds,  had  ne vj 
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been  seen  so  far  north  as  the  Elack  Monntain,  or  the  shores  of 
the  Uisc  Dhu.  Hence  the  alarm  of  Gillian,  on  beholding  a  purple 
face  with  two  eyes  that  shone  through  it  like  stars.  The  female, 
who  was  rather  undersized,  wore  an  enormous  French  hood,  a 
plain  huffin  gown,  and  green  silk  apron,  like  the  smart  little  wife 
of  a  citizen  of  Holstein. 

"You  have  a  pass,  I  presume,  firom  the  governor.  Sir  David 
Drummond  f" 

"  I  have  left  it  at  home,"  replied  the  little  mask,  in  German 
nearly  as  bad  as  my  own,  but  in  a  tone  that  made  me  start, 

"You   aare  of  Sleswig,  I  think  P" 

"  Si,  senor — that — ^that  is — Mein  Herr,"  she  added  with  evident 
consternation.    My  heart  seemed  to  rise  to  my  lips ! 

"  You  have  betrayed  yourself,"  I  replied,  trembli'ng  in  turn, 
for  I  knew  my  actress  in  a  moment.  Oh,  how  could  I  fail  to 
recognise  that  charming  voice ! 

"I  swear  to  you,  mein  Herr,  that  you  mistake  me  for  some 
one  else.  I  am  the  poor  little  wife  of  a  citizen,  Juliane  iSichhorrf 
—who  sells  groceries  in  the  Btirger-platz.  My  husband  has  been 
maltreated  by  the  boors,  and  is  lymg  in  deadly  peril  at  a  farm- 
house, some  ten  miles  distant.  A  hundred  yards  from  the  gate 
I  am  to  meet  a  messenger,  who  will  tell  of  his  health.  Oh,  Meint 
Herr !  excuse  me — excuse  the  order ;  for  I  swear  that  I  have 
lost  it,  and  am  dying  with  anxiety  to  hear  how  my  husband— my 
dear  husband — ^my  Seichardt,  is." 

AH  this  was  said  with  such  an  air  of  candour  and  sinceritVf 
and  accompanied  by  so  many  sobs  and  tears,  that  I  was  greatly 
moved  and  perplexed.  Duty  on  one  hand  urged  me  to  send  her 
back  to  the  city  or  guard  house,  from  whence,  if  her  story  was 
false,  she  might  be  sent  to  the  Rasp-haus ;  curiosity,  love,  ana 
iealousy,  all  prompted  me  to  fathom  the  story,  and  send  her  on 
her  mission. 

"  I  will  foUow  her  for  a  hundred  yards  or  so — 'tis  only  al 
falcon-shot  from  the  gate,"  said  I ;  "  but,  lest  there  should  be' 
treachery,  lend  me  your  pistols,  Diarmed,  and  if  you  hear  me 
fire,  send  out  a  few  files  to  my  assistance.  You  may  pass, 
lady,"  said  I,  in  Spanish,  "  but  pray  excuse  my  accompanying 
jou." 

I  led  her  through  the  Hinket,  stuck  Diarmed's  pistdis— a! 
handsome  pair  of  Highland  pops,  mounted  with  silver  anJ 
bashed  with  gold — ^in  my  belt,  and,  with  a  mixed  feeling  of 
eariosit;^  and  apprehension,  followed  my  mysterious  little  dancer  ; 
Trith  curiosity  and  eagerness  to  make  her  acquaintance,  and  appre-' 
licnsion  lest  I  might  be  led  into  some  wicked  ambush,  or  be  foimd 
absent  from  my  guard  when  the  governor  went  his  round* 
which  he  did  every  night  at  a  certain  hour.    And  what,  th' 
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yon,  decided  me  in  perpetrating  this  rashneBS  P  only  a  glimpse  of 
a  pretty  foot  and  ankle,  as  my  dancer  was  about  to  step  through 
the  klinket ! 

Avoiding  the  road  which  led  to  Crempen,  she  struck  into  a 
solitary  pathway  that  lay  between  low  nedgerows,  along  the 
north  bank  of  the  Elbe. 

"  Senora,"  said  I,  in  Spanish,  "you  walk  very  fast." 

'*  Senor — ^I  walk  as  I  please/'  she  replied,  in  the  same  lanj^ge. 

"  Oho !  then  you  acknowledge  that  you  are  not  of  Sleswig,  but 
a  Spaniard?" 

"  I  acknowledge  nothing,"  she  replied,  with  some  asperity. 

"  And  that  you  are  not  the  little  wife  of  a  citizen  who  sells: 
groceries,  but  the  charming  Prudentia  P" 

"  I  aclmowledge  nothing,"  she  repeated,  but  with  a  smile  that 
showed  her  fine  teeth  under  the  dark  mask. 

"  But  I  have  every  reason  to  suppose " 

"  Cavalier,  you  may  suppose  just  what  you  please.  I  am  out* 
side  the  barrier  now ;  ha,  na !"  and  she  laughed. 

"  But  I  may  take  you  prisoner  yet." 

"  Scarcely,"  said  she,  with  another  of  her  ringing  laughs,  as 
her  small  jewelled  hand  held  before  me  the  blade  of  a  short  but 
sharp  stiletto  of  polished  steel. 

**  The  devil !— -bright  eyes  and  a  dagger ! — 'tis  quite  a  tragedy 
this!" 

"  It  may  end  as  a  comedy,  if  you  are  kind  to  me." 

"  Well,  said  I,  "  the  hour  is  late ;  here  is  midnight  tolling  in 
the  steeple  of  the  great  church — allow  me  to  act  properly  as  your 
cavalier,  and  I  ehSl  be  delighted." 

"  Many  thanks,  senor,"  she  replied,  and  took  my  proffered 
hand.  My  heart  beat  like  lightnmg ;  my  head  became  giddy. 
Was  it  possible  that  I  could  be  alone— at  midnight,  too— with 
that  beautiful  being,  half  woman,  half  fairy  P  I  Imew  not  what 
to  say,  and  the  light  pressure  of  her  little  hand  on  mine  sent 
every  moment  a  thrill  to  my  heart,  but  then  the  other  lay  on  the 
hail  of  a  dagger  I 

We  seem  to  love  very  truly  at  twenty — ^then  it  is  quite  an 
enthusiasm,  a  second  nature  that  can  feed  itself  on  smiles  and 
sighs ;  but,  with  all  this,  I  could  not  help  reflecting  that  Pru- 
dentia was  leading  me  a  devil  of  a  distance.  I  thought  of  my 
guard,  and  trembled  lest  Sir  David  should  discover  my  absence — 
a  catastrophe  which  would  lead  to  inevitable  degradation,  and 
realise  aU  the  prophecies  of  my  father.  My  companion  addressed 
mo 

"  Senor,  you  have  become  very  silent — cannot  you  speak,  to 
enliven  this  dreary  roadP" 
"  I  was  thinking,  senora,  how  charming  you  looked  last  night 
d  how  adorably  you  sang." 
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"  A  great  many  have  told  me  that  fifty  times." 

'*  Then  you  must  have  a  great  many  lovers  P'* 

**  Do  you  think  that  all  who  see  me  love  me  P** 

"  If  I  judge  from  my  own  heart,  I  would  say        " 

"  What " 

"Yes — ^that  they  must  be  compelled  to  do  so,"  I  added,  with 
a  tremulous  voice. 

"  Oh,  that  is  delightful !  but  recollect,  senor,  that  though  I 
«hall  be  most  happy  to  have  you  for  my  friend,  my  lover  you 
cannot  be." 

"  Come — ^that  is  not  bad,'*  said  I,  assuming  somewhat  of  her 
tone  of  raillery,  while  her  frankness  charmed  me.  **  I  must,  of 
eonrse,  be  your  friend^r*^,  senora." 

^  And  then "  she  added,  archly. 

"  Ah !  there  is  no  saying  what  I  may  be." 

"Oh!  'tis  quite  a  compact — ^we  shall  be  friends !"  she  added, 
laughing  and  clapping  her  hands. 

"  I  tnist  you  have  not  much  frirther  to  go,"  said  I,  as  we  ap- 
proached the  muddy  margin  of  the  Elbe ;  '*  for  I  fear  me  greatly 
1  am  already  liable  to  be  tried  by  a  court-martial." 

"  Ckmsejo  de  guerra  V*  she  repeated,  turning  on  me  her  bright 
eyes,  which  shone  like  stars  through  the  holes  in  her  mask.  "  I 
should  be  miserable  if  I  occasioned  that ;  but  you  need  come  no 
&rther.  My  husband's  messenger  is  standing  imder  yonder  tree, 
and,  aa  I  have  no  wish  that  you  should  hear  all  the  tender  mes- 
sages my  Sreichardt  sends  me,  I  beg  you  will  stand  here  until  I 
return.' 

**  ^  that  wicked  smile  I  see  you  have  no  husband." 

"  XovL  shall  see  that  I  have ;  but  on  your  honour,  as  a  soldier 
and  cavalier,  do  not  follow  me,  and  permit  none  to  approach  us." 

"  Whoever  does  so,  must  pass  over  my  body,"  said  1,  unsheath- 
ingmy  claymore. 

With  a  light  step  she  hurried  to  the  water-side,  where,  from 
imder  the  sh^ow  of  a  group  of  willows,  I  saw  a  tall  male  figure 
step  out  of  a  boat,  wmch  lay  concealed  among  the  thick  long 
Teeds.  To  Prudentia  he  made  a  bow,  the  brevity,  or  rather 
liauteur,  of  which  was  indicated  by  the  lofty  nod  of  his  feathers, 
and  then  they  entered  into  conversation,  and  I  saw  her  deliver 
iiito  hu  hand  a  packet,  which  he  placed  in  his  breast. 


CHAPTEE  Xn. 

WHO  peudentia's  spouse  pboved  to  be. 

The  moon  shone  palely  through  a  thin  white  haze  that  floatef* 
oyer  the  Elbe ;  the  level  shore  lay  all  sunk  in  dark  shadow,  an 
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its  reflection  in  the  water  wa8  darker  still.  Tlie  river  had  still 
the  same  white  appearance,  and,  where  edged  by  the  moon- 
beams, the  droopmg  foliage  of  the  group  of  wiuowa  aeemed 
turned  to  bright  crystal. 

"  Zounds !"  thought  I ;  "if  it  should  really  prove  a  husband, 
after  all !"  and  I  could  not  repress  a  s^otfation  of  bitterness  and 
jealousy,  when  I  saw  Prudentia  in  close  conyersation  with  a  tall, 
swinging  fellow. 

A  brighter  gleam  of  the  moon  revealed  this  person  to  me ;  he 
was  a  richly-accoutred  cavalier,  and,  being  partly  armed,  his  po- 
lished cor^t  glittered,  and  his  white  plumes  were  noddisg  in  the 
breeze. 

"  Oho !"  said  I ;  "  this  is  neither  a  catizen  who  keeps  a  booth 
in  the  Biirger-platz,  nor  a  citizen's  messenger ;  but  a  atout  fellow 
who,  like  myself,  feeds  him  with  the  blade  of  his  good  bilbo." 
Then,  all  at  once,  a  horrible  suspicion  came  over  me.  "  Heavens ! 
if  Prudentia  is  the  spy  Sir  David  Drummond  referred  to  !  It 
must  be  so-— else,  whence  all  this  mystery  and  contradiction  P" 

I  cocked  one  of  M^GUlyray's  pistols,  blew  the  match,  and,  con- 
sidering that  my  suspicions  warranted  a  closer  examination,  ad- 
vanced boldly  with  my  sword  drawn,  and  discovered  that  a  low 
{flat  boat,  with  six  armed  men,  was  concealed  dose  by  among  the 
sedges  of  the  bank. 

"  Now,  sir,  what  seek  vou  here  P"  I  asked  the  tall  cavalier,  who 
wore  a  broad  hat  with  wnite  feathers,  and  over  whose  shoulder  I 
recognised  the  crimson  and  gold  scarf  of  our  enemies,  l^e  Impe- 
rialists. 

The  stranger,  who  was  an  eminently  handsome  man,  though 
•advanced  in  years,  passed  a  hand  humedly  across  his  brow,  but 
left  the  senora  to  reply,  which  she  did  by  laying  a  hand  upon  her 
poniard,  and  demandmg  of  me,  with  consider&le  asperity,  if  it 
was  thus  I  kept  my  word  P 

"  Senora,'*  said  I,  "  my  good-nature  has  been  imposed  upon ; 
while  I  was  told  that  you  were,  what  I  could  not  believe  you  to 
be— the  wife  of  a  citizen ;  or  rather,  while  I  believed  you  to  bo 
but  an  actress,  I  kept  my  post  without  advancing  one  step; 
but  when  I  had  every  reason  to  believe  that  you  were  betraying 
me,  by  conversing  with  an  Imperialist  officer,  I  considered  it  my 
duty  to  come  hither  and  arrest  him." 

"  In  time  of  truce !"  said  the  cavalier,  hastily. 

"  Truce,  or  no  truce — ^yield,  or  I  will  shoot  you  through  the 
head." 

The  Imperialist  uttered  a  loud  laugh. 

"  Stay,  my  young  callant,"  said  he,  unsheathing  his  long  toledo, 
and  speaking  with  a  strong  Scottish  accent :  "  I  hope  my  con- 
venience is  to  be  consulted  a  little,  both  in  the  matter  of  shooting 
tmd  takinj).." 


OB^  THE  BOOTnSH  KOBKETEEBS.  67 

'*  A  Soot !"  said  I;  "  and  under  the  banner  of  the  Emperor 
Ferdinand?" 

"  When  yon  see  the  Scottish  musketeers  of  Leslie,  Grordon,  and 
Carlstein  in  order  of  battle,  jou  will  find  that  Scots  are  no  rarity 
in  Austria.  Yes,  young  gentleman,"  said  he  emphatically,  lower- 
ing the  point  of  his  rapier ;  *'  a  brother  Scot,  but,  like  yourself, 
perhaps,  a  poor  soldier  of  fortune.  Come,  let  us  be  friendfs.  Your 
band,  for  I  love  your  spirit ;  and  my  heart  warms  at  the  sight  of 
the  tartan,  as  at  the  face  of  an  old  mend  whom  one  has  not  seen 
ht  many  a  year.  You  serve  the  Chief  of  the  Protestant  League 
—I,  the  Catholic  Emperor ;  but  we  have  come  from  the  same 
land,  and  in  boyhood  niay  have  climbed  the  same  hiU,  and  trod  on 
tiie  same  heather.  The  fortune  of  war  which  places  me  in  thy  power 
to-day,  may  place  thee  in  mine  to-morrow ;  so  let  us  never  forget 
that  we  are  kindly  Soots,  and  that  off  the  battle-field  all  soldiers 
are  brothers.  Seek  not  to  know  my  errand,  but  return  to  your 
guard,  which  the  senora  tells  me  you  have  so  foolishly  left  (under 
old  Tilly,  or  the  Count  of  Carlstein,  that  would  involve  the  penalty 
of  death) ;  but  return  before  you  are  discovered,  and  return  with 
the  conviction  that  you  have  had  a  narrow  escape,  for  in  my  boat 
are  six  desperate  tellows,  who  at  a  word  from  me  would  have 
blown  you  to  pieces  with  their  calivers.  Excuse  me,  sir,  if,  in- 
stead of  my  name,  and  as  a  small  gift  to  a  countryman,  I  bestow 
on  you  this  gold  chain ;"  and,  as  he  concluded,  he  threw  around 
my  neck  a  heavy  chain  which  adorned  his  own,  bowed  to  the 
Benora,  sprang  on  board  of  his  boat,  and  in  another  moment  I  saw 
the  blades  of  the  muffled  oars  plashing,  as  six  rowers  pulled  hastily 
away  towards  the  Bremen  side  of  the  Elbe. 

I  again  offered  my  hand  to  the  dancer,  and  led  her  back  towards 
the  town.  After  we  had  proceeded  a  little  way  in  silence,  which 
I  suppose  she  found  somewhat  tiresome — 

"  Ah,  senor !"  said  she,  "  you  no  longer  talk  with  me.  I  peap- 
ceive  you  are  displeased." 

"  Nay,  senora ;  but  I  am  grieved." 

"At  what  P    That  I  am  not  a  citizen's  wife  P" 

"  No ;  but  at  your  capability,  pardon  me — ^for  deceit." 

*'  Ah,  senor,  there  is  no  deceit  in  serving  one's  country,  or 
one's  religion ;  and,  in  serving  the  Emperor,  I  aid  the  cause  of 
boA." 

"  But  to  be  a  spy — a  spy !  oh,  it  is  an  occupation  so  base,  so 
horrible,  that  the  person  proved  to  be  one  is  deemed  worthy  of 
instant  hanging,  without  judge  or  jury,  mercy  or  remorse." 

"  You  teU  me  this,"  said  she,  pausing  suddenly ;  **  and  yet  I 
am  going  back  among  you." 

As  she  spoke,  the  winning  softness  of  the  woman  disappeared 
ftom  her  bIue--idmost  black — eyes,  and  a  red  dusky  fire,  such  as 
ought  have  filled  the  orbs  of  a  fallen  angel,  sparkled  in  them ;  and 
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she  placed  her  hand  in  her  bosom,  where  the  dagger  was  con- 
cealed. 

"  Trust  to  me,  seuora,"  said  I,  "rather  than  to  that  holiday 
poniard,  which,  to  say  the  least  of  it  -  " 

"  I  trusted  at  yonder  willows,  and  was  deceived.  Yon  gave 
me  your  word—" 

*' JS'ot  to  interrupt  your  tdte-a-t^te  with  Eeiohardt,  who  sells 
groceries  in  the  Biirger-platz,  or  his  messenger ;  but  I  knew  not 
uiat  the  latter  would  come  in  the  shape  of  an  Imperialist  officer." 

The  fire  of  her  eyes  passed  away,  and  they  assumed  a  pensive 
and  caressing  expression. 

"  i^enor,  you  task  my  temper  too  much,"  she  said,  in  a  broken 
voice ;  "  I  take  Heaven — el  Altissimo  Dios — witness,  that  I  am 
a  poor  but  honest  girl— a  poor  actress,  and  the  victim  of  circum- 
stances. I  appear  richlv  dressed,  with  jewels  on  my  brow  and 
smiles  on  my  face  ;  the  bright  lights  are  before  me,  and  the  gay 
scenery  behind.  I  see  a  thousand  admiring  eyes  ;  I  sing — I  seem 
happy ;  but  oh,  senor,  this  is  often  with  an  aching  heart,  and 
witnal  my  life  is  miserable." 

**  And  yet,"  said  I,  moved  to  hear  a  sob  from  this  creature  of 
so  many  impulses — "  and  yet  I  have  heard  you  singing  so  merrily 
at  times." 

"  Evenr  heart  will  have  at  least  a  placid  moment  among  its 
many  sad  hours,  and  I  have  mine.  One  day  you  mav  know  all 
my  secrets ;  but  not  now — ^not  now — ^here  is  the  gate.' 

"  Ah,  senora !  after  our  adventure  of  to-night,  surelv  you  do 
not  mean  to  preserve  your  incognito  towards  me  P  •  What  is  the 
secret  of  that  confounded  door,  which  has  so  puzzled  me,  and 
made  me  the  laughing-stock  of  my  friends  P" 

"  If  I  should  decline,  in  revenge  vou  will  perhaps  discover  me 
to  the  burgomaster,  who  would  pull  yonder  house  down  to  reach 


me. 


"  Oh,  horror !  betray  you !  can  you  harbour  such  a  thought  P 
Then  do  not  tell  me — farewell — I  have  no  wish  to  know " 

"  I  love  your  frankness,  and  will  tell  you.  On  reaching  the 
first  landing-place  of  the  stair,  remember  to  pursue  the  passage 
to  the  left — ^look  behind  the  first  door  on  the  right,  and  press  a 
black  spot  which  you  will  perceive  on  the  wall.  To-morrow  I 
will  expect  you ;  a  million  of  thanks  for  your  kind  escort,  and  for 
to-night,  my  dear  senor — ^adieu  !'* 

She  kissed  her  hand  to  me  gracefully,  sprang  through  the 
klinket  of  the  barrier,  and  had  disappeared  before  &illian  M'Bane 
could  challenge  her  approach. 

"  Quick  to  your  post,  CraigroUo,"  cried  he ;  "  for  the  governor 
38  going  his  rounds — he  is  approaching." 

X  heard  the  piper  of  the  guard  playing  the  salute,  and  in  the 
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moonlight  saw  Dianned  M'Gillvray  drawing  up  the  ranks  under 
anns.  I  hurried  to  my  place  in  front,  just  as  the  governor,  Sir 
David  Drummond,  a  ^ey  old  soldier,  wearing  a  broad  beaver  hat 
garnished  with  a  white  feather,  and  having  a  white  sheepskin 
doublet  over  his  buff  coat,  rode  up,  attended  by  two  of  Bittmaster 
Hume's  regiment  of  horse. 

"Young  cavalier,"  said  he,  " I  pra^  you  keep  sure  watch  and 
vard ;  see  that  ail  ingress  and  egress  is  prevented,  for  there  are 
spies  in  the  city,  and  the  very  route  of  our  troops  to  join  the 
army  is  known  the  moment  it  is  written.  Believe  me,  sir,  my 
most  secret  orders  are  revealed.  I  dare  scarcely  think  of  them, 
and  much  less  write  them,  for  some  demon  seems  to  inhabit 
Gliickstadt." 

My  heart  tingled,  and  my  cheek  reddened  with  shame,  as  he 
xode  off.  My  soldiers,  especially  M'GiUvray  and  M'Bane,  had 
leen  the  little  actress,  and,  if  they  betrayed  us,  both  she  and  I 
were  lost.  But,  happily,  they  were  all  related  to  that  great 
federal  tribe  to  which  my  mother  belonged — ^the  brave  clan  Chat- 
tan  ;  and  thus  in  security  I  rolled  my  plaid  around  me,  and  lay 
down  on  the  hard  bench  in  the  guard-room,  to  dream  of  I^dentia 
and  the  pleasures  of  the  coming  day. 


CHAPTEE  Xin. 

TWO   KISSES  FOB  TSK  DOUBLOOKS. 

Next  morning,  the  moment  my  guard  was  relieved  by  M'Coll 
of  that  nk  and  a  new  party,  I  hurried  to  my  quarters,  and  found 
Ihat  botii  Ian  and  M* Alpine  were  at  exercise  in  the  Place  of 
Arms.  My  heart  beat  lightly  with  pleasure  and  expectation ; 
for  there  was  a  charm  in  the  beau^  of  the  senora,  and  the 
atmosphere  of  mystery  surrounding  her,  that  enhanced  her  value 
to  an  admirer  so  young  as  I;  and  I  was  further  encouraged,  by 
liaving  heard  the  Baron  £arl  of  !Klosterfiord,  and  other  cavaliers 
of  the  army,  say  that,  in  their  loves  and  amours,  the  women  of 
Spain  and  Italy  always  preferred  strangers  to  their  own  country- 
men, who  were  apt  to  place  too  great  restraint  upon  them. 

With  peculiar  care  I  dressed  my  locks,  which  were  then  very 
kmg,  parting  them  fairly  on  the  top  of  my  head,  in  the  fashion 
kst  then  in&oduced  by  that  true  saint  and  martyr,  his  majesty 
King  Charles  I.  of  sacred  memory,*  and  having  a  love-locK 
banging  far  down  on  one  side.  I  signed  for  some  more  mustache, 
ior  at  ^enty  one  has  such  a  scanty  appendage  of  that  kind.    I 

'Thoagh  our  soldier  aerred  in  Germany,  his  OavaUer  prinoiples  are  evident. 
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pat  on  my  best  btiff  coat,  laced  with  silTer,  and  fastened  my  kilt 
with  a  diamond  buckle,  where  the  end  came  oyer  my  left  shoulder, 
forming  the  trae  breacan  fheiU  of  the  Celtic  soldier.  I  had  a 
ToS  of  point  lace,  and  a  faUing  band,  oyer  which  I  hung  the 
magnificent  gold  chain  of  the  Imperialist;  a  white  satin  acarf 
sustained  my  claymore  on  one  side,  and  my  dirk  studded  with 
Scottish  topazes  and  gold-coloured  stones  from  Caimgoim.  After 
the  most  careful  arrangement  of  all  this  military  foppery,  I 
descended  the  stair  with  a  beating  heart,  to  seek  the  secret 
entrance  to  the  bower  of  la  senora  Bandolo. 

**  Ah,  if  she  should  haye  deceiyed  me !"  thought  I,  with  a 
pang ;  *'  but  here  is  the  landing-plaoe,  and  there  is  the  passage 
to  the  left." 

The  first  door  to  the  right  stood  open,  and  close  against  the 
wall.  I  looked  behind  it,  discoyered  the  important  black  spot 
indicated  by  the  senora,  and  pressed  it  with  a  trembling  hand. 
A  spring  clicked,  and  a  door  suddenly  opened  right  through  the 

Sanelled  wall  of  this  passage,  the  wainscoting  of  which  had 
itherto  completely  concealed  it.  At  the  other  end,  I  saw  the 
chamber  of  Frudentia,  whose  retreat  this  close-fitting  panel  and 
double  passage  had  always  protected,  when  she  chose  conceal- 
ment. The  moment  I  entered,  the  charming  actress  arose  from 
her  little  sofa,  and  hastened  to  receive  me. 

"  So  you  haye  discoyered  my  secret  at  last,  sencir ;  how  droll 
that  you  should  never  haye  found  it  till  now !  I  am  so  happy 
you  haye  come,  that  I  may  thank  you  for  your  exceeding  kind- 
ness last  night.  Our  walk  was  very  pleasant — and,  hola  1  it  has 
Suite  given  you  a  complexion!"  she  added  with  a  laughs  as  a 
ush  crossed  my  cheek. 

While  Prudentia  ran  on  in  this  way,  and  while  I  seated  myself 
near  her  on  the  little  sofa,  I  know  not  what  answers  I  returned, 
being  wholly  dazzled  by  her  presence,  and  the  perfect  ease  of 
manner  she  exhibited.  I  cannot  analyse  what  attracted  me 
towards  her ;  the  idea  of  marriage  had  never  occurred  to  me  ;  at 
the  outset  of  a  campaign,  that  would  be  yerj  like  running  full 
tilt  against  a  cannon's  mouth.  I  thought  it  was  merely  for  the 
pleasure  of  enjoying  the  society  of  a  girl  more  charming  and 
beautiful  than  1  had  eyer  met ;  and  yet  it  must  haye  been  more 
than  that;  for  my  mind  was  full  of  passion  and  passionate  words, 
which  an  excessiye  timidity  repressed.  I  haye  no  doubt  that 
this  timidity  and  admiration  were  expressed  in  laj  face;  for 
when  the  senora  looked  at  me  from  imder  her  long  silky  lashes, 
her  eyes  glittered  with  the  most  beautiful  smiles,  bhe  was 
invincibly  seducing ;  but  there  were  times  when  her  expression 
became  singular  and  inexplicable. 
"^^  she  had  appeared  magnifieent  in  her  stage  oostomej  the 
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simplidtv'  of  her  morning  dress  made  her  more  handsome  than 
eyer.  She  wore  a  plain  black  satin  fardingale,  a  lon^  stomacher 
with  an  open  bosom,  and  a  high  close  rufi;  her  arms  were  bare 
to  the  elbow.  She  had  a  comb,  and  a  square  of  black  lace,  which 
from  the  back  of  her  head  fell  gracefully  over  her  neck  and 
shoulders ;  and  nothing  in  this  world  could  be  more  pretty  than 
tiie  little  foot  and  embrcndered  cordovan  slipper,  which  rested  on 
a  footstool,  and  was  made  rather  more  than  visible  as  she  reclined 
back  amcm^  the  soft  downy  cushions  of  the  sofa.  The  carved 
hilt  of  her  little  poniard  appeared  at  times  through  a  slash  in  her 
boddice ;  all  her  dress  was  plain  and  black,  and  nothing  remained 
of  the  dazzling  danzadorbut  the  roguish  smile,  the  brilliant  teeth, 
and  those  beautiful  Spanish  eyes,  with  their  alternate  animation 
and  subdued  fire.  Young,  and  long  a  stranger  to  female  society 
(by  the  seclusion  of  my  college  life),  I' was  timid ;  she  saw  I  was 
BO,  and,  with  the  kindest  goodnature,  proceeded  by  her  prattle 
to  reheve  me  from  my  dilemma. 

"  I  trust,  senor,  your  absence  was  not  discovered  last  night  P" 

"Fortunately  it  was  not." 

**  If  so,  what  would  have  been  the  penalty  P" 

"  Degiadation,  by  sentence  of  a  military  court." 

"  And  for  me  you  ran  that  risk  P" 

"  For  you,  senora,  I  would  risk  anything — my  life !" 

"  Senor — ^u  quite  overpower  me." 

"  Ah,  sefiora  Prudentia,''  said  I,  with  true  apd  honest  concern 
for  her ;  **  I  tremble  for  your  safety !  do  not,  I  beseech  you — do 
not  venture  on  such  errands  again.  Had  another  cavalier  been 
on  guard  at  the  gate  of  the  Elbe,  and  had  you  been  taken 
prisoner " 

"  I  would  have  smiled,  and  gained  my  liberty.  I  have  been 
wrong,  I  know ;  but  ah !  surely,"  she  added,  casting  down  ber 
fine  eyes,  "  you  cannot  blame  me  fbr  serring  my  religion,  my 
country  and  king — for  Spain  leagues  with  Austria  in  this  war 
against  Christian  of  Denmark  and  Gustavus  of  Sweden.  Besides, 
as  a  woman,  I  am  alike  ignorant  of  the  laws  of  war,  and  the  high 
punctilio  of  military  honour." 

"  But  you  know  the  fate  of — of — a  secret  informer,"  said  I ; 
for  in  such  a  presence  the  hateful  word  spy  faltered  on  my 
tongue. 

"  No        "  she  replied,  pouting. 

"  Ther  are  hanged  on  the  first  tree." 

"  Madre  de  Dios !  and  would  you  be  so  barbarous  to  a  ladyP** 

"  Senora,"  I  continued,  with  the  most  sincere  feeling ;  "  from 
this  gulf  I  would  gladly  save  you.  Tremble  for  us  both,  if  the 
escapade  of  last  night  is  discovered — for  I  would  not  survive  you." 

(Here  was  a  good  shot!)    She  laughed  when  I  became  so 
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serions ;  tHen  pouted  her  ruby  lips,  shook  back  her  black  tresses, 
and,  reclining  on  the  sofa,  looked  at  me  with  a  droll  and  languish- 
ing expression  in  her  half-closed  eyes,  saying — 

**  what,  senor,  are  you  in  love  with  me  P" 

*'  Oh  yes!  senora,"  t  replied,  quite  overwhelmed  by  this  naivet^; 
**  indeed — ^indeed,  you  do  not  know  how  much  I  love  you !" 

At  forty  I  could  not  have  said  more.  She  still  continued  to 
smile,  and  murmured— 

**  Ah,  my  heavens,  he  loves  me !  but,  o  mat  haycts  tu,"  she 
added,  "  there  is  no  such  love  on  earth  as  that  of  which  the  poets 
fling  and  romances  tell  us." 

"  It  will  ever  be  where  you  are,  Prudentia,"  I  continued,  ren- 
turing  to  take  her  hand  in  mine,  and  feeling  how  fast  a  whirl  of 
thoughts  was  coming  over  me.  At  that  moment  I  heard  a  sound. 
It  was  like  a  cough  behind' the  wainscot. 

I  turned,  but  saw  nothing.  Had  I  looked  more  closely,  a  grey 
eye  would  perhaps  have  been  discovered,  glistening  through  a 
hole  in  the  wood,  from  which  a  knot  had  fallen. 

"  Oh  no !"  continued  the  senora,  hurriedly ;  **  Lopez  de  Bneda 
of  Seville,  Juan  Timoneda,  and  Alonzo  de  la  Vega,  have  all  sung 
of  love,  and  portrayed  their  lovers,  but  none  such  exist.  Now 
hear  me,  senor,"  said  she,  gazing  fully  at  me  with  her  large  dark 
eyes ;  "  I  would  not,  for  the  whole  kingdom  of  Castile,  be  troubled 
with  a  regular  fit  of  love,  and  all  its  accompaninftnts  of  hope, 
fear,  and  anxiety.  Oh  no !  the  whole  ambition  of  my  life  has 
been  to  please  and  receive  adulation — ^to  dazzle  and  be  adored— 
but  at  a  distance,  ^ow,"  she  continued,  withdrawing  her  hand 
and  casting  down  her  eyes,  only  to  raise  them  more  seducingly 
than  ever ;  "  oh !  I  love  so  to  be  surrounded  by  admirers ;  to  hear 
the  plaudits  of  the  ctowd — the  shouts  that  ring  from  pit  to  ceiling; 
to  see  the  lights,  with  the  music,  the  scenery,  the  joyous  dance ; 
and  could  I  give  up  all  these  to  sit  and  mope  beside  a  man — ^and 
that  man  my  husband  P — oh  horror,  never !  * 

I  might  have  been  confounded  by  this  morality,  but  for  the 
tragi-comic  tone  in  which  she  spoke,  and  the  playfdl  manner  in 
which  she  had  continued  to  draw  off  and  on  lier  tiny  glove,  to 
show  the  whiteness  and  beauty  of  her  hand. 

"  And  do  you  think,"  said  I,  in  Uie  same  manner,  "that  I  can 
give  up  my  hopes  of  glory  and  renown,  the  joyous  society  of  my 
comrades,  the  pride  of  their  achievements,  the  roll  of  the  drum 
and  the  blare  of  the  trumpet,  to  mope  beside  a  woman,  and  that 
woman  my  wife  P  Remember  the  words  of  your  countryman, 
Matias  de  los  Kheyes.  '  One  would  imagine,  after  considering 
how  Adam  lost  his  innocence,  Samson  his  power,  Asher  his 
constancy,  David  his  holiness,  and  Solomon  his  wisdom,  by  having 
'\  that  a  man  would  examine  what  measure  he  possessed  of 
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all  these  good  qualities,  before  lie  committed  himself  to  the 
marriage  state.'  But  is  it  really  possible  that  one  so  beautiful 
cares  not  to  be  loved  P" , 

"  I  have  not  said  so." 

"  Ah,  senora !  I  think  that  life  wonld  be  valueless  withocrt  the 
pleasures  love  strews  on  its  way."  My  voice  actually  became 
tremulous.  "Tut!"  thought  I;  "'tis  only  a  little  aetiesSr'* 
Bat  she  had  the  eyes  of  a  queen ! 

"And  you  love  me — ^how  droll  it  is !" 

"Dearest  Prudentia,"  said  I,  becoming  cfuite  giddy  witfi 
pleasure,  as  I  timidly  placed  a  hand  on  eacn  side  of  ner  slender 
waist;  "  dearest  Prudentia,  with  my  heart — ^with  my  soul  I  do !" 

"O  los  ojos  negros!"  she  exclaimed  playfully,  as  with  her 
prettv  hands  she  patted  my  eyebrows.  The  blood  rushed  to  my 
temples — ^I  ventured  to  kiss  her  cheek,  and  then  drew  back,, 
abashed  at  wj  own  temerity;  but  the  graceful  girl  merely^ 
laughed,  and  said — 

"  I  assure  you,  Senor  Don  Philip,  that  if  any  other  person  but; 
you  had  ventured  to  do  that,  I  should  have  been  exceedingly 
angry."  With  a  being  so  playful  and  artificial  as  Prudentia,  X 
did  not  reflect  how  much  good  and  sincere  feeling  I  was  perhap9 
lavishing  before  the  shrine  of  a  goddess  who  might  vield  me  no* 
reward ;  but,  as  I  kissed  her,  my  whole  soul  seemed  to  tremble 
on  my  Hps,  for  I  was  but  a  boy — an  ardent  and  impassioned  boy.. 
In  Prudentia  nothing  charmed  me  more,  next  to  her  winning 
manner,  than  the  luxuriance,  the  gloss,  and  the  lustre  of  her 
magnificent  hair.  It  was  her  most  glorious  ornament ;  fastened 
bj  two  pearl  pins,  which  contrasted  so  well  with  its  blackness,  it 
towered  behind  in  rich  braids,  and  fell  over  her  neck  in  a  shower 
of  ringlets.  I  have  heard  it  remarked  that  women  of  good  heart» 
and  happy  dispositions  have  ever  the  most  luxuriant  hair  and 
the  finest  teeth. 

"  'Tis  all  very  well  to  get  pretty  presents  from  lovers,"  said 
abe ;  "  to  have  them  applauding  my  songs  and  dances,  to  have- 
them  for  laughing  with  and  talking  to ;  but  as  for  marrying — 
pho  I  I  can  never  marry  1" 

"  Never !"  I  repeated,  not  knowing  very  well  what  to  say  ? 
for  much  as  I  loved  her— and  I  did  so  with  all  the  heedless 
aidour  of  twenty — ^I  had  not  considered  the  chances  of  a  climax 
aoawfoL 

"No— never !  look  at  these  two  couples  on  the  benches  under 
tbose  trees  on  the  rampart.  There  is  a  gentleman  with  a  scarlet 
doak  and  white  feather ;  see  how  earnestly  he  talks  to  the  young 
lady  in  the  hoop  fardingale ;  he  looks  into  her  eyes,  as  if  ho 
would  there  read  what  passes  in  her  heart,  but  her  eyes  are  cast 
dowBy  and  timidly  she  plays  with  her  fan,  and  now  with  the 
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iriii^e  of  her  stomacher ;  she  is  pleased  and  confbsed — ^he  earnest 
and  impassioned ;  'tis  the  Boron  .Karl,  of  the  pistoliers,  and  the 
burgomaster's  daughter — they  are  lovers !  Nearer,  look  at  that 
cavalier  in  the  barrelled  doublet  and  calfskin  boots,  who  sits 
beside  a  lady  in  a  coif  and  veil.  He  looks  superbly  yaoant  at 
the  still  waters  of  the  canal,  while  the  lady  gazes  quite  as  list- 
lessljr  down  the  vista  of  the  opposite  street.  At  de  mi !  they  are 
married !  Tis  a  conjugal  t^te-k-t^te — ^a  married  pair  seriously 
employed !  Dost  think  that  I  could  ever  eome  to  that,  s£nd  live  ? 
Santos,  no !  Give  me  plenty  of  admirers,  but  never  a  htttband, 
until  I  am  as  old  as  Dame  Krumpel.  See  yonder  dames—^one 
in  a  red  and  the  other  in  an  orange  fardingale.  They  are  an  old 
baroness  and  a  countess—- yet  they  are  the  most  miserable  women 
in  the  world.  One  has  had  two  husbands  without  any  children 
— ^the  other  has  two  children  and  no  husband." 

"  How " 

**  He  was  killed  at  Liitter/'  said  the  senora,  wifhi  a,ibur8t  of 
laughter. 

I  was  somewhat  silenced.  I  knew  not  whether  to  be  perplexed 
or  pleased  by  her  cui^ous  morality  and  strange  flow  of  spirits ; 
but  the  warnings  of  Ian  came  to  my  memory. 

"Believe  me,  scnor,  I  am  very  happy  as  I  am;  mscrriageis 
only  a  traffic  in  which  two  people  try  to  cheat  eoeh  other,  as 
sharpers  would  with  cogged  dice." 

I  saw  that  nothing  would  be^  made  of  this  little  one  by  gra- 
vity, and  resolved  to  encounter  her  with  some  of  that  banter 
which  one  picks  up  so  readily  at  camp  and  college,  when  she 
resumed — 

"  And  you  would  have  me  to  go  with  you  to  the  camp — ^ha ! 
ha !  where  I  should  be  scared  by  the  aspect  of  your  bareknee'd 
Scots." 

"  Nay,  senora,  I  had  no  such  intention.  The  camp  is  not  the 
place  for  one  so  fair — so  tender.  Women  should  never  be  there. 
Old  Anacreon,  who  describes  female  beauty  as  being  more 
powerful  than  fire  or  steel,  was  convinced  of  the  impropriety  of 
women  going  to  war,  as  they  were  meant  only  for  a  soft  and 
luxurious  Hfe." 

"How!"  exclaimed  my  actress,  after  the  manner  of  Medea, 
in  the  tragedy  of  Euripides ;  "  dost  thou  not  know  that  I  would 
rather  stand  thrice  in  the  ranks  of  war,  than  once  endure  the 
pains  of  childbirth  P" 

Then,  blushing  with  the  most  charming  modesty  at  the 
vehemence  she  had  betrayed,  she  said — 

"  Did  you  not  hear  some  one  laughing  P" 

I  heard  something  behind  the  wainscot,  again. 

"  'Tis  a  rat  scratching — the  place  is  Ml  of  those  animalfl ;  but 
senor,  you  must  go,  for  I  expect  another  visitor. 
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*'A  Tisitor!*'  said  I,  as  my  old  jealousy  of  the  Hausmeister 
returned ;  **  I  vow  to  you  I  will  not  go ;  for  if  this  visitor  is  a 
man  I  will  run  him  through  the  brisket." 

"Now,  senor,  do  retire  if  you  please  ;  why  linger  P" 

"Because  I  am  so  fond  of  speaking  to  pretty  women." 

"Doubtless  you  think  to  conquer  in  the  field  of  Cupid,  as 
Tilly  and  Wallenstein  do  in  the  field  of  Mars." 

"  Your  friends  the  Imperialists  will  have  another  tale  to  teU 
at  Vienna,  when  Lord  Nithsdale's  nine  thousand  Scots  unfurl 
their  banners  against  them." 

"Senor — ^go— for  now^ou  annoy  me." 

"I  am  incapable  of  doing  so." 

"You  tire  me,  then,"  she  said,  sharply. 

"I  am  deeply  soriy  for  that." 

Pnidentia  saw  that  I  was  not  to  be  beaten.  A  sudden  gleam 
shot  over  her  eyes ;  but  she  laughed,  and  half  turning  her  back 
tome,  began  to  read  the  comedy  of  "  Florinea." 

"  How  very  unkind  of  you — to  be  displeased,  because  I  still 
vish  to  talk  with  you  I"  said  I,  still  bent  on  banter. 

"Of  what  P" 

"  The  admiration  with  which  you  inspire  me." 

"  'Tis  all  very  fine,**  she  replied,  keeping  her  back  to  me ;  "  but 
none  will  l6ve  me  as  I  would  wish  to  be.* 

"  In  what  way  would  you  be  loved,  seiiora  ?** 

"  To  desperation.**  Then  she  burst  into  another  fit  of  laughter, 
and  I  caught  the  rogue  looking  at  me  over  her  snow-white 
shoulder.  "  Senor  Don  Philip,"  said  she,  suddenly  closing  her 
comedy ;  "  could  you  lend  me  six  doubloons — ^it  would  be  such 
a  favour — and  then,  as  there  is  no  play  to-night,  if  you  will  dine 
vith  me,  they  shall  be  returned  then  with  a  thousand  thanks.*' 

"  I  have  just  ten  doubloons  in  the  world,  senora,  but  they  are 
at  your  service,"  said  I,  and  opening  the  mouth  of  mv  sporran, 
which  was  a  gifl  from  Ian,  and  secured  by  a  remarkaole  spring, 
I  handed  over  the  whole  money  I  had  received  from  the  regi- 
mental scrivener  to  maintain  me  on  our  march  towards  the 
^eser.  Prudentia  laughed  excessively  at  the  fashion  of  my 
Highland  purse,  and  put  both  her  hands  into  it.  To  resist  kissing 
her  again  was  impossible ;  and  for  that  I  would  have  given  ten 
times  ten  doubloons. 

*'  Adios  1  senor  Caballero,  at  three  I  will  see  you  again ;  then 
we  shall  have  such  a  nice  little  dinner,  and  a  game  at  chess,  or 
Bomething  else.    Do  not  forget.** 

"  Forget  !'*  I  exclaimed,  kissing  her  hand ;  "  how  could  I  live 
and  forget  P*'  I  hurried  away,  and  the  mysterious  door  closed 
behind  me. 

My  heart  was  brimming  with  delight ;  I  paused  a  moment  in 
the  passage,  and  heard  a  sound  like  the  voice  of  the  Hausmeist'^ 
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He  seemed  to  be  laugliing  somewlierej  but  it  might  be  my  own 
fancy. 

In  addition  to  my  own  pay,  I  had  lent  Prudentia  five  dou- 
bloons of  poor  lan's ;  so  I  did  not  wish  to  see  him  until  after 
dinner,  which  was  yet  two  hours  distant,  and,  leaving  the  cityi 
I  took  a  quiet  stroll  along  the  sunny  bank  of  the  Elbe. 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 

I  PBEYAIL  OK  FBUDBNTIA  TO  ▲CCEFT  OF  A  BIVO. 

I  WANDEBED  loug  amoug  the  fields  and  green  hedges  by  the 
margin  of  the  river,  musing  on  the  sudden  success  of  my  love 
afiair,  marvelling  how  or  where  it  was  all  to  end,  and  unable  to 
determine  whether  I  was  a  fortunate  youth  or  a  prodigious  fool. 
I  was  very  much  in  love  with  Prudentia ;  yet  on  reflection  could 
not  but  acknowledge  to  myself,  that  to  marry  her,  at  the  outset 
of  my  career  as  a  soldier  of  fortune,  would  be  very  Hke  tying  a 
cannon-shot  to  my  heels ;  and  would  inevitably  curb  my  pursuit 
of  that  honour  and  fortune,  which  I  had  hoped  to  wm  by  my 
sword  in  the  German  war.  But  Prudentia  was  so  beautiful,  so 
winning  and  attractive— she  possessed  such  a  piquant  majiner 
and  mode  of  expression — ^that  I  was  completely  blinded  to  the 
future,  and  felt  myself  falling  helplessly  into  the  snare  which,  the 
little  god  had  laid  for  me. 

M  the  shop  of  a  Jew  in  the  Biirger-platz  I  procured  a  hand- 
some ring  for  Prudentia.  For  this  I  was  to  pay  on  the  morrow, 
when  she  returned  me  the  doubloons ;  and  lest  by  any  chance  I 
should  reauire  money  in  the  interim,  the  friendly  Israelite  lent 
me  ten  dollars,  on  condition  that  I  should  repav  him  fifteen  on 
the  third  day,  making  in  all,  with  the  price  of  the  ring,  twenty- 
five  dollars  to  be  paid  him.  I  placed  tne  ring,  which  contained 
a  fine  Oriental  amethyst  and  two  pearls,  on  m^  smallest  finger, 
and  punctually  presented  mvself  at  the  habitation  of  my  actress, 
not  without  fears  that  her  door  mi^ht  again  vanish,  but  happily 
the  passage  was  open.  As  I  entered,  Prudentia,  who  was  singing 
to  the  notes  of  her  mandolin,  came  forward  to  welcome  me,  and 
motioned  towards  a  seat  with  her  hand,  snatching  it  away  the 
moment  I  attempted  to  kiss  it. 

"  Now,  senor,  *  said  she,  pouting ;  "  though  I  have  invited  you 
to  dine  with  me,  you  must  be  respectful,  or  I  shall  be  angry.  I 
would  expire  with  vexation,  if  you  deemed  this  little  return  for 
your  attention  an  equivocal  advance  on  my  part." 

'*  How  can  you  imagine  such  things  P"  said  I,  quite  charmed 
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bjKerfiimkiiefls;  "bat  ah,  senora!  why  will  jon  dtill  repulse 

meP" 

"Because/'  she  replied,  with  one  of  her  brightest  smiles, 

"that  is  the  very  way  to  attract  yon." 
"Tnie— I  remember  that  Ovid  makes  Daphne  fly  from  her 

lover,  and  as  she  flew  his  ardonr  increased." 
**  Ah  1    Orid  knew  hnman  nature  very  well." 
"  Then  yon  wish  me  to  be  distant  and  diffident  P" 
"Diffident  at  least;  for  diffidence  is  the  best  sign  of  a  lover's 

lincerity." 

"Senoral  then  you  do  permit  me  to  be  your  lover  P"  said  I, 
more  and  more  enchanted,  and  approachmg  her  despite  her 
injimctions. 

"  Senor  Don  Philip,  you  will  be  my  lover,  whether  I  permit  it 
or  it  not." 

"Oh yes!"  I  replied,  while  my  heart  beat  like  lightning  and 
ay  voice  sank;  "for  to  see  yon,  to  know  you,  and  to  love  you, 
mdentia,  are  the  same." 

I  slipped  the  ametibyst  rin^  upon  her  finger,  and  was  just 
toQchu^g;  her  downcast  brow  with  my  lips,  when  the  door  opened, 
>&d»  if  a  look  would  have  slain,  the  intruder  had  assuredly 
penahed  on  the  instant!  The  wrinkled  dame  £rumpel,  who 
>cted  as  servant  or  housekeeper  to  Otto  Eoskilde,  appeared  with 
a  tray. 

I  now  perceived  for  the  first  time  that  the  table  was  covered 
for  dinner,  by  a  white  damask  cloth,  edged  with  red  silk  fringe ; 
iipon  it  stood  a  trencher-salt  and  mustard-queme  of  silver,  and 
Beyeral  flasks  of  Malmsey,  Orleans,  and  Spanish  wine,  cooling  in 
a  jar  among  ioe.  Covers  were  laid  for  two,  with  a  knife  and 
fork  on  each  side  of  them.  The  latter,  being  a  new  invention  in 
Italy  and  Germany,  was  wholly  unknown  among  us  in  Scotland ; 
tod  though  I  had  read  of  it  in  "  Coryat's  Crudities,  or  Travels  in 
ffigh  Grennany,"  printed  in  1611,  being  quite  ignorant  of  how 
UU8  steel  instrument  was  to  be  used,  I  resolved  to  observe  and 
mutate  the  fair  sefiora,  my  hostess. 

It  may  be  supposed  that  I  had  but  little  appetite,  for  a  true 
jore  fit  always  deprives  one  of  that;  but  the  dinner,  which  was 
both  sumptuous  and  extravagant,  by  the  number  of  dainties  pre- 
sented, must — ^as  I  reflected— have  cost  at  least  two  of  the  ten 
TOubloons  I  had  lent  to  Prudentia — and  would  fain  have  given 
^;  for  it  seemed  altogether  ungallant  and  intolerable  to  accept 
of  them  when  offered  back;  but  how  was  I  to  march  without 
money,  especiaUy  in  an  army  like  the  Danish,  where  one  had  to 
pay  for  everything,  and  where  all  plunderers  were  tied  to  a  post 
•^idahot  without  mercy  P 

We  dined.    I  remarked  that  Prudentia  had  a  very  good  ap- 
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petite,  whioli  I  considered  unfomantic,  and  unfarotirable  to  tny<* 
self;  the  cloth  was  removed,  and  we  lingered  over  the  vino  Unto 
de  Alicante,  and  some  of  the  luscious  miits  of  her  own  sunny 
clime.  Heclined  on  the  soft  down  cushions  of  the  sofa,  with  her 
long  veU  spread  over  her  shoulders,  the  se&ora  lay  half  at  length 
like  a  Moorish  queen,  taking  from  time  to  timjB  a  grope  or  a  sip 
of  her  sweet  wine,  and  looking  at  me  with  roguish  eyes,  through 
lids  half  closed  with  fim  and  merriment ;  for  as  the  fVimes  of  the 
wine  mounted  into  my  brain,  I  gathered  new  courage,  and  spoke 
only  of  love — love — ^but  in  broken  sentences ;  for  between  two 
circumstanced  as  we  were — ^a  young  cavalier  and  a  dark-eyed 
coquette,  a  soldier  and  a  gay  actress-«it  may  easily  be  conceived 
tliat  darling  theme  was  paramount. 

I  know  not  now  all  the  tender  and  all  the  foolish  things  I 
said  ;  but  I  remember  that,  at  many  of  them,  my  pretty  droll 
laughed  immoderately. 

1  sat  by  her  side.  In  the  last  gleams  of  the  sunset  her  glossy 
hair  and  radiant  complexion  were  glancing  with  that  glow  of 
light  that  made  her  like  a  beautiful  picture.  We  were  convers- 
ing hand  in  hand,  at  least  mine  rested  on  hers'^-but  quite  by 
duince-^when  she  suddenly  proposed  that,  to  pass  the  time,  we 
should  have  a  nioe^  little  game,  when  she  would  afford  me  an 
opportunity  of  getting  back  my  doubloons  with  interest. 

The  old  slipshod  Same  Srumpel,  who  attended  us,  having 
been  summoned,  a  pair  of  playing  tables  which  stood  in  a  comer 
i-*inlaid  as  for  pla^^bg  chess — were  arranged  beside  the  sofa,  and 
1  sat  oppolite  Prudentia,  who  reclined  among  her  cushions. 
Producmg  a  pack  of  Spanish  cards,  she  offered  to  teach  the  eld 
Castilian  game  of  ombre»  I  say  Spanish  cards,  for  they  were 
essentially  different  from  those  used  among  us  in  Scotland  (and 
against  which  King  James  TI.  passed  a  law  in  the  year  1621), 
having  but  forty-eight  in  the  pack,  being  without  a  ten,  and 
having  the  king  re|nresented  by  a  crowned  figure.  As  there  is 
no  queen,  the  next  m  rank  is  a  knight,  armed  on  all  points,  and 
designated  el  cahallero. 

She  taught  me  ombre  certainly— but  whether  after  a  fashion  of 
her  own,  or  that  of  the  Castilians,  I  know  not ;  but  I  rapidly  lost 
mj  dollars,  which  she  arrayed  in  line  on  her  own  side  of  the  table, 
with  the  most  pretty  and  provoking  air. 

Lights  were  brought,  and  then  more  red  tent  and  macaroon 
biscuits^  for  the  hour  was  growing  late ;  still  the  protracted  game 
went  on,  and  if  I  regained  a  dollar  1  always  lost  it  again  ;  for 
between  the  attention  I  bestowed  on  the  bright  smil^  and 
jewelled  fingers  of  Prudentia,  and  my  own  intense  desire  to 
^lease,  I  was  a  very  bad  pupil  and  worse  gambler.    The  moments 

ided  away,  and  so  did  my  dollars.    At  last  Prudentia  clapped 
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Ker  luiiids,  and  laughed  loudly  as  she  threw  down  all  her  cards. 
Slie  had  made  me  bankrapt ! 

"  Oh,  foolish  senor !  O,  braTo !  Que  forttma !"  she  exclaimed ; 
"how  in  yon  hare  played !  Tou  most  beware  of  sharpers  and 
knights  of  the  post.  Ay  de  mi !  You  are  much  too  guileless  for 
this  bad  world.  Ah !  it  I  had  the  making  of  it,  how  much  better 
it  should  have  done !" 

"  Better  P*'  said  I,  thinking  of  my  dollars  and  doubloons. 

"Xes,  senor;  for  I  would  haye  left  all  the  eyil  out  of  it." 

'' How  innocent  this  creature  is!'*  thought  I;  "and  how  sad 
it  is  that  she  is  committed  to  a  career  of  such  perils  as  the  stage !" 

"Now,  to  punish  you,"  said  she,  sweeping  all  my  cash  into  the 
pocket  of  her  Spanish  guardain  fante,  "  I  shall  keep  your  purse 
till  to-morrow,  for  really  I  do  not  think  you  know  how  to  take 
care  of  your  money." 

""While  pl^ng,  in  my  desire  to  please  I  did  but  confuse 
myself;  yet  I  am  sure  ]Prudentia  will  pardon  me — ^a  first  love 
wiU  make  the  boldest  heart  timid." 

"Thia  is  all  yery  pretty,"  she  replied,  smoothing  back  her 
jetty  hair,  and  displaying  the  ezqxusite  contour  of  her  white 
arms ;  "  but  lovers  are  so  faithless         ! " 

"  A  real  passion  has  no  end  but  death.  While  one  is  a  lover, 
one  will  be  true,  for  love  retires  where  falsehood  enters."  Her 
free  manner  had  infected  me. 

"  Beally,"  rephed  Prudentia,  with  one  o^iier  droll  expressions 
of  eye,  "  for  a  young  student  and  soldier  you  are  wonderful.  I 
begin  to  be  quite  charmed  with  you." 

"  Nay,  I  tear  you  but  jest,"  said  I,  taking  her  right  hand  in 
mine,  and  passing  the  other  over  her  rich  dark  hair;  "  'tis  I  who 
am  charmed.    Oh,  Prudentia,  you  are  indeed  beautiful ! " 

"Stuffi^  senor!"  She  gave  another  of  her  merry  ringing 
laugha.  I  sighed ;  but,  while  she  continued  to  smile,  my  heart 
beat  quicker,  and  my  head  became  giddy  with  wine  and  the 
thoughts  that  whirled  through  it.  I  sat  with  one  arm  clasping 
her  waist. 

We  were  both  silent,  but  a  deep  crimson  began  to  steal  over 
tile  peach-like  cheek  of  Prudentia. 

'Que  hora  esP"  said  she  suddenly,  as  a  clock  struck. 
Eleven,"  said  I. 

'Eleven  I  oh,  senor  Don  Philip,  you  must  go.  What  would 
be  thcufi^t  of  me,  if  you  were  known  to  be  in  my  room  at  eleven 
m  the  light  P" 

"  The  time  has  flown  so  quick,"  said  I,  rising  with  reluctance. 

••  But,  sefior,  you  must  gt^-'it  is  so  late." 

*•  And  we  have  been  so  happy*— but  there  is  no  remedy.** 

I  oould  have  slept  very  well  in  my  plaid  on  the  Httle  80&9 

f2 
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even  on  the  mat  at  her  door  (for  I  was  bewitched),  but  I  dared 
not  hint  that,  and  took  up  my  sword  and  bonnet  to  retire. 
**  And  when  may  I  renew  my  visit,  dearest  Prudentia  P" 
"  To-morrow,  at  noon — exactly  at  noon,"  she  replied,  tendering 
her  cheek,  and  in  another  moment  I  found  the  secret  door  closea 
upon  me.    I  was  on  the  dark  landinjr.place  of  tiie  stair,  and 

f  roped  my  way  to  that  dreary  apartment  where  Ian  Dhu, 
£' Alpine  Boy,  and  strong  Fhadrig  Mhor,  were  sleeping  on  the 
floor,  side  b;^  side,  in  their  plaids,  with  their  basket^ted. clay- 
mores for  pillows. 


CHAPTEE  XV. 

UY  GODDESS  DECEIVES  ME—I  QTJABBEL  WITH  THE  HAtrSUBIST£fi, 
AND  BUK  HIM  THBOUGH  THE  BODY. 

Afteb  breakfasting  on  toast  and  tankard,  like  the  English,  and 
being  rallied  by  Ian  on  my  abstraction  and  silence— after  the 
morning  exercise  with  pike  and  musket  was  past,  when  the  first 
note  of  the  clock  indicated  the  hour  of  noon,  I  presented  myself 
at  Prudentia's,  and  was  admitted ;  but  I  knocked  thrice  on  her 
chamber  door  without  hearing  her  musical  voice  saying,  "  Senor, 
enter." 

"  She  is  asleep — ^it  will  be  a  theatrical  habit,"  said  I,  gently 
opening  the  door  and  venturing  in. 

Tbe  chamber  was  silent !  The  bed  had  not  been  slept  on,  and 
was  stripped  of  its  curtains  ;  the  furniture  was  in  confusion ;  the 
mantelpiece  and  tables  were  deprived  of  their  ornaments ;  every- 
thing indicated  a  hurried  departure ;  and  a  note,  addressed  to 
mc,  lay  on  the  little  playing  table,  which  still  remained  near 
the  sofa,  where  I  had  left  it  twelve  hours  before.  The  note  was 
addressed — 

"  Tb  the  JSnsign,  Senor  Don  Philip,  these, 

**  Senor — I  have  been  discovered,  and  forced  to  fly !  Mv  safety 
demands  it,  and  thus,  before  you  read  these  lines,  I  shall  be. 
Heaven  knows  how  far,  on  the  road  to  Yienna.    I  could  stay  no 
longer  in  Gliickstadt,  for  the  truce  is  at  an  end,  and  your  troops 
march  in  a  day  or  two.    When  you  imagine  the  grief  I  feel,  m 
being  thus  separated  from  you,  dearest  senor,  you  will  pardon  this 
sudden  flight,  and  excuse  me  returning  you  those  doubloons  aud 
dollars,  in  place  of  which  I  have  left  you  a  lock  of  my  beautiful 
hair—a  lock  which  I  will  redeem ;  for  if  ever  you  should  have 
'-•e  ill  fortune  to  be  taken  prisoner,  and  see  Vienna,  fail  not  to 
k  the  Senora  Bandolo,  at  the  theatre,  near  the  Scottish  con.-^ 
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rent.   And  so,  with  a  deluge  of  tears,  you  are  committed  to  the 
protection  of  God  by  your  best  friend,  „  Peudbntia." 

So  ended  my  first  love  affair,  on  which  I  had  wasted  jkea 
doubloons  and  twenty-fire  dollars ;  and  now  waste  four  chapters. 
Hy  first  emotions  were  those  of  grief  and  mortification ;  my 
second  were  rage  and  spite,  as  I  thought  of  my  loss,  my  debts, 
and  the  amethyst  ring  of  the  Jew.  The  latter  was  but  the  gleam 
of  the  moment ;  it  was  the  falsehood  and  duplicity  of  Prudentia 
which  cut  me  to  the  soul.  The  most  noble  of  passions  had  been 
made  sabservient  to  the  most  base — ^love  to  lucre. 

"  Dope  that  I  have  been !"  I  exclaimed,  tearing  the  letter  to 
ahreds ;  "  but  if  he  is  within  the  walls  of  Gliickstadt,  that  vil- 
lanoos  Hausmeister  shall  smart  for  it.  He  must  have  been  in 
Wue  with  her  I" 

Iremembered  having  more  than  once  reason  to  believe  that  I 
bad  heard  him  laughing  in  her  room  after  I  had  lefl  it ;  and,  no 
way  grateful  for  the  good  lesson  taught  me  by  the  seiiora,  sallied 
forth,  intent  on  vengeance. 

There  was  a  certain  tavern  just  without  the  Crempen-sate, 
which  bore  on  its  signboard  tne  three  golden  helmets  of  the 
duchy.  This,  I  knew,  Otto  frequented,  and  there  I  resolved  to 
Kek  and  slay  him,  or  be  slain ;  but  having  every  wish  to  defer 
the  ktter  part  of  the  catastrophe  as  long  as  possible,  I  hurried 
to  my  room,  put  on  my  gorget,  and  stuck  my  pistols,  loaded,  in 
my  belt.  So  much  was  I  occupied  by  my  own  thoughts,  that 
wuile  charging  these  weapons  I  had  never  observed  the  sergeant, 
Phadrig  Mhor,  who  was  ousy  polishing  lan's  armour,  and  who 
foUowed  me,  like  a  brave  and  faithful  bellow  as  he  was. 

Hsdf  blinded  by  anger — ^for  the  idea  of  being  so  jewed  and 
laughed  at  was  intolerable — I  hurried  through  the  crowded  Platz, 
bent  on  righting  my  quarrels  ^  la  mode  cTJSdimhoura  (as  the  Scots 
Archers  used  to  say  in  Paris),  that  is,  with  bare  blade  in  the  open 
street ;  and  I  had  not  gone  fifty  jards  when  I  observed  mv  man 
walking  slowly  towards  me,  in  nis  great  ruff  and  calfskin  boots ; 
His  broad  hat  overshadowing  his  round  face,  which  was  fringed 
by  a  thick  beard ;  his  great  espadone  clattering  on  the  pavement, 
&  Batch  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  his  right  hand  thrust  into  the 
pocket  of  his  bombasted  trunk  breeches.  There  was  such  an 
appearance  of  fat  contentment  about  him,  that  I  was  somewhat 
confounded  when  he  walked  straight  up  to  me,  and,  with  the 
loost  perfect  composure,  said — 

"  So  you  have  discovered  the  secret,  Herr  Ensign  P" 

"  Despite  your  falsehoods — ^yes ! " 

"I  have  to  congratulate  you,"  said  he,  with  a  manner  undis* 
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gaieedly  sarcastic,  ''on  being  the  favoured  cavalier  of  the  beauiifiil 
dancer."  ' 

"I  thank  you,  Herr,"  said  I,  in  the  same  tone;  *|bnt  will 
thank  you  more  not  to  puff  the  smoke  of  that  devilish  pipe  under 
my  nose." 

"Ah!  she  is  an  adorable  creature.  I  always  thought  her 
refined  taste ** 

"  Would  have  preferred  you  /"  I  exclaimed,  givinff  vent  to  my 
nassion,  as  I  snatched  the  pipe  from  his  mouth  and  broke  it  over 
Ids  nose. 

His  grey  eyes  turned  white,  and  glistened  with  rage. 

"  Were  we  elsewhere  than  in  the  street,"  said  he  hoarsely,  "  I 
would  teach  thee  better  than  to  insult  me,  thou  pitiful  dandiprat!" 

'*  What  recks  it  whether  it  be  in  the  street  or  on  a  mountain 
that  a  man  rights  his  wrongs  P"  I  replied,  unsheathing  my  sword. 
"  Guard,  guard !  thou  beer-bloated  Teuton,  or  I  am  through  you 
in  a  twinkling.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  thou  art  a  scorvy  varlet 
and  shabby  rascal !" 

He  swore  a  round  oath  in  Spanish,  and  then  another  in  German. 
His  rage  had  a  frightful  enect  on  his  visage ;  it  was  pale  as 
marble,  but  convulsed ;  his  eyes  glistened  like  thoee  of  a  cat,  and 
every  hair  of  his  beard  seemed  to  bristle  with  fury. 

"  Ha !  ha  1  how  savage  this  Paris  is  for  the  loss  of  his  Helen !" 
said  he,  as  he  thrust  his  steeple-crowned  hat  upon  his  head,  drew 
his  long  espadone,  and  attacked  me  with  equal  fury  and  address. 

In  the  duels  and  quarrels  between  the  students  of  the  King's 
College  and  those  of  old  Marischal,  at  Aberdeen,  I  had  more 
than  once  drawn  my  sword  in  bitter  earnest,  but  never  against 
an  adversary  so  formidable ;  and  yet  after  three  passes,  observing 
that  he  did  not  guard  well,  and  barely  covered  himself  on  the  side 
I  was  opposed  to,  I  resolved  to  force  his  sword.  Springing 
forward,  1  furiously  struck  the  fort  of  my  blade  on  his,  whidi  my 
basket  hilt  arrested ;  and  thus  vrithout  risk  was  enabled  to  deliver 
a  thrust  which  penetrated  his  collar-bone,  and  almost  deprived 
him  of  the  use  of  his  sword-arm.  Just  at  that  moment  we  were 
separated  by  the  people,  who  had  gathered  from  all  quarters,  and 
many  of  whom,  witAi  that  kindness  and  discrimination  which  dis- 
tinguishes all  mobs,  seemed  disposed  to  handle  me  pretty  roughly, 
being  a  stranger  and  foreigner,  but  the  brandisned  nalbert  of 
Phadrig  Mhor  overawed  them ;  and  on  Ian,  M'Almne,  Major 
Fritz,  and  Baron  Karl  of  the  pistoliers  appearing,  the  Holsteiners 
retired,  bearing  away  with  them  the  stout  paunchy  Hausmeister, 
who  kicked  and  resisted,  storming  and  swearing  in  Spanish  and 
German  alternately. 

^  "  IHoul !  are  you  mad,  my  cousin  P"  exclaimed  Ian ;  "  to  be 
^  ^ting  in  this  way,  and  with  our  host— the  master  of  our  billet  P" 
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"A  man  who  is  to  accompany  the  army  as  a  guide !"  added  the 
Baron  Karl;  "for  he  knows  the  country  on  both  sides  of  the 
Weser  aa  well  as  if  it  were  his  own  property." 

"  I  am  sure  of  that,"  I  replied,  wiping  my  sword  in  my  scarf 
before  sheathiDg  it ;  **  for  X  believe  him  to  be  a  spy  of  the  Im- 
pcfiaHata." 

"  Ah !  how  P-^what  reason  have  you  to  think  so  P  He  is  said 
to  be  a  reapeetable  citizen — a  Lubecker,  who  has  been  in 
Oiiiekstadt  for  nearly  a  year,  I  believe — at  least  ever  since  that 
hekiess  battle  at  Ltitter. 

"  I  have  my  suspicions,"  I  replied,  unwilling^,  and  indeed  un* 
ibie  (without  mvolying  myself)  to  relate  the  evening  adventure 
by  the  Elbe. 

"Then,  what  have  you  quarrelled  about?"  said  Ian;  ^not 
that  painted  daneer — ^your  mysterious  countess  P 

"  Painted  !•— the  girl  was  beautiful  as  a  houri ! 

**  Periiaps  so  ;-^but  I  never  saw  a  houri,  and  so  do  not  know ; 
but  be  frank,  and  tell  us,  Philip  BoUo." 

"  This  way,  then,*'  said  I,  leading  the  four  towards  a  retired 
Dsrt  of  the  fortifications,  where,  without  reserve,  I  related  how 
loolishly  I  had  entangled  myself  with  Prudentia :  how  she  bad 
borrowed  my  doubloons,  accepted  my  rinc^,  and  won  my  dollars 
unblushinglyt  and  with  smiles :  and  now  1  had  every  reason  to 
believe  tluit  she  and  the  Hausmeister  were  very  good  friends. 
Ian  heard  me  with  astonishment ;  for  ho  was  an  unsophisticated 
Highland  gentleman,  and  did  not  believe  that  such  duplicity 
existed  in  the  world. 

"  By  my  faith  I"  said  he ;  "I  think  the  predictions  of  the  old 
people  at  Oraigrollo  are  likely  to  prove  true,  and  that,  after  all, 
the  spoon  of  Sir  Bingan " 

A  feature  of  impatience  from  me  arrested  him. 

"  Young  gentleman,"  said  the  captain  of  the  piatoliers,  "you 
have  been,  I  suspect,  the  dupe  of  two  sharpers ;  but  may  the 
lesson  teach  you  to  beware  of  those  pitfalls  which  beset  the  path 
of  a  soldier !  This  actress,  the  Senora  Bandolo,  is  just  what  all 
Spaniah  actreasea  are,  and  never  cared  a  rush  about  you :  besides, 
witiumt  doubt,  she  must  have  been  the  spy  who,  from  Ghickstadti 
Hamburg,  and  Altona,  communicated  all  our  morements  to  the 
Imperialista-." 

"And  this  varlet  of  a  Hausmeister"-— said  I. 

"  la  doubtless  her  mafo,  her  cavalier,  or  bully,"  replied  the 
baron ;  "  for  the  fellow's  whole  aspect,  his  cold  pomposity  and 
dogged  eye,  announce  him  one.  jBvery  Spanish  dancer  has  a 
f^ojo"  he  continued,  as  we  adjourned  to  the  Three  Golden 
Helmets,  and  ordered  a  flask  or  two  of  Orleans. 

"We  ihould  know  aomething  of  them,  Herr  Bai?on," 
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Fritz;    "you    remember  when  we  eerFed  in  the  Spanish 

guards " 

"Many  things  better  now  forgotten,  Fritz.  They  are  such 
ruffians  that  not  even  ike  Holy  Brotherhood  dare  to  attack 
them ;  and  they  intimidate  even  the  actresses  who  employ  them 
as  protectors,  and  have  to  study  all  their  caprices.  'Wihen  a  lady 
is  on  the  stage,  her  majo  is  in  the  pit,  with  his  brown  sombrero 
drawn  over  his  brow,  and  on  the  least  gesture  of  impatience  or 
sound  of  dissatisfaction  among  the  people,  he  throws  back  his 
mantle,  uncoyerin^  the  hilts  of  his  poniard  and  toledo.  Now," 
continued  £arl,  sipping  his  wine,  "  on  the  last  night  Prudentia 
danced,  I  saw  this  man.  Otto,  in  the  pit,  and  thought  he  had  all 
the  asnect " 

"  Of  that  Spanish  maio  we  had  such  a  desnerate  brawl  with 
in  the  Consistorio  at  Madrid/'  said  Fritz.  "  Tne  Imperial  camp 
swarms  with  Spanish  and  Italian  posture-girls  and  their  atten- 
dants; but  is  this  suspicious  fellow  to  be  really  our  znilitary 
guide?" 

**  He  has  been  well  accredited,"  repHed  the  baron,  smoothing 
his  short  thick  mustache ;  "  so  let  us  not,  by  vague  suspicion, 
wrong  any  man  in  the  public  service." 

"  r  wiU  always  consider  him  a  villain,"  said  Ian,  who  had 
struggled  to  unaerstand  what  we  were  saying.  **  Philip  EoUo," 
he  added  in  Gaelic,  as  he  turned  to  me  with  a  sombre  aspect  on 
his  swarthy  face,  "  you  have  dishonoured  the  sword  of  a  High* 
land  gentleman  by  notching  it  on  the  blade  of  such  a  wretch.' 

"  liin,  has  he  not  leagued  with  this  girl  to  rob  and  ridicule  me? 
What  would  you  have  bad  me  to  do  P" 

"  Do !"  reiterated  the  fierce  M' Alpine,  with  his  red  eves 
flashing ;  '*  by  the  grey  stone  of  McGregor,  X  would  have  snot 
him  through  the  head  like  a  fox  or  a  wolf,  and  as  an  enemy  to 
mankind." 

The  captain  of  pistoliers  smiled  at  this,  which  he  did  not 
understand,  being  sputtered  out  in  Bed  Angus's  fiercest  Gaelic; 
but  he  said^- 

"When  we  advance  into  central  Germany,  you  will  find 
yourself  among  a  race  very  different  from  the  brave  and  faithful 
lEolsteiners ;  so  I  would  pray  you  all  to  beware,  gentlemen." 

"  Some  devil  must  have  led  me  to  her  room  at  first,"  I 
muttered,  thinking  of  my  losses  and  debts. 

"  Nay,  she  haa  seen  you  looking  about  for  our  room,  and, 
leaving  the  door  of  her  own  open,  nad  thrown  herself  down  on 
the  sofa  in  a  graceful  attitude,  pretending  to  be  asleep ;  that  you 
might  enter,  see  and  admire  her,  for  the  cunning  fiury  knows  lier 
own  power." 


f< 


Ah— just  so!"  said  Major  Fritz;  "and  did  she  not  propose  to 
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take  care  of  your  money  after  she  liad  won  it ;  giro  you  a  quota- 
tion torn  Euripides,  and  rail  at  matrimony  in  the  most  charming 
manner,  sajring  she  was  only  formed  for  love,  for  light,  for  music 
^to  be  a  bird,  a  butterfly,  and  all  that  P" 

**  Never  mind,  BoUo,"  said  M' Alpine;  "thou  seest  that  the 
aame  pretended  innocence  which  bewitched  thee  hath  beguiled 
others." 

"But  this  escapade  has  left  me  penniless,  and  I  am  indebted 
the  Bam  of  twenty-flve  dollars  to  a  Jew  in  the  Flatz ;  and  the 
bowledge  that  I  cannot  pay  it— even  by  this  gold  chain — stings 
ne  to  the  sotd." 

"  It  shall  never  be  said  that  a  brother  soldier  lacked  money 
while  Karl  of  Klosterfiord  has  a  skilling  to  spare,"  replied  the 
pistolier,  placing  his  purse  in  my  hand ;  **  here  are  four  doubloons, 
more  thim  the  sum  required.  If  ever  you  can  pay  me,  it  will  be 
well ;  if  not,  'tis  no  matter.  Money  among  gentlemen  and  soldiers 
should  be  as  a  common  stock.  If  my  comrade  is  an  extravagant 
dog—- like  Fritz  here — I  assist  him  to-day,  and  he  assists  me  to- 
morrow. 'Tis  the  rule  of  the  camp,"  he  added,  laughing,  as  he 
filled  up  aU  our  glasses. 

"Oh,  Herr  Baron! "  I  began. 

"  No  thanks,"  said  he,  nursing  his  short  brown  mustache ;  "  no 
thanks,  or  positively  I  shall  be  angry.  Among  merchants  a 
man.  always  loses  a  £iend  when  money  is  lent ;  among  soldiers, 
he  always  gains  one.  But  I  am  astonished  that  you  could  hare 
been  to  duped  by  a  dancer— a  damsel  who  ezlubits  herself  in 
nieh  a  captivating  undress  to  any  rascal  who  pays  a  slet-dollar 
at  the  door;  and  more  especially  by  this  senora  Prudentia, 
whose  brother  is  known  to  be  the  greatest  ruffian  in  continental 
Europe;  and  who  is  as  famous  for  his  villanies,  as  the  senora  is  for 
her  Gonauests.  You  aU  know  who  I  mean — Bandolo,  the  Bravo." 
We  all — except  Fritz — said  that  we  had  not  the  pleasure  of 
his  acquaintance. 

"  'lis  our  dancer's  brother— Bandolo,  the  most  finished  rascal 
of  past  or  present  times.  He  was  the  terror  of  Madrid  and 
l^aples,  where  he  practised  his  villanies  for  a  season ;  and  in  these 
cities  he  is  said  to  have  despatched  eighty  persons  to  a  better 
world,  and  Heaven  knows  how  many  more  may  fall  by  his  hand 
before  some  man  has  the  hardihood  to  cut  him  off  I  He  handles 
the  caliver,  the  rapier,  and  stiletto,, but  declines  to  use  poison, 
alleging  that  there  is  something  unmanly  in  it ;  that  it  is  the 
ley  enee  of  women ;  and  that  it  is  as  much  beneath  the  re^arly 
trained  bravo  to  turn  poisoner,  as  it  is  beneath  the  physician  to 
torn  quack  doctor." 

"  And  is  this  person  known  to  gain  his  tread  by  a  practice  so 
horribkr  I  asked. 
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**  Ceiiainl^  !*'  replied  the  fHstolier.  <'  When  Frit;:  and  I  were 
in  the  Spanish  f^ards,  we  hare  passed  him  in  the  tlreata  of 
Madrid  a  thousand  times ;  and  knew  him  by  hit  long  look,  hit 
long  swordi  his  dodged  viaaffe  and  ferooions  eye,  to  be  Bandolo 
the  Bravo,  who  resided  in  &e  Plaaa  Mayor,  and  who,  for  ten 
pistoles,  would  strike  him  or  me^  or  any  man  dead,  on  ^  first 
secret  opportunity." 

Having  just  eome  fiK>ra  our  native  land,  where  assassination  was 
nnknown,  and  where  brave  men  settled  all  their  disputes  fairly 
by  their  swords^  and  idways  sheathed  them  on  tiie  first  blood 
being  drawn,  we  were  as  much  astonished  bv  this  dark  recital  as 
two  peaee^l  Holsteiners  who  were  sipping  skeidam  and  water  in 
a  eomer  of  the  tavern,  and  who  set  down  tneir  green  crystal  onps 
to  listen. 

<*  And  Plradentia  is  sister  of  this  ruffian  F" 

"  The  great  fianddlo,"  said  Frits,  laughing.  '*  I  dare  say  the 
little  dancer  thinks  it  is  quite  an  honour  to  be  the  sister  of  so 
ft.mou8  a  man ;  for  there  are  some  who  deem  it  better  to  be 
famed  for  bad  deeds  than  not  have  fame  at  all." 

"I'll  tell  you  a  story,"  said  the  baron.  ''Two  gentleman  of 
Naples — a  cavalier  and  a  knight  of  Malta*«Hiuarrelled  s  and, 
according  to  the  detestable  practice  of  Italy,  eacn  sent  privately, 
offering  a  hundred  pistoles,  to  Bandolo,  and  requesting  hun  to 
dispose  of  the  other.  The  messenger  of  the  cavalier  came  first ; 
the  second  was  the  knight  of  Malta,  whom  Bandolo  poniarded 
just  as  he  was  paying  down  the  hundredth  pistole*  and  he  fell 
dead  over  the  table. 

**  The  bravo  wiped  his  poniard,  swept  the  money  into  his  purse, 
and  hurried  away  to  the  cavalier,  his  first  employer,  to  relate  that 
his  enemy  was  dead. 

"  *  I  greatly  commend  your  deitterity,  my  worthy  friend,  Ban- 
dolo,' said  the  cavalier,  imtyipg  his  purse  from  his  girdle  i  '  you 
are  quite  master  of  your  noble  profession !' 

'< '  Si,  seiior,'  replied  the  Spaniard  i  '  all  who  do  me  the  fkvour 
to  emplov  me,  find  me  punctual ;  for  I  am  an  old  Gastilian»  and 
a  man  of  honour,  whom  my  father-Hi  prinoe  of  bravoes  before 
me-— trained  up  in  the  way  I  should  go ;  and  to  convince  you, 
sefior  Oavalier,  that  I  will  not  fbrfeit  that  transmitted  honour,  I 
must  mention  that  the  knight  of  Malta,  whom  I  have  just  sent  to 
the  company  of  the  saints,  gave  me  a  hundred  pistoies  to  make 
an  end  of  you* 

'* '  But  he  is  dead,  and  cannot  call  you  to  account  for  not  ful- 
filling your  pledge,'   replied  the  cavalier,  overcome  with  terror. 

"  *  Gfrue,  seiior,'  saia  Bandolo,  with  a  profound  bow  5  *  but  I 
am  too  honourable  a  bravo  to  break  my  promise.  Ezonae  me, 
iUustrissimo,  but  you  must— ite  /'  and  with  these  words  he  bnned 
is  poniard  in  the  other's  breast. 
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"The  caralier  lived  ooly  to  relate  this  story,  and  in  less  than 
ten  minates  expired ;  but  by  that  time  Bandolo  was  beyond  the 
vails  of  Naples." 

"He  was  hanged  afterwards,  of  course  F" 

"Handed?  Oh!  not  at  dl.  He  is  now  said  to  be  with  the 
Imperiaiists,  attached  to  the  suite  of  a  Spanish  general  of  Fer- 
dinand, and  no  doubt  his  sister  has  gone  to  join  him ;  for  it 
would  be  a  thousand  pities  that  a  pair  so  worthy  should  be 
sewrated." 

Much,  or  nearly  all,  that  the  baron  said,  was  totally  incom- 
prehensible to  Ian ;  but  I  translated  the  anecdote  as  we  walked 
osek  to  the  Plats,  aad  I  also  imparted  to  him,  in  seereey,  my 
sight  adventure  witi^  Prudentia,  showed  him  the  ehain  of  tiia 
St^to-Imperialist,  axxd  hinted  my  suspicions  that  she,  and  per* 
1^  the  Hausmeister,  were  the  spies  refeired  to  by  thie  goremor 
iflhifl  orden  to  the  gsards. 

"  Ton  know,"  I  oonoluded,  **  that  we  have  nore  than  once 
Heard  this  seeming  G«man  swear  in  very  good  Spanish/' 

"  Stay— a  tiiought  strikes  me.  Dioul !  if  it  should  be  the 
CMeP" 

"  WhatP"    A  fierce  gleam  shot  over  laa's  dark  eyes. 

^  That  this  Otto  may  be  the  brother  of  Prudentia^the  bravo 
to  whom  the  baron  referred." 

Hj  heart  leaped  at  the  idea  of  having  an  enemy  so  aubtle,  so 
lerociotu,  so  blood-stained,  and  terrible. 

.  "Impossible!"  said  I;  "how— t^t  fiend  Bandolo  residing 
Bi  Glii^tadt,  a  sleek,  fat,  and  well-fed  bunrher,  with  wide 
breeches  and  a  pipe,«  thorough  Holsteiner  to  all  appearance ;  a 
man  trusted  by  the  governor — ^a  man  who  is  to  guide  the  troops 
of  King  Ckristian  against  some  of  the  German  castles  and  barrier 
t<^8r  Oh!  it  is  impossible,  Ian*--besides,  whoever  saw  a  bravo 
^itii  so  prodigioas  a  paunch  P" 

"PemapB  so,"  said  Ian,  doubtfully;  for  a  paunch  is  oon^ 
ndered  a  curse  inflicted  for  evil  among  the  clansmen.  **  But, 
^>^  God !  we  leave  Glii<^stadt  to-morrow ;  and  then  we  shall 
mt  other  work  than  idling  here,  marching  and  countermarolu 
^.u  a  apeetaole  fbr  fat  burghers  and  market  wenehes,  drinking 
^dam  and  Bantsio  beer,  aad  breatiiinff  the  thick  air  of  Uiese 
^ay  vwumps  s  and  when  we  do  meet  me  Imperiatists,  Philip 
Mo— those  boasting  Spaniards  and  victorious  Austrians, 
^tinued  my  enthusiastic  cousin,  throwing  up  his  bonnet,  "  let 
^  not  forget  to  shout*-' Hoigh !  Clanna  nan  Gael,  an  guiUan  a 
cliielel'"t 

*  Clans  of  the  GaSl,  aUoolder  to  ^boulder : 
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CHAPTEE  XVI. 

THE  SCOTTISH  8TANDABD. 

The  pale  dawn  was  glimmering  on  the  misty  waters  of  the  Elbe, 
and  tne  storks  were  flapping  their  dewy  wings  on  tiie  steep  gables 
and  fantastic  chimney-tops,  when  onr  pipers  in  the  Biirger-platz 
blew  lond  and  shrill  the  pibroch  of  Mackay.  Hoarse  and  fierce, 
and  wild  and  wailing,  by  turns  it  rang  in  the  echoing  streets 
"  The  white  banner  of  Ulan  Aiodh"  that  martial  air  which  so 
often  has  summoned  the  tribes  of  Strathnaver  to  battle  and 
victory ;  and,  from  every  street  and  alley,  our  men  came  forth 
in  marching  order  to  the  Place  of  Arms.  There  the  colours  were 
unfurled,  and  Sir  Donald,  sheathed  in  his  bright  armour,  sat  on 
horseback  with  his  sword  drawn. 

The  fifteen  companies  of  Highlanders  fell  quickly  into  their 
ranks ;  the  musketeers  in  the  centre  with  the  colours,  the  pikes 
on  the  flanks — ^the  drums,  fifes,  and  pipes  on  the  right  of  the  line. 
Nothing  military  could  surpass  the  splendid  aud  imposing  aspect 
of  the  regiment  of  Strathnaver,  as  it  appeared  unaer  arms  that 
morning  in  the  BUrger-platz  of  GlUckstadt ;  for,  to  the  martial 
bearing  and  peculiar  ^arb  of  the  Scottish  clansmen,  our  soldiers 
now  united  tnat  steadmess,  and  strict  unity  of  movement,  which 
disciplined  troops  alone  possess.  On  that  morning  I  carried  the 
banner  of  the  chief;  my  post  was  in  the  centre,  and  with  pride  I 
glanced  towards  the  Aauks  of  that  long  and  stately  line.  The 
bright  musket-barrels,  the  keen  pike-neads  furnisned  by  the 
armourers  of  Glasgow,  and  the  polished  headpieces,  were  glitter- 
ing in  the  morning  sun,  but  motionless  as  the  rough  hairy  spor- 
rans, the  bare  knees,  and  gartered  hose ;  the  banners,  plumes, 
and  tartans,  alone  rustled  in  the  morning  wind — ^those  darL  green 
tartans  which  my  brave  comrades  were  soon  to  dye  in  the  best 
blood  of  the  Imperialists. 

On  horseback,  and  muffled  in  a  mantle.  Otto  Boskilde  passed 
down  the  line  towards  the  gate  of  the  town ;  he  had  pbtols  at 
the  front  of  his  saddle,  and  a  portmanteau  behind  it,  for  travel- 
ling ;  as  in  his  quality  of  ^ide,  or  general  informer,  he  was  to 
repair  with  us  to  Xing  Christian's  heiul-quarters.  Whatever  my 
secret  suspicions  might  be,  I  had  as  yet  no  reason  to  divalge 
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them,  or  to  defame  tHe  accredited  guide  of  tlie  king ;  and  indeed 
I  could  not  do  so,  without  the  acknowledgment  of  having  in 
person  somewhat  contravened  the  orders  of  the  governor,  Sir 
David  Dmmmond. 

"  Herr  Otto,  your  servant,"  said  I,  politely,  as  he  passed  me ; 
"  I  trust  you  have  suffered  but  little  annoyance  from  your 
wound." 

"  Until  you  spoke— none,"  said  he,  a  deep  smile  on  his  tiger- 
like mouth.  Offended  by  his  brevity,  I  gazed  sternly  at  him, 
for  there  was  something  striking,  if  not  terrible,  in  the  fierce 
smile  with  which  he  honoured  me.  It  was  as  deceitful  and 
Satanic  as  such  grey  eyes  as  his  could  assume.  "  But  have 
Spaniards  ever  grey  eyes  P"  thought  I ;  "  can  this  indeed  be  that 
frightful  Bandoto,  of  whom  the  baron  spoke  P  his  sister's  eyes 
were  so  beautiful " 

The  order  to  march  cut  short  my  reflections.  Ten  shrill  fifes 
and  ten  drums  struck  up  merrily  me  famous  "  Scottish  march ;" 
pikes,  banners,  and  musKcts  were  sloped  in  the  sun,  and  in  broEid 
sections  we  poured  through  the  streets  and  fortifications  of 
Gliiekstadt,  the  houses,  bridges,  and  casemated  ramparts  of 
which  gave  back  the  tread  of  our  marching  feet,  the  rat-tat-tat 
of  the  drums,  and  the  sharp  note  of  the  fi^s,  with  a  thousand 
reverberations,  as  we  marched  towards  the  Stor.  This  was  not 
in  the  direction  of  the  Imperialists ;  but  there  King  Christian 
had  planted  his  royal  standard,  and  appointed  the  rendezvous  of 
his  troops. 

It  was  but  an  easy  day's  march  distant  from  Gliiekstadt,  over 
a  flat  country ;  for  the  little  duchy  of  Holstein,  which  unites  the 
mainland  of  Denmark  to  the  great  continent  of  Germany,  is 
almost  level.  The  land  seemed  nowhere  to  possess  what  we 
Scots  call  a  military  aspect;  there  were  few  or  no  positions 
whereon  the  inhabitants  might  meet  or  repel  invaders,  yet  the 
Holsteiners  are  brave  men.  The  flatness  of  the  country  wearied 
us ;  we  would  have  given  the  world  for  a  glimpse  of  a  mountain  $ 
and  1  frequently  heard  our  hill-climbing  clansmen  marvelling 
how,  when  the  country  was  made,  the  mountains  were  forgotten. 
The  road  lay  straight  before  us,  bounded  either  by  heath,  or 
cultiTated  fields,  or  by  meadows,  where  enormously  fat  cattle 
were  browsing ;  and  from  whence  the  pretty  dairymaids,  clad  in 
short  petticoats  of  broad-striped  red  and  yellow  stuff,  with  braided 
hair  and  hats  of  plaited  straw,  shading  their  blooming  faces,  ran 
off  afl  we  approached,  being  scared  either  by  a  rustic  terror  of 
soldiers,  or  the  foreign  aspect  of  our  tartan  garb.  Thatched 
farms,  shaded  by  pale  green  weeping  willows,  dose-clipped 
hedgerows,  or  low  stone  dykes,  succeeded  each  other  in  mo- 
notonous succession;  here  and  there  rose  grassy  hillocks,  with 
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reedy  tarns  of  green  and  turgid  water  between  them,  or  occa- 
flional  thickets  oi  be^ch,  where  the  summer  birds  were  singing; 
but  though  there  was  little  wood  generally,  there  were  abundance 
of  wild-roses,  which  flourished  by  the  wayside,  and  soented  the 
balmy  air. 

There  were  no  tremendous  rocks  like  the  Sutors  o£  Cromartie, 
hurling  the  waves  of  ocean  back  upon  themselves ;  no  deep  or 
savage  glens»  like  Sulbhein  in  Assynt ;  no  sheets  of  foam  roIliDg 
in  thunder  over  a  precipice,  like  the  torrent  of  Foyers ;  no  vast 
forests  like  those  of  the  Grants  $  no  fierce  streams  like  the  Spej 
and  the  Fiddich ;  and  no  vast  lakes  like  those  inland  seas  tnat 
lie  in  the  great  Glen  of  Albyn  $  but  everything  was  like  the  fat 
burghers  of  Hamburg  and  liiibeck,  or  the  twen^-breaohed  boors 
of  the  Low  Countries — ^flat  and  sleepy,  quiet  ana  insipid. 

About  mid-day  we  crossed  the  »tor,  and  entered  Itshoe,  a 
small  trading  town,  which  lies  at  the  foot  of  a  gentle  eminence, 
defended  by  a  small  castle,  on  which  we  saw  the  royal  standard 
with  the  hearts  and  lions  of  Denmark  flying,  annoonoiag  that 
King  Christian  resided  there. 

We  found  the  little  town  crowded  by  his  troops — the  streets 
encumbered  by  artillery,  powder  and  baggage  waggons  $  the 
churches  and  houses  were  ntled  with  troops ;  others  were  bivou- 
acked in  the  flelds  along  the  bank  of  the  river,  and  on  our 
approach  grest  numbers  of  our  countrymen,  who  served  under 
the  Danish  banner,  came  forth  to  meet  us^  for  in  the  army, 
which  mustered  about  twenty-five  thousand,  there  were  not  less 
than  twelve  thousand  Scots,  meluding  officers.  Lord  Nithsdale's 
three  regiments  consisted  each  of  three  thousand  men ;  Sir  James 
Leslie's  and  ours  made  two  thousand  more;  and  there  were 
more  than  one  thousand  Scottish  cavaliers,  all  officers,  who  led 
or  served  in  the  regiments,  of  German  Beitres,  Danisk  Pikes, 
and  the  Count  de  Montgomerie's  French  Musketeers,  many  of 
whom  I  shall  have  occasion  to  mention  in  the  course  of  my 
adventures. 

On  the  very  day  after  our  joining  the  main  sarmy,  we  were 
nearly  involved  in  a  quarrel  with  the  king,  whieh,  by  disgusting 
his  Scottish  auxiharie s,  might  have  ended  all  his  projects  of  con- 
quest, and  caused  his  forces  to  melt  away. 

Christian  IV.,  the  hero  of  Denmark,  the  brother-in-law  of  our 
late  £ing  James  TI.^  and  uncle  of  King  Charles  I.»  was  a  ^allantr 
soldier,  then  esteemed  no  way  infetier  in  personal  quidities  or 
reputation  to  his  rival,  the  great  star  of  the  Korth,  Gustavos 
AaolphUB ;  but  far  his  superior  in  military  pride  and  keen  desire 
lor  fame,  tinder  his  active  government,  I)enmark  had  risen  in 
importance,  and,  after  her  separation  from  Sweden,  had  acquired 
a  powerful  navy,  a  brave  and  w^*disciplined  armyi  a  weU^curdered 


OB,  THE  SGOVnSH  ItUSKETEEBS.  91 

excliequer,  and  sneli  prosperity  as  iho  ae^er  coold  haTe  pOMessed 
in  the  days  of  her  union ;  for  an  ancient  kingdom,  which  pos- 
sesaes  national  iastitutionB,  should  nerer  surrender  th^n  while 
the  sword  can  maintaia  them,  and  never  place  itself  at  the  mercy 
of  another;  and  right  |;lad  was  I  to  see  that  my  own  native 
Scotland  remember^  this,  when,  in  1606,  King  James  insidiooaly 
projected  his  incorporating  union,  which  was  happily  baffied  by 
the  true  patriots  of  the  time,  as  I  hope  a^^ession  will  always  be 
baffled  and  repelled  by  their  posterity,  lest  we  become  a  province 
of  the  sonthem  kingdom. 

^Enfeebled  by  its  unnatural  union,  Denmark,  when  once  free 
of  Sweden,  began  to  assume  a  high  place  in  the  scale  of  European 
nations ;  and  though  the  proud  and  haughty  Christian  eould  not 
surrender  his  claim  to  the  Swedish  crown,  and  while  the  Swedes 
^oried  in  their  freedom,  so  recently  acquired  under  Qustavus 
Vaaa»  boih  Christian  aad  Gustavus  Adolj^us  saw  that  the  clouds 
of  battle  were  gathering  on  the  German  frontier,  that  the  da^ 
was  at  hand  when  they  would  be  compelled  to  absndon  their 
national  quarrel  and  petty  jealousies,  and  fbr  common  safety  to 
unite  iheir  arms  against  the  skill  of  Tilly,  the  courage  of  Wallen* 
stein»  and  the  vast  power  of  the  Empire.  A  treaty  of  peace 
between  Christian  and  Gustavus  had  been  completed  at  Copen- 
hagen on  the  aoth  January,  1613,  principally  by  the  mediation 
of  onr  king,  James  Yl. ;  but  the  approach  of  external  danger 
had  only  smothered  for  a  time  the  dispute  of  the  northern  kings. 

To  return :  On  the  day  after  our  reaching  the  head«qt^arters  at 
Itzboe,  we  were  reviewed  by  the  king,  who  ordered  Sir  Donald 
"  to  draw  up  the  regiment  in  battaglia,"  on  the  pUm  before  the 
gates  of  the  town.  The  day  was  beautiful;  thin  as  gauae,  a  pale 
haze  curled  up  from  the  banks  of  the  Stor,  and  the  sun  shone 
brightly  on  the  quaint  old  town  and  older  castle  of  It^hoe. 

Dunbar,  oxur  sergeant-major,  a  brave  old  cavalier  who  had 
served  in  the  Scottish  Horse  Guards  under  Sir  Andrew  Kerr  of 
Phcmiherst,  drew  un  the  rejjiment  in  line,  with  colours  and 
pikes  in  the  centre  ^  nve  hundred  musketeers,  with  the  drums, 
being  on  the  left  flank ;  and  five  hundred  more,  with  the  pipeB» 
being  on  the  right :  the  ranks  were  three  deep. 

Accompanied  by  the  Earl  of  Nithsdale,  the  Lord  Spynie,  the 
Latrd  of  Murkle,  the  Baron  of  Klosterfiord,  and  various  nobles 
and  colonels,  all  bravely  mounted  and  tieklj  accoutred,  King 
Christian  approached,  and  we  received  him  with  the  highest 
honoonl  i  our  pipes  playing  a  salute,  our  drums  beating  the  point 
of  war»  the  colours  drooping,  the  oncers  in  front ;  while  the 
whole  line  presented  their  pikes  and  muskets,  according  to  the 
forms  which  have  come  down  to  us  from  the  chivalry  of  the  olden 
time. 
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Leaving  at  some  distance  behind  the  brilliant  cavalcade  wbicli 
accompanied  him,  the  king — a  brave  monarch,  who  had  been 
almost  riddled  hj  bnllets,  and  had  more  sword-cuts  in  his  body 
than  slashes  in  his  doublet — ^rode  slowly  forward,  and  saluted  the 
whole  regiment  by  uncoverine  his  head.  He  wore  a  suit  of  the 
richest  blue  Utrecht  Telret  laced  with  gold,  a  crimson  cloak  of 
Danish  silk,  and  long  Swedish  leather  gloves.  Everything  about 
him  was  magnificent.  (In  1621,  Christian  was  rich  enough  to  be 
able  to  lend  King  James  YI.  a  hundred  thousand  thalers.) 
Around  his  neck  hung  a  gold  chain,  like  the  cateUa  of  the 
Bomans,  and  he  wore  a  magnificent  gold  scarf.  His  countenance 
was  open,  manly,  frank,  and  ruddy ;  having  a  thick  red  mustache, 
and  a  clear  blue  eye.  His  horse  was  richly  caparisoned  in  the 
Danish  colours,  having  the  leopard  passant  in  the  comers  of  the 
saddlecloth, -and  achamfrain  made  of  thick  leather,  boiled  and 
prepared  to  encase  the  charger's  head,  under  the  bridle,  which 
was  thickly  covered  with  gold-headed  studs. 

Our  good  regiment  of  otrathnaver,  afterwards  known  as  **  the 
Scottish  Invincibles,"  being  a  Highland  battalion,  was  viewed  by 
his  majesty  with  marked  attention.  He  rode  slowly  down  the 
front,  and  up  the  rear  to  the  right  flank,  where  he  acquainted  Sir 
Donald  with  his  wish,  that  we  should  march  past  him  in  revieTf: 
order.  The  whole  line  then  fell  back  by  companies,*  and  marched 
past  with  pipes  playing  and  drums  beating,  colours  flying,  pikei 
advanced  and  matches  lighted.  A  burst  of  applause  came  from 
our  Lowland  countrymen,  who,  as  well  as  the  Danes,  crowded 
from  their  cantonments  to  behold  us.  Now  came  the  quarrel 
already  referred  to. 

The  review  being  over,  our  colonel.  Sir  Donald  Mackay,  hii 
two  majors.  Sergeant-major  Dunbar,  and  all  the  officers,  wer^ 
summoned  to  the  front,  that  they  might  kiss  the  hand  of  hif 
majesty,  who  expressed  surprise  at  the  fashion  of  our  colours,  and 
required  that  we  should  place  the  Danish  cross  above  that  of  St; 
Andrew! 

'*  May  it  please  your  majesty  to  excuse  our  compliance  witl 
this  order,"  replied  Sir  Donald,  concealing  his  indignation  undei 
a  calm  exterior ;  "  for  we  cannot  impose  the  Danish  cross  oi 
Scottish  colours  without  failing  in  our  duty  and  aUegiance  to  hi 
majesty  Charles  I.  as  king  of  Scotland ;  and  sure  I  am  that  a| 
these  cavaliers,  my  officers,  will  agree  with  me.  What  is  yon 
opinion,  Dunbar  P" 

"  Swords  and  pikes !"  grumbled  the  old  fellow  under  his  thicj 
mustache;  "we  cannot  carry  the  Danish  cross  without  ^'^ 
honour." 

*  He  means,  broke  into  open  eolnmn. 
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"  DiBhoDOur  !'^  reiterated  the  kin^,  flushing  with  paBsion  and 
raising  his  baton,  but  immediately  lowering  it  on  perceiying  that 
the  gaontleted  hand  of  Dunbar  sought  the  hilt  of  his  daymore. 

"I  mean,  dishonour  to  ourselves  as  Scotsmen/'  continued 
Dunbar,  willing  to  palliate  his  bluntness ;  "  for  a  superiority  of 
Denmark  over  our  native  country  would  thereby  be  implied." 

"Bat you  serve  Denmark,  not  Scotland;  and  Denmark  has 
given  both  kmgs  and  laws  to  England,"  replied  the  kinff,  who 
wished  that  the  Scots,  like  all  his  other  auxiliaries,  French  and 
Germans,  should  carry  the  Danish  colours,  that  aU  their  valour 
and  achievements  might  accrue  to  the  glory  of  Denmark ;  but  it 
was  somewhat  unfortunate  for  his  project  that  he  commenced 
with  our  regiment.  The  officers  looked  at  each  Other  darkly 
under  the  peaks  of  their  helmets ;  bit  their  gloves,  and  whispered 
together.  "Gentlemen,"  resumed  the  king,  with  increasing 
anger ;  *'  excuse  me  if  I  do  not  perceive  the  justice  of  your  objec- 
tions." 

"  I  trust  your  majesty  will  understand,"  replied  Sir  Donald, 
with  the  utmost  firmness  and  respect,  "  that  it  would  ill  become 
^,  as  subjects  of  the  Scottish  crown,  to  put  foreign  badges  on 
these  our  native  colours,  which  for  ages  our  forefathers  have 
lorne  without  stain  and  without  dishonour ;  since  that  day  when 
tile  Scottish  host,  arrayed  in  battle  against  the  Saxon  kings  of 
the  Heptarchy,  saw  the  cross  of  the  blessed  St.  Andrew  span  the 
iioonday  sky  above  their  lines.  We  cannot  here  acknowledge  a 
•Qperiority,  which,  since  the  beginning  of  record,  no  country  ever 
possessed  over  ours ;  for  even  so  early  as  the  siege  of  Jerusalem, 
Hegisippns  introduceth  Josephus  as  saying,  when  endeavouring 
to  dissuade  the  Jews  from  a  war  with  the  Aomans,  *  Scotia  qua 
^ris  nihil  debet,*  &c.,  which  meaneth,  that  *  even  Scotland,  which 
is  independent  of  the  whole  earth/  was  afraid  of  Bome." 

"  But  therein  I  hold  Hegisippus  to  be  a  foul  liar,  and  Josephus 
Miother,"  grumbled  our  stout  sergeant-major ;  "  for  our  auld 
Mother  Scotland  was  never  afraid  as  long  as  she  had  claws  to 
scratch  wi*,  as  I  will  maintain  body  for  body,  on  foot  or  on  horse- 
back, against  any  man  in  all  Denmark." 


A  murmur  of  applause  rose  from  our  officers. 
"  Air  Muire  I  it  is  well  said,  thou  b 


brave  Dunbar,"  said  Ian, 

tapping  the  old  officer*  on  the  shoulder,  and  shaking  the  lofty 
^le's  plume  that  adorned  his  own  helmet ;  "  DiouX  t  it  would 
^  altogether  an  intolerable  thing  if  we,  the  descendants  of 
Aose  brave  Scots  whom  the  Danes  could  never  conquer,  and  by 
»hom  they  were  overthrown  at  Luncarty,  and  in  twenty  other 

'  Sergeant-m^jor  in  those  days  meant  adjatant.    See  note  oonoeiniog  the 
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battiefl,  ihonld  condescend  to  etary  their  red  cross  on  our  blue 
bftniierii." 

Finding  that  he  had  such  intractable  spirits  to  deal  with,  the 
king  concealed  his  anger,  and  relinquished  his  project  for  the 
present.  We  carried  onr  blue  national  flag  with  its  white  cross 
against  the  Imperialists,  without  imposition  or  alteration ;  and, 
bj  tnj  soul !  thej  soon  learned  unoer  which  cross  it  was — the 
Scottish  or  Danish — ^that  most  heads  were  broken ;  but  the  king 
did  ndt  readilj  forget  the  ftffiront  we  had  given  him. 


CHAPTER  XVn. 

tttB  SCOKGX  OV  BOITZSNBUBO. 

On  the  day  immediately  after  the  review,  Sir  Donald,  with  seven 
companies  of  the  re^ment,  was  ordered  to  cross  the  Elbe,  leave 
two  companies  at  Stade,  jand  march  towards  the  Weser,  where 
he  joined  the  troops  of  that  valiant  Welsh  veteran,  ofd  General 
Morgan,  who  with  four  strong  battalions  lay  above  Bremen, 
watching  the  Imperialists.  £ing  Christian  was  determined  we 
should  snfler  in  detail,  and  suffer  sorely,  for  our  stubborn  pride 
ii^  the  afiair  of  the  colours ;  thus,  while  the  main  body  of  the 
Danish  army  occupied  Stade,  the  second  city  in  the  duchy  of 
Bremen,  our  company  of  M'Farquhars,  with  the  wing  of  the 
regiment  under  the  major,  marched  to  Lauenbur^,  the  capital  of 
a  duke  who  there  levies  a  toU  upon  the  Elbe.  There  the  colonel 
joined  us  with  one  company  from  the  Weser,  leaving  the  other 
four  to  defend  Boitzenburg,  for  which  place  Ian  was  ordered  to 
march  the  M'Farquhars  with  all  speed,  as  Sergeant-major  Dunbar 
was  to  be  assailed  by  the  Imperialists  under  the  famous  Count  o{ 
Carlstein,  who,  with  Tilly  and  the  main  army,  was  pressing  for- 
ward, to  drive  back  aU  the  outposts  of  the  ftotestant  king,  to 
penetrate  into  Holstein  and  the  Danish  isles.  On  these  marches 
our  Bpldiers  behaved  with  admirable  order ;  there  was  no  maraud- 
ing, for  though  their  pay  was  small,  our  poor  Highlanders  were 
moderate  in  their  desires.  Each  carried  a  small  havres&ok  &led 
with  Hamburg  meal,  and  a  Kttle  of  that  mixed  in  water,  morning 
and  evening,  contented  them.  The  ability  with  which  they  coul 
endure  lon^  abstinence  and  hard  marching  is  remarkable ;  for  i 
the  olden  tmie  the  Celtic  huntsman  took  but  one  meal  in  the  da 
—his  diot  mhor.  But  there  was  a  Lowland  pikeman,  Dand 
Dreghom,  who,  being  unable  to  practice  such  abstinence,  foun 
himself  impelled  to  swallow  a  wnole  bowl  of  cream,  in  a  certai 
dorpe  tiurough  which  we  passed ;  for  this  he  was  ordered  to  rud 
the  ^untlet,  and  that  no  taiat  of  degradation  from  the  stripes 
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might  t'emain,  I  was  reqaifed  (according  to  the  castom  of  war)  to 
wave  thrioe  the  enaign  of  6t.  Andrew  above  hia  head. 

It  waa  about  the  aanset  of  an  evening  in  the  middle  of  JvAj, 
1627,  whai  we  approached  Boiteenbai^,  which  ia  a  amaA  town  of 
Mecklenbnrg-Scnwerin,  pleasantly  situated  at  ihe  junction  of  the 
Boitze  with  tilie  £lbe»  the  passage  of  which  we  were  to  defend 
af^ainst  the  Imperialists,  until  the  last  man  of  us  had  kissed  tiM 
sod,  for  so  were  our  orders  worded. 

A  yaat  force  under  Tillj  was  approaohing  Denmark  from  the 
eentre  of  G-ermanj,  and  one  of  tkose  columns,  destin^  to  past 
tiie  Elbe  and  Weser,  under  the  great  Count  of  Carlstein,  was 
marohing  directly  upon  the  point  we  were  to  bar.  As  the  count 
was  determined  at  all  risks  to  pass  tiie  stream^  our  somewhat 
forlorn  duty  was  destined  to  be  hard  and  hasardous ;  but  the 
iffiur  of  the  Golou]^  still  rankled  in  the  mind  of  King  Christian^ 
and  he  had  resolved,  and  even  said  to  Lord  Mthsdale,  that  *'  tha 
T^^ent  of  Stnthnaver  should  pay  dearly  for  its  Scottish 
pride  r 

As  we  approached  the  town,  which  was  surrounded  by  a  wall, 
the  gates  were  shut»  and  altiiough  our  eomrades  who  occupied 
the  place  knew  us  right  well  by  our  tartans,  and  the  sound  of  our 
pipe,  which  was  playing  B&audck  na  Broi^e,  according  to  the 
custom  of  war,  observed  in  all  forts  on  the  approach  of  armed 
parties,  they  closed  their  bamers,  turned  out  their  guards,  and 
on  our  halting  at  a  hundred  paces  distant,  sent  forward  an  officer. 
This  cavalier,  who  proved  to  be  John  Learmonth  of  BalcomiO) 
the  senior  c^tain  of  our  pikes,  asked,  swoid  in  hand — 

"  What  troops  are  these  ?" 

"M'Farquhar's  company  of  the  regiment  of  Strathnaver,  in 
the  service  of  his  Danisn  majesty,"  said  Ian. 

"  You  may  enter,  gentlemen,    replied  Learmonth. 

Then  we  shook  hands ;  the  gates  were  opened,  the  piper  again 
itmck  up,  and  we  marched  into  Boitzenburg,  where  four  huncbred 
of  our  comrades  received  us  with  a  true  Highland  weioome. 

Old  Dunbar^  our  sergeant-major,  had  every  qualification  fw  a 
Mmmander.  Well  versed  in  all  the  theories^  as  wiell  as  the 
itemer  practice  of  wa]%  he  had  left  nothing  undone  that  would 
enable  hm  to  defend  his  post  hke  a  man  of  honour ;  a  soldier  by 
ace  and  name  (for  he  was  one  of  the  Dunbars  of  Dyke,  in  thia 
nship  of  Spynie),  to  his  natural  and  acquired  talents  he  added 
IsoQiia  judgment,  a  strong  mind,  and  the  bravery  of  a  lion,  witJi 
Ae  form  and  the  heroism  of  a  WaUace ;  and  withal  his  disposi- 
^  was  mild  and  gentle.  He  issued  few  orders,  but  these  wert 
iways  marked  by  brevity,  and  obeyed  witii  alacrity ;  and,  as 
ftese  orders  were  never  uimecessary,  they  were  fulfilled  with  tka 
tet  nedect  rdionca  upon  his  sagamty  and  courage. 

02 
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Passing  througli  the  town,  we  crossed  the  river  by  a  bridge, 
and  took  up  our  quarters  in  a  strong  sconce,  which  iJonbar  had 
erected  on  the  Luneburg  side,  and  which,  with  the  assistance  of 
Captain  Learmonth  (who  acted  as  his  trench-master  or  engineer), 
haa  been  flanked  out  in  such  a  manner  that,  with  twenty  pieces 
of  cannon,  it  swept  the  river  above  and  below  the  bridge,  the 
centre  of  which  he  had  carefully  undermined  to  cover  our  retreat, 
in  case  we  should  have  to  retire. 

The  bastions  of  this  redoubt  were  of  earth,  faced  up  with 
smooth  turf,  the  embrasures  being  well  splayed  out  to  afford  a 
range  for  our  culverins ;  the  front  was  high  and  based  with  stone, 
as  a  prettv  deep  graff  was  dug  round  them,  and  filled  by  water 
from  the  Elbe.  Within  these  defences  were  several  sulistantial 
stone  houses,  which  by  good  fortune  stood  there  before  the  war, 
so  that  we  were  very  comfortably  quartered;  and  as  all  the 
country  to  the  southward  had  been  laid  under  contribution,  we 
had  a  good  store  of  bread,  beer,  bacon,  cattle,  with  fodder  for 
them,  not  forgetting  several  kegs  of  skeidam,  and  low  country 
wine. 

The  town  of  Boitzenburg  had  been  long  before  abandoned  hj 
its  inhabitants,  who  fled  with  their  most  valuable  effects  at  the 
approach  of  the  Imperialists ;  thus  while  doors,  windows,  and 
floors  were  to  be  had  for  the  mere  trouble  of  carrying  them  away, 
we  had  no  lack  of  fuel,  and  laid  up  a  great  store  for  the  double 
purpose  of  supplying  ourselves  and  burning  the  place  if  com- 
pelled to  abandon  it.  The  evening  of  the  third  day  was  just 
closing,  and  the  broad,  yellow,  and  lurid  sun  was  shedding  his 
farewell  rays  along  the  waveless  bosom  of  the  Elbe,  on  one  side 
throwing  into  deep  shadow  the  walls  of  the  town,  the  arches  of 
the  bridge,  and  the  ramparts  of  our  redoubt,  while  the  other  side 
was  all  bathed,  as  in  a  deluge  of  warm  light,  when  one  of  our 
sentinels  (Gillian  M*Bane)  fired  his  musket,  and  announced  the 
approach  of  the  Imperialists. 

The  report  of  that  musket  made  every  heart  leap.  The  dram 
beat  hoarse  and  rapidlv !  From  the  desolate  town  our  stragglers 
hurried  into  the  redoubt ;  the  sluice  which  fed  the  wet  dit(m  was 
opened ;  the  klinket  of  the  palisades  was  closed  and  barricaded  j 
the  cannon  were  run  back  and  double  shotted ;  we  stood  to  oui 
arms,  hoisted  the  Danish  colours,  but  placed  our  own  Scottisil 
ensign  on  the  highest  parapet,  and  with  the  last  gleam  of  sunse) 
saw  the  enemy  debouching  heavily  in  column,  among  clouds  o| 
dust  from  the  Ileinsdorf  r^,  and  from  the  green  woods  and  us 
dulations  of  the  fertile  countiy. 

With  his  helmet  open,  and  a  grim  expression  on  hia  bean 
face,  old  Dunbar  was  observing  mem  closely  through  his  G-ali 
^lass  as  they  poured  ^long-^the  musketeers,  in  buff  coats 
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steel  caps,  inarching  with  matches  lighted  aud  their  rests  slane 
to  their  sword-belts,  the  pikemen  well  armed  in  back,  breast,  and 
head-pieces,  with  tassettes  to  cover  their  thighs,  and  the  horse- 
men in  complete  mail,  with  swords,  calivers  and  dend-lances ; 
six  pieces  of  cannon,  and  a  howitzer  for  throwing  shells — a  new 
invention  of  that  great  warrior,  Ernest  Count  of  Mansfeldt,  that 
prince  of  soldiers  of  fortune,  and  champion  of  the  Queen  of 
bohemia,  for  in  many  a  bloody  field  he  bore  her  glove  upon  his 
helmet. 

"  Swords  and  pikes  !'*  said  Dunbar,  closing  his  elass  sharply; 
"  there  ore  ten  thousand  men  under  yonder  blue  oanner,  not  a 
helmet  less,  and  we  have  here  but  five  hundred  true  Scottish 
hearts  to  make  good  the  sconce  against  them !" 

They  halted,  but  beyond  cannon  shot,  their  infantry  remaining 
in  dense  column,  with  the  horse  on  their  flanks  and  the  artiUery 
in  front ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  after  we  saw  an  officer,  with  a 
white  flag  displayed  from  his  demi-lance,  ride  forward  accom- 
panied by  a  trumpeter,  who  sounded  a  parley. 

"  iBnsign  Bollo, '  said  Dunbar  to  me ;  "you  know  something 
of  scholar-craft,  and  speak  other  tongues  tlum  our  auld  mither 
Scots,  take  a  stout  fellow  with  you — go  forth,  and  learn  what 
yonder  gay  galliard  requires  of  us." 

Pleased  with  this  opportunit;jr,  and  proud  of  the  selection 
among  so  many  men  of^good  birth  and  acknowledged  valour,  I 
sununoned  Fhadrig  and  Lilian,  gave  a  last  look  to  the  clasps  of 
my  harness  and  the  locks  of  my  pistols,  drew  my  sword,  and 
leaving  the  sconce  by  a  private  IdinKet,  deliberately  approached 
the  Imperialist,  who  remained  on  horseback  motionless  as  an  iron 
statue,  observing  me  narrowly  between  the  ears  of  his  horse ;  for 
I  h&re  little  doubt  that  one  part  of  my  garb — ^the  kilt — ^must  have 
impressed  him  as  bein^  somewhat  remarkable. 

His  own  attire  was  smgularly  magnificent,  even  for  the  service 
to  which  he  belonged ;  for  there  were  many  of  the  general  officers, 
such  as  Count  Carlstein,  who  aflected  the  grandeur  of  princes, 
and  had  frequently  a  troop  of  cuirassiers  as  their  guard ;  while 
the  colonels  of  the  raggamuffiin  Walloon  in&ntry  kept  their  gilded 
coaches  in  camp,  and  ate  and  drank  out  of  vessels  of  silver, 
some  of  them  having  even  a  secretary,  who  (as  few  of  them 
could  write)  was  generally  the  most  useful  of  their  vast  train  of 
servants. 

His  helmet,  cuirass,  and  the  tassettes  which  covered  his  thighs, 
were  of  the  brightest  steel ;  the  open  sleeves  of  his  doublet  were 
cloth  of  gold,  uie  inner  were  of  crimson  velvet ;  his  gloves  were 
of  steel,  and  reached  to  his  elbows ;  his  boots  were  of  black  leather, 
furnished  with  enormous  iinglespurs,  having  metal  balls  in  lieu 
of  rowels ;  his  long  Toleao  hung  in  a  scart  of  crimson  and  gold 
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interworen,  and  fbom  ita  iiiit  dangled  a  sword-kmot  of  gold  and 
hlaek  silk.* 

Hit  %ave  is  yet  impressed  upcm  my  memory. 

Tall,  handscMne,  and  about  ibrty  yean  of  age,  his  featureB  were 
stem,  grave,  and  sometimes  sad ;  tliongh,  when  his  eyes  became 
animated,  they  filled  with  fire.  A  deep  soap  on  lus  forehead 
showed  that  before  this  he  had  met  death  face  to  fiioe  t  and  there 
was  a  Arank  bluntness  in  his  manner  whioh  showed  a  long  fami- 
liarity with  danger,  and  with  every  phase  of  life. 

'*  Your  servant,  my  young  ftiend,  said  he,  in  a  strong  Scot- 
tish accent,  and  smiling  as  we  saluted  each  other  with  our  swords ; 
**  if  you  have  forgotten  our  meeting  on  the  Elbe  near  GlUckstadt, 
and  the  nretty  actress  Frudentia,  I  have  not." 

*'  Paraon  me,  sir,  but  I  did  not  recognise  you  in  your  helmet. 
You  see,  in  memory  of  that  meeting*  I  have  still  worn  your  gold 
ehain."  ■ 

*'  Ah !  you  must  prize  it  more  when  I  tell  ^ou  that  it  is  formed 
from  the  gold  of  th^t  identical  cup  with  which  ICnox  and  Calvin 
so  often  administered  the  sacrament  to  the  English  refogees  at 
Frankfort.  Old  Spurrledter,  one  of  my  troopers,  picked  it  up 
on  the  march  through  there,  and  so  I  had  it  made  into  a  chain. ' 

"  It  were  a  thousand  pities  to  deprive—" 

*'  Tush  I  I  shall  soon  nnd  another ;  if  you  ofibr  it  back  I  shall 
fling  it  mto  the  Elbe." 

*' You  wish  to  parley  with  ua,  sir  P" 

**  The  fact  is  we  are  anxious  to  cross  the  river,  and  you  hare 
most  annoyingly  cast  up  a  sconce  right  in  our  way ;  and,  as  this 
sconce  is  garrisoned  by  five  companies  of  Highlanders,  ife  count 
upon  a  desperate  resistance." 

"  You  reckon  rightly,  sir,"  I  replied  proudly ;  *'  there  is  ft 
high  spirit  amonof  my  comrades  in  yonder  place.  This  will  be 
the  scene  of  our  first  encounter  with  your  Austriana ;  and  I  will 
answer  fbr  it,  that  as  Scottish  soldiers,  with  the  high  memory  of 
a  great  and  glorious  past  urging  us  to  win  new  honour  for  our 
famerland,  many  a  heart  must  pour  forth  its  best  blood  before 
either  the  Oonnts  of  Tilly  or  Carlstein  shall  cross  the  Elbe.*^ 

At  that  moment  a  roll  was  beaten  on  a  drum  within  the 
redoubt. 

**  Thou  art  a  fine  fellow  I"  aaid  the  cavalier  of  fortune,  "  and  X 
hope  to  spend  an  evening  with  you  over  a  can  of  wine,  after  you 
are  taken  prisoner ;  but  your  comrades  a^  waxing  impatient-^ 
tell  the  sergeant-major,  Dunbar — «-  " 

*^  Hah !  you  know  that  we  are  commanded  bv  Dunbar !" 

**  The  bravest  man  under  the  Danish  fiag  I    I  know  more ;  for 

f  8tiU  worn  by  the  Au«tri»ps  tp  oonmieinarats  tha  loss  ^  Jenm^- 
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I  am  aware  tkai  he  lias  bnt  fire  hundred  Highlandmoii  in  the 
sconce,  under  the  Captains  M'Farquhar,  M^OoU  of  thati  Ilk, 
Learmonth  of  Balcomie,  Munro  of  Oulcraigie,  and  M'Kensie  of 
Kildon ;  for  you  oannot  sneeae  on  the  Danish  side  of  the  £lbe 
but  straightway  we  Imperialists  hear  of  it  at  Vienna." 

« I  beliere  there  are  apiea  among  us,"  said  I,  thinking  of  the 
Hausnieister. 

*'  Tell  Dunbar  that  the  fionous  Count  of  Carlstein— (^  i  he  is 
a  devil  of  a  fellow,  that  Count  I) — ^with  ten  thousand  old  ironfsoea, 
the  flower  of  Tilly's  Austrians  and  IBpaniards,  is  about  to  force 
the  passage  of  the  Elbe ;  that  he  would  gladly,  for  the  sake  of 
Elizabeth  Stuart,  the  Bohemian  Queen,  spare  the  li?es  of  her 
countrpnen ;  and  that,  if  they  will  leave  the  bridge  of  Boitzen* 
bui^  me,  they  shall  have  leave  to  march  wherever  th^y  please, 
with  all  the  honours  of  war." 

"Cavalier,"  I  replied,  "you  may  tell  the  great  Count  of 
Carlitein  that  we  could  nev^  accept  of  such  terms  with  honour. 
Our  orders  are  to  defend  the  banks  of  the  Elbe  to  the  last  gasp, 
and  so  will  wa  defend  it,  or  die  by  its  shore !" 

*'  Well,"  said  he,  as  he  reined  back  his  horse  and  sheathed  his 
sword,  "  on  your  own  heads  be  the  blood  l^t  is  shedi  and  you 
will  have  but  Dunbar  to  blame  for  the  extermination  that  awaits 
you — ^farewell  l" 

He  galloped  off,  accompanied  by  his  trumpeter,  and  I  returned 
to  the  sconce,  to  make  my  report  to  Dunbar. 

"  Ye  hae  dune  weel,  my  young  birkie,"  said  he }  "ah  I  pikes 
and  pistols !  Let  them  come,  and  we  will  show  Count  Carlstein 
that  we  eare  as  little  for  Austrians  as  our  forefathers  did  for 
Bome,  despite  that  lying  loon,  Hegisippus.  Hallo  1  provant 
master  I  serve  the  lads  round  wi^  a  quaign  fu'  o'  brandy ;  and  let 
us  all  drink  '  Tir  nan  beann,  nan  glean,  a'  nan  gnaifgeack  J '  (the 
country  of  mountains,  of  valleys,  and  heroes,)  for  it  may  be  the 
last  drop  manv  among  us  will  taste  in  this  world,  and  my  mind 
misgives  me  that  we'll  no  get  muckle  in  the  next.  Let  the  pipers 
blow  fire  into  our  hearts,  while  Bslcomie's  company  pile  their 
pikes,  and  stand  by  the  bastions  to  work  the  cannon !" 


CHAPTEE  XVm. 

HOW  OtTB  OLO  SCOTTISH  BLA.DBS  FOHHBLLBD  THB  IMPBBIALISTS. 

As  we  had  secured,  sunk,  or  destroyed  all  the  boats  and  other 
craft  on  the  Elbe,  the  Imperialists  had  no  other  means  of  crossing 
but  passing,  at  push  of  pike,  the  long  stone  bridge  which  spanned 
the  nT«v  ^y  its  strpng  and  stately  arches ;  and  aa  the  whole  V^-^ 
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of  it,  and  the  approaches  thereto,  were  liable  to  be  raked  by  the 
cannon  and  musketry  of  the  sconce,  they  made  immediate  prepa- 
rations to  gain  the  latter  by  assault. 

There  were  not  less  than  ten  thousand  men  approaching  to  force 
this  passage,  which  our  five  htmdred  Highlanders  wei^e  left  to 
defend.  They  were  led  by  the  great  Count  of  Carlstein,  whose 
name  was  only  less  familiar  to  us  than  that  of  Count  Tilly.  He 
was  said  to  be  a  distinguished  soldier  of  fortune,  on  whom  the 
ambitious  but  generous  Emperor  had  freely  bestowed  (that  which 
did  not  belong  to  him)  a  Bohemian  coronet,  together  with  a  free 
gift  of  that  magnificent  Castle  of  Carlstein,  built  by  Charles  lY., 
eight  miles  from  Prague,  and  where  the  regalia  of  the  conquered 
palatinate  were  kept. 

At  length,  then,  we  saw  them,  and  were  invested  and  surrounded 
by  those  haushty,  proud,  and  ferocious  soldiers  of  the  Empire, 
to  whom  batUe  was  a  pastime,  and  human  blood  as  water ;  the 
terror  of  the  Protestants  and  scoun[e  of  Bohemia ;  those  sons  of 
rapine  and  outrage,  steeped  to  the  Sps  in  the  darkest  crimes,  yet 
fiushed  by  the  memory  of  a  hundred  victories,  l^'umerons 
though  they  were,  our  little  band  of  kilted  clansmen  stood  to 
their  arms  undauntedlv,  feeling  an  honest  confidence  in  their  own 
valour,  with  a  hatred  of  their  enemies ;  for  in  the  name  of  religion, 
with  the  cross  of  God  on  their  standards  and  on  their  breasts, 
those  Imperialists,  wherever  they  had  been  victorious,  at  Fleura, 
at  Bergen-op-Zoom,  and  after  every  field  from  Prague  to  that  of 
Ldtter,  had  committed  such  atrocities  as  would  have  made  even 
the  heart  of  a  Nero  recoil. 

Full-orbed,  and  round  as  the  shield  of  Fingal,  the  unclouded 
moon  rose  brightly  above  the  Elbe ;  its  glassy  waters  rolled  in 
light,  and  the  woods  and  thickets  which  fringed  the  southern 
bank,  together  with  the  old  fantastic  houses  of  Boitzenburg  on 
the  north,  were  all  bathed  in  that  silver  sheen,  which  in  bright- 
ness contrasted  so  strongly  with  the  deep  black  shadows. 

Under  the  central  arch  of  the  bridge  three  red  lights  were 
reflected  in  the  current  of  the  river.  Q^ese  were  the  lanterns  of 
our  miners,  who,  under  the  direction  of  the  Laird  of  Balcomie, 
were  sinking  a  chamber  in  one  of  the  piers,  and  charging  it  with 
powder.  So  bright  was  the  lustre  of  ^e  July  moon  that  we 
could  discern  every  movement  of  the  enemy  as  dearly  as  if  it 
were  noonday. 

A  regiment  of  musketeers,  clad  in  white  buff  coats  and  steel 
caps,  and  having  two  large  banners  with  the  Austrian  Eagle  and 
Burgundian  Cross,  poured  along  the  road,  and,  under  a  discharge 
of  their  cannon  (which  took  possession  of  an  eminence  about  five 

^ndred  yards  distant),  advanced  to  storm  and  destroy  the  pali- 
's  which  protected  the  outer  side  of  our  wet  graff ;  two  other 
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regiments  endeayoored  to  outflank  tlie  redonbt,  and  force,  by 
the  liver  side,  a  passage  to  the  tete-du-pont,  but  a  heavy  fire  met 
them  at  every  ansle ;  their  cannon-shot  began  to  knock  splinters 
of  stone  and  clonds  of  earth  about  us,  or  crashed  into  our  parapets, 
and  now  began  in  earnest  the  whole  uproar  of  war,  which  now  I 
heard  for  the  first  time. 

Our  company  of  M'Farquhars  had  to  defend  that  face  of  the 
sconce  which  swept  the  roadway;  and  over  our  earthen  parapets 
we  ponred  a  close  and  deadly  fire,  to  which  the  Imperialists  re- 
plied with  eaual  rapidity,  but  not  with  equal  effect ;  for  while 
our  men  lerelled  over  a  rampart,  which  protected  them  breast 
high,  the  assailants  were  wholly  exppsed,  and  levelled  their  long 
matchlock-muskets  over  iron  forks  ;  but  the  front  rank  came  on 
with  arms  slung,  and  using  only  hatchets  attacked  the  palisades, 
hewing  them  down  frantically  in  tiieir  efforts  to  force  a  passage 
to  the  ditch. 

•*  Shoulder  to  shoulder, my  men!  fire  close,  and  fire  low!"  cried 
Ian,  whose  eyes  flashed  brighter  as  the  conflict  increased;  and 
though  it  was  his  first,  he  was  as  cool  as  old  Dunbar,  who  had 
served  with  the  Scottish  bands  imder  Hepburn  in  Bohemia. 
His  example  strung  my  heart,  and  recalled  my  somewhat  scattered 
energies,  which  had  become  a  little  confiised ;  for  every  instant 
a  heavy  cannon-shot  boomed  over  our  heads,  to  crash  among  the 
roofs  of  the  town,  or  with  a  dull  heavy  sound,  sank  deep  into  the 
turf  breastwork  of  the  sconce ;  while  the  hiss  of  the  musket-balls, 
which  flew  past  us  like  a  leaden  storm,  was  ceaseless  as  the  splash 
of  rain  upon  tiie  casement.  The  whole  fort  was  enveloped  in 
smoke,  for  as  our  mousquetade  mingled  with  theirs,  we  could  no 
longer  see  the  enemy ;  but  we  heard  the  crash  of  the  axes  among 
the  falling  palisades,  the  cries  of  the  wounded,  and  the  yells  of 
the  fierce  and  eager ;  their  incessant  war-cry  of  "  Sancta  Maria  I 
Sancta  Maria !"  and  the  din  of  their  drums  beating  the  charge; 
but  into  the  dark  and  opaque  cloud,  from  the  bosom  of  which  all 
these  dire  soxmds  proceeded,  our  brave  clansmen  shot  fast  and 
rare,  at  the  practised  level ;  and  Balcomie's  lieutenant,  a  brave 
old  soldier,  David  Martin  of  that  Ilk,  inspired  his  pikemen  to 
handle  our  brass  culverins  in  such  wise,  that  every  bullet  must 
have  made  a  frightful  lane  through  the  dense  column  of  attack. 

A  triumphant  shout — ^the  true  wild  scraigh  of  the  Scottish 
Highlandmen  —  mingled  with  the  shrill  notes  of  the  pibroch 
ringing  from  the  four  angles  of  our  fort,  announced  that,  baffled 
in  theur  efforts  to  reach  the  bridge,  the  Imperialists  had  fallen 
back,  and  we  redoubled  our  efforts.  ' 

Many  of  our  finest  men  lay  dead  or  bleeding  profusely  around 
MM.  Ian  and  I  took  the  muskets  of  two,  turned  over  their  bodies, 
and  emptying  their  cases  of  bandoliers,  fell  into  the  front  rank 
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and  fired  like  private  men ;  but  in  eilene e,  for  our  gallant  High- 
landers required  neither  voice  nor  aotion  to  urge  them  to  the 
performnnoe  of  their  duty  as  soldiers »  for  they  were  all  stanch 
men  and  true,  of  that  old  race  which,  as  our  bards  sav,  aprang 
from  the  soil,  and  which  in  other  years  had  tame4  "  tne  eagles 
of  the  kings  of  the  world." 

The  assailants  were  now  so  close  to  ui  that  the  musket-baJls 
pierced  breastplates  and  buff  coats  like  silken  vests  i  and  as 
many  of  our  poor  fellows  who  were  unable  to  crawl  away,  bled 
to  death  just  where  they  fell,  the  planks  of  the  platforms  boob 
became  piaatered  with  a  horrid  and  slippery  mire  of  blood  and 
earth,  for  every  moment  the  cannon-baiLi  ol  the  Austnans  tore 
the  latter  fW>m  the  faces  of  the  embrasures,  and  cast  it  in  showers 
about  us.  There  were  some  frightful  wounds  reoeiyed  by  our 
eomrades  that  night. 

Bonald  Gorm,  a  sergeant  of  pikes  (in  other  times  a  rich  gen- 
ileman-drover  from  the  braes  of  Loehfiber),  had  his  face  shot 
away  by  a  ball  from  a  basilisk ;  another  ha4  his  lower  jaw  torn 
off  by  the  ball  of  a  falconet ;  and  a  piper,  Eed  Fergus  of  the 
Clan  Vurich,  was  shot  through  the  nose  and  eyea,  but  lived  for 
three  days  in  blinduess,  and  such  asony  that  it  would  have  been 
a  mercy  under  God  to  have  pistoled  him  outright. 

This  was  my  first  bout  with  an  enemy,  and  that  these  horrors 
impressed  me  X  am  not  ashamed  to  own.  More  than  once  my 
heart  shrank  within  me  on  seeing  a  strong  and  stately  fellow 
doubled  up  like  a  tartan  plaid,  and  hurled  out  of  the  ranks,  with 
a  cannon-Dall  fairly  through  his  body.  The  cries  of  the  wounded 
were  piteous,  but  there  was  no  Ume  to  heed  theni  j  though  every 
instant  we  had  to  drag  away  the  fallen  men,  whose  b^ies  en- 
cumbered the  wheels  of  the  cannon  and  parapets,  through  the 
embrasures  of  which  we  suffered  severely  from  the  fire  of  the 
assailants. 

At  last,  seeing  probably  the  futility  of  attempting  to  storm 
a  work  so  resolutelv  defended,  until  he  had  prepared  means  to 
effect  the  passage  of  the  ditch  which  encircled  it,  and  whiah  was 
both  deep  and  broad,  the  baffled  Count  of  Carlstein,  about  mid- 
night, and  just  when  the  moon  was  waning,  made  his  trumpets 
sound  a  retreat.  The  fire  of  the  artillery  ceased  on  the  emi- 
nence ;  the  infantry  retired  under  cover  of  some  risiuff  grounds 
beyond  it,  where  they  bivouacked,  lighted  their  fires,  and  set 
about  cooking,  acting  true  to  the  soldier's  proverb-^*'  The  dead 
to  their  graves,  and  the  quick  to  their  suppers  s'*  the  smoke 
cleared  away,  and  we  saw  the  shattered  stoctrades ;  the  Beins- 
dorf  road  heaped  with  bodies  piled  over  each  other,  ewords, 
pikes,  drums,  nelmets  and  muskets ;  and  by  the  light  of  the 
'^dcing  moon«  we  could  see  the  miserable  mAimed^  erawling  oa 
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dieip  bwds  «n4  kni^B  towardi  tb9  Elbe,  aeeking  water  io  qn^ch 
that  iierf  thirst,  which  the  exhaustion  of  the  asaault  and  the 
agoi^y  of  their  wounds  made  more  poiffnant. 

I  waa  gasing  di^daiiuly  at  this  suddexi  ehanffe  in  the  prospect 
iKm  the  xedoobti  and  stiU  aeemiog  to  hear  w  united  roar  of 
the  attaek  in  my  ears,  when  the  loud  clear  yoice  of  Dunbar 
aroused  ipe. 

"^p«r — ^Uow  the  gathenug!  H'Farquhar,  Kildon,  brave 
gentlemen*  muster  your  companies,  call  the  roll,  and  number 
ti^deadr 
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VHB  GBOWir  09  FIBB. 

f  Qlt  mi,  a  mere  **  J^&jMA"  opposed  to  a  column  to  powerful, 
there  oould  be  no  rest ;  thus,  while  one  half  of  our  slender  foree 
rem^ed  ui|der  arms,  the  others  worked  hard  at  the  repair  and 
further  strengthening  of  the  works,  by  means  of  cannon-baskets 
filled  with  earth,  sandbags,  beds  and  mattresses,  taken  from  the 
houses,  aud  chai^deliers  made  of  roofs  and  flooring  sawn  into 
billets,  trussed  up  in  bundles,  and  banked  over  with  turf.  We 
made  tlie  utmost  e](ertio^,  because,  though  unmolested,  we 
augor^  by  tbe  ccmstant  report  of  fire-arms  in  the  Imperial 
biyouao,  that  the  Ivoops  were  busy  discharging,  cleaning,  and 
preparing  their  fire-vms  for  a  second  attack. 

Ill  one  deep  grave,  within  the  sconce,  we  buried  our  dead, 
placing  more  than  forty  of  them  side  b^  side,  and  so  covered 
them  up.    The  last  we  put  in  was  the  seneant,  Eonald  Gk>rm. 

"  Poor  Bonald !"  said  Phadrig  Mhor ;  *^  'tis  thou  must  perform 
the  JUirfi-cMaidhj"  for  it  is  a  Highland  superstition  that  the 
soul  of  th^  last  person  buried  in  any  place  must  keep  watch 
there  uotil  another  oorpse  is  brought,  whose  spirit  reheves  the 
fi>niier. 

**  Bonidd's  ghost  will  pot  be  lonff  on  gusjrd,"  said  Ian ;  *'  for 
I  am  jamk  mistaken  if  more  heads  will  not  be  broken  before 
to«in0r?ow."  The  piper  played  a  sweet  and  sad  lament  at  this 
upaeeinly  ^eral  i  m  the  old  highland  fashion,  we  placed  four 
Urge  fltonea  above  that  ghastly  tomb,  and,  in  the  language  of 
the  bards,  bade  Uiem  ipei^  to  other  years,  and  to  the  men  of 
other  timea. 

The  wounded  we  sent  off  to  GlUokstadt  in  rough  country  earts, 
through  the  open  joints  of  which  their  blood  ran  dripping  on  the 
dusty  road.  As  a  protection,  a  small  guard  of  pikes  accompanied 
thesn}  for  omr  Qtragglera  and  lUck  were  frequently  murdered  V 
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tiie  boors,  wbose  cupidity  their  silver  buttons  and  ornaments 
served  to  excite. 

A  ration  of  skeidam  was  served  round  to  us  all ;  and  about 
sunrise,  after  doubling  the  guards  and  seeing  that  the  Imperial" 
ists,  though  within  cannon-shot,  were  not  intending  to  molest 
us,  Dunbar  ordered  our  men  to  "pile  arms/'  and  take  some 
repose.  Poor  fellows !  they  lay  down  to  sleep  in  their  armour, 
and  with  their  bare  legs  on  the  gory  platforms  or  cold  earth; 
and  there,  amid  the  scattered  shot,  tne  exploded  shells,  the 
blood  gouts,  and  the  broken  weapons,  I  enjoyed  the  sound  sleep 
of  a  wearied  soldier,  and  undisturbed  by  the  reflection  that  it 
might  be  the  last  I  should  ever  enjoy ;  and  you,  good  reader, 
would  have  slept  sound  also,  after  the  toil,  the  carnage,  and 
excitement  of  such  a  night  as  that  at  Soitzenburff. 

Anxious  to  defend  his  post  with  honour,  Dunbar — ^that  brave 
old  cavalier — ^never  slept,  but  remained  watching  every  move- 
ment of  the  enemy,  whom  we  permitted,  without  molestation, 
to  bear  away  their  wounded  from  under  the  very  muzzles  of  our 
cannon ;  but  the  moment  this  was  over,  the  pipes  eounded,  the 
drums  beat,  and  we  were  again  roused  to  man  the  ramparts,  for 
again  they  were  coming  on,  and  with  renewed  vigour,  for  three 
battalions  of  Spanish  Imperialists  had  joined  the  Count  in  the 
night. 

"  Pikes  and  pistols — ^here  they  are  again !"  cried  oar  yeteran 
major,  or  sergeant-major,  for  according  to  the  Danish  etiquette 
we  called  him  both ;  "  but  fear  not,  my  brave  hearts,  for  God  is 
with  us,  and  His  hand  is  over  us.  Believe  me,  gentlemen, 
our  cannon  are  noway  inferior  to  theirs  for  not  having  Latin 
mumbled,  and  holy  water  sprinkled,  over  them  bjr  the  superior 
of  the  Jesuits.  So  to  your  guns,  my  wight  cannoniers — ^to  them 
again  with  handspike  and  linstock — ^with  rammer  and  quoin  1" 

About  the  closing  in  of  the  evening,  a  dense  column  of  Spanish 
infantry,  with  pikes  and  musketeers  intermingled,  suadenlj 
debouched  upon  the  roadway  from  behind  the  nttle  eminence 
which  had  sheltered  them,  and  poured  impetuously  forward,  to 
assail  again  the  stockades  of  the  graft';  while  a  brigade  of  Aus- 
trians  rushed  towards  the  sluice  which  admitted  into  it  the  water 
of  the  Elbe;  and  though  thrice,  by  sheer  dint  of  cannon  and 
musketry,  we  drove  them  back,  they  forced  a  passage  to  the  angle 
of  the  ditch,  and  climbing  literally  over  piles  of  their  own  dead 
and  dying,  cut  the  chains  by  their  axes,  and,  closing  the  sluice 
by  sledge-hammers,  retired  with  a  loud  hurrah ;  for  immediately 
the  water  in  the  ditch  began  to  subside.  On  this  the  furious 
Spaniards  redoubled  their  efforts  to  carry  the  palisades  ;  but  as 
these  projected  at  the  angle  of  forty-five  degrees  from  a  steep 

takp  and  were  swept  by  our  fire,  it  was  a  task  of  the  greatest 
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danger  and  difficulty ;  yet  these  valiant  hearts  accomplished  it, 
and  reached  the  inner  edge  of  the  ditch ;  but  as  fast  as  they 
mounted  they  were  shot  down,  and  when  struck  we  could  see  the 
blood  spouting  j&om  their  buff  coats  and  corslets  as  if  ejected 
from  a  syringe. 

"  Fire  on  the  sluice  !'*  cried  Dunbar  to  Captain  Learmonth, 
whose  pikemen  still  worked  our  cannon ;  "  break  through  the 
planks-^admit  the  Elbe,  and  fill  the  graff  again." 

"  It  is  impossible  V  replied  that  cavalier ;  **  for  our  guns  can* 
not  be  depressed  so  low." 

"Then  Heaven  help  us!  for  they  will  soon  gain  this  poor 
sconce  by  storm." 

"  We  can  still  retire  by  the  bridge,"  said  Learmonth. 

"  Without  orders  P"  exclaimed  Dunbar,  the  umbriere  of  whose 
helmet  was,  at  that  moment,  torn  away  by  a  shot ;  "  nay,  I  will 
die  first!" 

Learmonth,  who  was  levelling  a  cannon,  was  about  to  make 
0ome  devil-ma^-care  reply,  when  two  musket-balls  struck  him : 
one  pierced  his  cuirass,  and  wounded  him  in  the  breast ;  the 
other  tore  away  three  fingers  of  his  left  hand,  and  he  fell  without 
a  cry,  but  with  a  heavjr  groan,  while  his  lieutenant,  old  Martin 
of  that  Ilk,  assumed  his  place. 

"  This,  to  avenge  thee,  Balcomie,"  said  he,  discharging  the 
eannon,  and  unhorsing  a  cavalier,  whose  bright  armour  and 
waving  plumage  made  him  dangerously  conspicuous  above  the 
dense  mass  of  Spaniards  who  were  swarming  over  the  stockades, 
and  lowering  their  ladders  into  the  now  almost  empty  fosse. 

"Well  done,  stout  Martin!"  said  Dunbar,  brandishing  his 
sword ;  "  to  thy  cannon  again,  and  give  me  another  good  snot— 
another  like  that  for  the  Queen  of  Bohemia !  Down  with  tliat 
tall  fellow  in  the  gilt  armour !  Cocksnails,  man ! — he  may  be 
Carlstein  himself!  Down  with  the  Black  Eagle,  and  down  with 
the  Cross  of  Burgundy  I  Load  with  cartridge  shot  my  cannoniers, 
and  sweep  the  stockade ;  sweep,  my  comrades,  and  be  stanch 
as  your  swords  of  steel.  Ah !  pikes  and  pistols — my  poor  Martin 
— and  thou,  too  P"  he  added,  as  a  ball  from  a  falconet  passed 
through  the  head  of  the  old  lieutenant,  and  killed  him  on  the 
spot :  he  was  the  last  of  the  Martins  of  that  Ilk,  a  good  old  family 
mined  in  the  affair  of  the  Spanish  Blanks,  since  when  he  had  fed 
himself  with  the  blade  of  his  sword  among  the  Scottish  bands  in 
Bohemia,  or  elsewhere. 

It  was  firightful!  Poor  Martin's  brains  flew  over  me,  and, 
half  blinded,  I  wiped  them  off  my  face  with  my  scarf;  while, 
enraged  by  the  loss  of  two  favourite  officers  (though  Lowlanders), 
our  clansmen  redoubled  their  energies,  and  thus  the  din  increased 
as  the  smoke  and  slaughter  deepened  aroimd  us. 
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Brightly  the  evening  son  was  shinmg  on  the  hlue  water  and 
green  banks  of  the  Elbe ;  but  enveloped  in  the  white  cloud  of 
war,  inspired  with  ferocity,  and  bent  on  carnage  and  destruetion, 
we  saw  nothing  bat  the  enemy  and  our  dying  comrades,  who 
every  moment  fell  heavily  down  in  their  accoutrements,  bleeding 
and  in  agony,  or  stohe  dead,  as  the  fated  shot  might  strike  them ; 
but  closing  up,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  the  little  band  of  survivors 
stood  firm  on  the  parapet  ready  to  repel  the  assault ;  for  still  the 
Danish  flag  was  nying  on  the  oolour-staff,  and  Still  the  Scottish 
cross  was  streaming  on  the  rampart.  We — ^the  officers — ^fought 
side  by  side  with  our  musketeers,  till  our  mustaches  were  all 
matted  by  the  wet  powder  of  bitten  cartridges,  and  our  shoulders 
ached  with  the  exertion  of  incessant  firing,  while  the  barrels  of 
our  muskets  became  So  hot  that  there  was  eminent  danger  in 
recharging  them ;  yet  still  we  toiled  on.  And  now  came  the 
crisis ;  for  though  three  successive  storming  parties  had  beeU 
swept  away,  our  ammunition  began  to  fail,  and,  as  the  bandoliers 
emptied,  our  fire  slackened,  and  then  the  Spaniards  and  Austrians 
— ^pikemen,  halberdiers,  and  musketeers,  all  mingled  pell-mell — 
led  by  officers  having  pistols  in  their  belts,  and  swords,  daggers, 
and  d6mi-lance8»  poured  into  the  ditch.;  rushing  down  meir 
ladders,  and  planting  them  against  the  wall,  they  swarmed  up  its 
face  in  hundreds. 

Sheathed  in  brilliant  armour,  ma^ificently  inlaid  with  gold* 
having  his  vis<l^  closed,  a  sword  in  his  right  hand  and  a  poniard 
in  his  left,  which  also  grasped  a  light  rondelle  or  buckler,  the  tall 
and  stately  Count  of  Carlstein,  wearing  above  his  gorget  the 
Golden  Fleece  and  the  White  Eagle,  led  the  forlorn  hope. 

"  Victoria !  Victoria  1"  we  heard  him  crying.  "  Forward,  for- 
wwd !  swords  and  pikemen !" 

"Sancta  Maria!  replied  his  soldiers,  in  a  thousand  varying 
tones  uniting  in  one  roar;  " Sancta Maria !  Vivat — vivat!"  and 
that  wild  cry  of  the  Austrians  was  echoed  by  the  wilder  hurrah 
of  a  regiment  of  Croats,  who  had  leaped  from  their  white  horses, 
and  were  levelling  their  long  carbmes  at  us,  point-blank  over 
their  saddles,  with  deadly  precision.  As  the  foe  approached  I 
looked  at  Ian.  With  his  eyes  flashing  under  the  peak  of  his 
helmet,  and  both  hands  clenched  on  the  hilt  of  his  claymore,  he 
was  surveying  the  scene  below  with  stern  calmness,  f  hadrig 
Mhor,  with  a  Lochaber  axe,  stood  by  his  side,  and  the  M'Far* 
quhars,  with  their  empty  muskets  clubbed,  stood  grimly  in  their 
ranks.    They  were  a  dark,  a  savage,  and  picturesque  group. 

"  You  see,  my  cousin,"  said  Ian,  in  that  grim  jesting  tone 
which  he  could  assume  at  times,  "  that  King  Christian  has  re- 
solved we  shall  pay  dearly  for  declining  the  Danish  cross.  We 
''i^iU  all  find  our  graves  by  the  shore  of  the  Elbe." 
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"Ye My  tmili,  M'Far^uhar,"  said  Bntibar,  as  he  ptesMd  to 
tka  fmiit  with  a  partisan  in  hit  hand,  and  a  pair  of  pistelg  in  his 
belt;  "bat  if  erer  we  hare  a  Ilegisippns  to  relaJbe  onr  story,  he 
shall  never,  like  a  lying  loon,  have  it  to  say  that  we  feared  the 
face  of  man.  But  that  king,  whose  life  was  saved  by  the  Scot- 
tiih  Bittmaster  Hume,  on  the  day  he  fled  from  thie  battle  of 
Lutter,  should  have  remembered  that  trifling  ciroumstance ;  and 
also  that  his  sister  had  the  honour  to  be  queen  of  fair  Scotland. 
But  bide  ye — ^hark!" 

Above  the  uproar  In  the  trench  below  us,  the  fire  of  the 
Croati&a  calivers.  and  the  shouts  of  the  stormeis,  we  heard  the 
clang  of  a  horse's  hoofs  ob  a  paved  street,  and  saw  a  cavalier 
lightly  armed,  galloping  in  mad  haste  across  the  bridge  of  the 
Elbe,  and  in  three  seconds  he  dashed  into  the  heart  of  the  sconce 
amongfit  us. 

"The  Barcm  Karl  of  Kloiterfiord,  aide-decamp  to  the  king !" 
exclaimed  Ian  and  others. 

" Heir  Dunbar,"  said  he^  breathlessly,  "you  are  to  abandon 
the  sopace,  spik^  the  cannon  if  you  cannot  bring  them  off,  blow 
op  the  bridge  of  the  Elbe,  and  retire  to  Lauenburg  or  Gluck- 
stadt" 

'*  "Bi  too  late,  baron — ^tiieee  orders  have  oome  too  kte  to  sav9 
^"replied  Dunbar,  as  hand  to  hand  we  met  the  Imperialists^ 
jewing  them  fhun  their  ladders  with  swords  and  halberts,  thrust- 
iog  them  down  at  push  of  pike  into  the  fosse,  wh«re  many  of 
them,  bv  falling  head  foremost,  perished  miserably  among  the 
mud  ana  sap  below. 

Right  in  the  gorge  of  our  embrasure  stood  the  Count  of  Carl* 
Btein,  fighting  with  sword  and  buckler  against  Ian,  whose  power- 
ful form  overtopped  the  foe,  though  he  could  not  stand  erect 
while  swaying  his  two-handed  sword.  Their  soldiers  pressed  on 
behind  them,  and  deadly  was  the  stnfe  at  that  point ;  for  against 
it  the  enemy  were  pouring  all  their  strength  and  fury.  Save  an 
<>cca8ional  pistol-shot,  the  din  was  occasioned  alone  by  the  cries 
of  the  combatants,  and  Uie  clash  of  their  weapons,  steel  spark- 
hng  on  steel ;  and  nothing  could  surpass  the  bravery  of  Count 

Caristein  and  his  Spaniards,   but  that  of  Ian  Dhu  and  his 
company, 

Huried  over  each  other  in  whole  sections  by  our  levelled  pikes, 
^e  rolled  them  into^  the  ditch ;  but  other  sections  came  up  in 
theirplaces,  and  tiieir  cries  rent  the  air. 

"Viva  Ferdinand!  A  Dies!  a  Cristo  y  al  Espiritu  Santo, 
?loria  y  gracias !  Victoria  I  Victoria !"  For  lack  of  powder  our 
^en  hurled  sand,  earth,  and  stones,  right  into  their  faces,  and 
Phadrig  Mhor  hewed  away  with  his  poIe^axe  like  a  mower  in  a 
f^pe  clover-Md. 
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Amid  this  dense  mass  in  the  embrasure,  while  pikes  were 
crashing,  swords  ringing,  and  colours  flying,  swaying  to  and  fro 
— now  on  this  side,  and  now  on  that — many  frightful  wounds 
were  given  and  received.  Jan's  right  knee,  being  bare  and  un- 
nroted;ed,  was  drenched  in  blood  from  a  stab,  which  raised  his 
Highland  blood  to  the  boiling  nitch,  and,  by  one  headlong  stroke, 
he  hurled  the  count,  as  if  he  nad  been  a  mere  puppet,  into  the 
heart  of  the  ditch ;  but  his  place  was  immediately  supplied  by 
another  cavalier  wearing  the  Imperial  scarf,  and  carrymg  in.  one 
hand  a  demi-pike,  in  the  other  a  banner  with  the  Black  Eagle. 

With  one  foot  on  a  culverin,  and  the  other  on  the  cope  of  the 
parapet,  during  this  mM6e  I  was  handling  my  half-pike  so  pro- 
minently, that  I  was  the  mark  of  many  a  bullet,  but  escaped 
them  all,  though  receiving  innumerable  bruises.  "Wliile  he  fought 
with  others,  the  sword  of  my  noble  cousin  shred  off  many  a  pike- 
head,  and  broke  down  many  a  sword,  which  menaced  me  ;  for, 
like  wight  Wallace  of  old,  it  was  no  uncommon  event  for  Ian 
Phu  to  encounter  four  men  at  once,  and  knock  them  all  on  the 
head  in  succession,  aiding  his  friends  the  while  by  many  a  casual 
thrust  and  blow. 

In  this  desperate  and  destructive  struggle,  their  native 
strength  and  skill  in  the  use  of  their  weapons,  together  with 
their  lofty  position,  gave  our  bare-kneed  warriors  an  immense 
superiority  over  the  Spanish  or  Austrian  stormers ;  but  it  was 
evident  that,  step  by  step,  by  main  force  of  numbers,  they  would 
drive  us  into  the  heart  of  the  place,  where  we  would  infallibly  be 
all  cut  to  pieces  or  taken.  Major  Wilson,  Sir  Patrick  Mackay, 
Culcraigie,  Xildon,  M'CoU  of  that  Ilk,  and  others,  all  fought 
valiantly  in  their  own  ranks ;  and  it  was  a  glorious  sight  to  see 
so  many  brave  Scottish  cavaliers,  all  handling  sword  and  pike  as 
if  they  had  come  into  the  world  with  harness  on  their  backs. 

But,  meanwhile,  where  was  old  Dunbar  P  for  he,  who  usually 
was  in  the  thickest  of  every  fray,  was  not  now  in  the  front  with 
his  two-handed  cliobh.   Our  soldiers,  who  soon  missed  him,  were 
beginning  to  lose  heart,  and  cried  repeatedly— 
"A  Dunbar!  a  Dunbar!" 

"  I  am  here,  my  comrades  !  Ah,  pikes  and  pistols — clear  the 
way !"  replied  the  sturdy  veteran,  as  he  sprang  into  the  embra- 
sure, and  hurled  among  the  assailants  something  which  seemed 
to  me  like  an  immense  hoop. 

It  was  enveloped  in  lignt  smoke,  and  became  covered  with 
flames  as  it  fell  among  the  dense  masses  of  armed  men  in  the 
graif  below ;  a  sudden  yell  arose  from  thence,  and  an  immediate 
panic  followed. 

This  wary  old  veteran,  who  had  served  with  Camp-Marshal 
Hepburn  and  Sir  Andrew  Gray  in  Bohemia^  and  with  Count 


OB,  THE  SCOTTISH  iniSKETEEBS.  109 

Mansfeldt  in  Flanders,  in  expectation  of  an  assault,  had  prepared 
a  courannefoudroyanie,  whicn  was  composed  of  four  iron  hoops, 
bound  together  with  wire,  and  studded  by  loaded  pistol  barrels, 
crackers,  pointed  pieces  of  iron,  glass  bottles  filled  with  powder, 
and  bunches  of  grenades  (those  notable  inventions  of  1574),  the 
whole  being  covered  with  tarred  and  oiled  flax,  Which  wreathed 
the  hoops  with  fire  as  thej  rolled,  a  blazing  and  exploding  mass, 
among  the  stormers.  The  barrels  of  the  pistols,  which  were 
loaded  to  the  muzzle,  as  they  became  red-hot,  vomited  their 
leaden  contents  everywhere ;  the  bottles  of  powder  burst,  and 
tfae  grenades  exploded,  scattering  death  and  mutilation  as  their 
showers  of  splintered  iron,  stones,  and  nails  were  driven  among 
the  shrinking  storming  parW,  wluch  fled  in  every  direction  up 
t&e  ladders,  over  the  stockaaes,  and  to  the  farthest  ends  of  the 
ditch.  For  five  minutes  the  panic  was  general  ,*  but  those  five 
nunutes  saved  the  soldiers  of  Dunbar,  who  cut  and  destroyed  the 
scaling-ladders. 

A  hoarse  shout  for  vengeance  burst  from  the  foe.  Led  on 
Bgmi  by  the  Count  and  the  cavalier  with  the  black  eagle,  the 
Imperialists  poured  in  thousands  into  the  ditch;  but  before 
fresh  ladders  were  planted  upon  those  corpse-strewn  heaps  which 
£ned  it,  and  before  the  infuriated pikemennad  gained  Uie  summit 
of  the  parapet,  we  had  drawn  back  our  twenfy  brass  oulverins, 
traced  the  horses  to  them,  and  retired  in  double-quick  time  by 
the  bridge. 

In  close  ranks,  with  pikes  sloped  and  muskets  trailed,  the 
three  hondred  Highlanders  who  survived  crossed  the  Elbe ;  and 
the  horses  galloping  at  full  speed,  drew  the  heavy  culverins  over 
the  broad  arches  with  the  sound  of  thunder.  Holding  his  startled 
charger  by  the  bridle,  Dunbar  stood  near  the  klinket  of  the  sconce 
to  spring  the  mine  the  moment  the  last  of  us  were  passed.  The 
^*Farquhars  were  the  last  who  retired. 

"The  colours — the  standard!  Ensign  Eollo,  you  have  left 
your  colours  behind !"  cried  the  old  man  in  a  furious  tone ; 
"  they  are  still  flying  on  the  parapet,  within  arm's  length  of  the 
enemy." 
Thunderstruck  by  his  words,  I  paused  irresolutely. 
"Grod*s  death  !'*  he  cried  passionately ;  "  the  Imperialists  have 
never  yet  gained  one  from  our  Scottish  bands,  and  shall  the  first 
l>e  taken  from  the  regiment  of  StrathnaverP  Pikes  and  pistols ! 
—at  the  risk  of  your  life,  youngster,  bring  off  that  stanoard,  or 
die  under  it." 

He  levelled  a  pistol  at  me ;  but  at  that  time  I  scarcely  heard 
all  He  said,  as  I  rushed  back  to  tiie  bastion,  where  in  the  hurry 
of  bringing  off  the  cannon  we  had  left  St.  Andrew's  cross  flying. 
7h&  Austrians  were  indeed  within  arm's-length;  a  storm  of 
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buUeti  airept  aronnd  me,  as  I  tore  it  down  and  sprang  after  mj 
comradei,  followed  by  a  swarm  of  Imperialists,  wno  now  poured 
over  the  undefended  rampart  like  a  living  flood. 

Ciosely  pursued  by  aTolley  of  oaths  and  bullets,  I  ran  towards 
the  bridge  of  the  Elbe,  and  had  almost  reached  the  tete-du-pont, 
when,  lo!  the  arches  rocked  beneath  my  feet,  there  was  a 
tremendous  explosion,  with  a  broad  blaze  of  lurid  light,  and 
then  a  cloud  of  darkness,  dust,  and  stones  arose  before  me,  and  I 
knew  not  whether  I  was  in  the  clouds  or  on  the  earth,  as  the 
mine  was  sprung;  and  the  great  centre  arch  blown  into  the  air. 
Like  the  shower  of  a  volcano,  the  dlbru  descended  upon  the 
crystal  current  of  the  Elbe.  Before  me,  a  deep  chasm  yawned 
between  the  ruined  piers;  behind  me,  were  the  fierce  Impe- 
rialists !  On  the  opposite  ruin  stood  Dunbar,  still  grasping  nis 
restive  horse  by  the  oridle. 

"  I  could  not  help  it,  Bollo,"  he  cried ;  "  better  that  one  should 
be  lost  than  all !" 

I  thought  my  heart  would  burst  under  its  band  of  steel ;  but 
tearing  the  silken  colour  from  its  staff,  and  placing  a  stone  within 
it,  I  flung  it  across  to  Dunbar.  He  snatched  it  up,  sprung  into 
his  saddle,  and  galloped  after  the  retiring  Highlanders,  who  had 
now  diaappeared  in  the  silent  streets  of  f  oitzenburg. 

Though  encumbered  by  my  back,  breast,  and  head  pieces,  my 
heavy  tartan  kilt  and  accoutrements,  my  first  thougnt  was  to 
spring  into  the  river  and  swim  it,  as  I  had  often  swum  the  Dee 
and  Don;  but  a  bullet,  almost  spent,  struck  my  head.  The 
good  steel  cap  prevented  it  from  piercing  my  brain,  but  I  sank 
on  the  spot,  and  felt  the  ruin  crumbling  under  me,  as,  with  one 
arm  overhanging  the  water,  I  lay  upon  the  fragment  of  the 
bridge. 

I  remember  no  more. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

EUPBET-WITH-THE-EED-PLUMB. 

I  LAY  lon^  insensible,  concealed  by  a  mound  of  rubbish  which 
the  explosion  of  the  bridge  had  thrown  up  between  me  and  the 
sconce,  where  the  fieroe  Croats  and  savage  Spaniards  had  bar- 
barously slain  all  our  poor  wounded  men,  and  thrown  them  into 
the  river ;  for  the  first  objects  which  appeared  when  sense  re- 
turned, were  several  corpses  in  dark  green  tartan  floating  on  the 
surface  of  the  Elbe  almost  below  me,  and  in  the  yellow  flush 
with  which  the  setting  sun  tinged  the  broad  river.  Many  of 
^Hese  bodies  were  half  stripped  by  those  infamous  women  who 
^o#ed  the  Imperialists  m  such  numbers,  and  who  found  an 
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unwonted  price  in  the  silrer  broodieB  and  jewelled  biodags  of 
the  Highland  soldiery. 

'*  Oh  cunedb^otrj,  and  acoursed  ambition!"  thonght  I,  when 
reflecting  on  these  horroTB;  for  ambition  had  prodn^d  the  war 
of  aggression,  and  religious  bigotry  had  inflamed  the  minds  of 
the  enemy,  and  nrged  them  to  that  atrocious  pitch  of  cruelty, 
of  which  the  sack  of  Magdeburg  was  an  example  so  terrible !  I 
was  about  to  stagger  np  to  seek  a  draught  of  water— for  the 
agony  I  endured  tpom  thirst  cannot  be  written— when  a  heayy 
band  was  laid  upon  me,  and  a  somewhat  familiar  roice  said— 

**  If  yon  would  escape  death,  lie  still  as  if  yon  were  dead." 

I  looked  np,  and  in  the  splendidly-armed  cavalier  who  ad« 
dressed  me,  recognised  by  his  military  orders  the  great  Count  of 
Carlstein,  and  by  his  voice  that  Imperialist  who  had  bestowed 
on  me  the  golden  chain,  and  &om  whom  I  had  received  the  flag 
of  truce. 

"  Lie  still,"  he  continued,  hurriedly,  "  till  nightfall,  at  least* 
and  then  I  will  have  you  conveyed  away.  I  had  an  order  from 
Tilly  to  put  all  to  the  sword  in  forcing  a  passage  here,  and  his 
orders  must  be  obeyed  by  all  who  receive  them,  feign  death, 
if  you  would  escape." 

tlnabie  to  reply,  I  sank  again,  and  how  long  I  remained  so,  I 
have  not  the  least  idea;  but,  when  aroused  fully,  I  found  myself  on 
horseback,  and  supported  on  the  saddle  on  one  side  by  a  gentleman 
in  bright  armour;  on  the  other,  by  a  man  in  the  Celtic  garb  of  my 
own  regiment.  The  whole  landscape  swam  around  me,  but  I  per* 
oeived  that  there  was  a  brilliant  moon  shining;  that  the  Elbe  with 
its  ruined  bridge  lay  on  my  right,  and  yellow  fields,  with  rustling 
trees  and  green  hedges,  extended  to  the  left.  A  mouthful  or 
brandy  and  water  revived  me,  and  I  said  to  the  soldier-* 

"Who  are  you  P" 

"  Dandy  Dreghom,  sir,  of  pnir  Captain  Learmonth's  company," 
he  replied^  and  then  I  recognised  him  as  one  of  the  Low  Country 
p&emen,  of  whom  we  had  a  few  in  the  regiment,  from  the  coun- 
ties on  the  Highland  border. 

"  And  how  did  you  escape  P" 

"  By  feigning  mysel  stane  deid,  sir,  sae  they  just  dookit  me  in 
the  Elbe ;  out  I  could  swim  like  a  cork,  and  hid  mvself  among 
the  green  rashes  tiU  this  gentleman  saved  me.  Oh,  sir,  it  was 
an  awesome  butchery!  mair  than  forty  gallant  feUowa,  who 
were  sairly  wounded,  shot  deid,  or  hacked  to  pieces  by  knives 
and  whingers,  and  flung  into  the  river.  If  ever  I  spare  an 
Imperialist  after  this  night  o*  bluid,  my  name  is  no  Dandy 
Dreghom!" 

**  A"'^  where  are  we  going — ^why  in  this  direction  P" 

''To  a  faoosa  that  I  wot  of,  not  far  firom  this/'  replied  the 
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gentleman,  who  had  a  large  red  plmne  in  liis  helmet ;  "  there, 
orders  have  been  given  to  convey  you." 

The  country  became  more  woody  as  we  proceeded,  and  the 
moonlit  road  wound  past  various  lonely  tarns,  overgrown  by 
broad-leaved  plants  and  water-lilies ;  the  deep  water  on  which . 
they  floated,  being  rendered  yet  darker  by  the  shade  of  many  an 
aged  oak.    After  a  pause,  I  said — 

"  From  whom  have  vou  orders  concerning  me  P" 

**  The  Count  of  Carfctein,"  replied  the  stranger. 

"  That  ferocious  butcher !  Then  I  am  hopelessly  a  prisoner*" 

"  That  depends  upon  the  count,"  he  replied,  laughmg ;  "  but 
I  am  sorry  you  should  have  such  a  bad  opinion  of  him." 

"  Pardon  me,  sir,"  said  I,  checldng  the  bridle  of  the  horse ; 
*'  what  have  I  permitted  myself  to  say  P  I  now  perceive  that  you 
are  the  count  himself!" 

Dandy  started  on  hearing  this;  but  the  count — ^for  it  was 
indeed  he — smiled  and  said — 

**  I  thou^t  you  would  soon  recognise  me." 

"Good  Heaven!  you  are  a  Scotsman,  and  yet  can  batcher 
your  own  countrjrmen  thus !" 

"  I  do  not  butcher  them,"  he  replied,  in  a  broken  voice ;  "they 
defended  that  bridge  after  a  fair  warning  of  what  they  might 
expect  if  the  fort  was  stormed,  and  bravely  have  they  fought, 
leaving  it  without  one  cannon  lost  or  colour  taken.  Besides, 
sir,  please  to  remember  that  I  am  not  the  only  Scotsman  who 
serves  the  Emperor.  We  have  more  than  one  regiment  of  our 
countrymen,  and  many  a  Scottish  commander,  in  the  army  of  the 
Empire." 

"And  why  is  this  P" 

"  Because,  like  myself,  they  are  all  true  Catholics,  and  serve 
the  Catholic  League,  whose  princes  are  pledged  to  exterminate 
Protestantism.  And  yet,  sir,  I  was  not  always  a  Catholic.  I 
remember  well  when  I  toddled  at  my  poor  mother's  apron  to 
our  village  kirk  at  home ;  I  remember  its  time-worn  arches,  the 
pointed  windows  and  the  gloomj  pews;  I  can  remember  the 
venerable  minister,  with  nis  thm  haflets  and  lyart  pow,  his 
benij^nant  face  and  smooth  Geneva  bands ;  I  remember  the  deep 
religious  awe  with  which  I  lent  my  little  voice  to  swell  the  chortd 
psalm,  and  heard  him  expound  who  in  his  youth  had  heard  Knox 
preach  and  Spottiswoode  declaim !  I  can  remember  the  grave, 
attentive  faces  of  the  congregation ;  the  laced  lairds  and  plaided 
shepherds,  the  young  girfi  who  have  now  become  grandmothers, 
and  the  old  people  who  are  now  in  their  graves — ^rest  them,  God ! 
— ay,  gravea  in  Scottish  earth,  where  I  may  never  lie.  Yea — 
— I  can  remember  the  day  when  I  was  a  stanch  Presbyterian, 
Tould  have  looked — ^like  you-^with  horror  on  the  Cross  and 
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Eagle  of  the  Empire.  But  if  you  knew  all  that  I  owe  to  the 
Church  of  E^ome,  jou  might  pardon  me  for  having  rushed  into 
its  arms.  Early  m  life,  my  misfortunes — ^it  matters  not  what 
they  were,  or  how  they  came  about — ^made  me,  with  others,  a 
slaye  in  Barbary.  There  I  remained  for  five  long  years.  Oh ! 
what  years  these  were,  of  hardship  and  repining ;  of  toil  and 
stripes ;  of  hunger  and  mortification ;  of  pain  of  body  and  asony 
of  mind !  Yet  no  effort  was  made  by  our  countrymen  in  Scouand 
to  relieye  us,  though  we  were  numerous — ^gentlemen,  seamen,  and 

merchants— chained  together  like  felons  or  wild  beasts As 

Christian  men — ^though  Scots,  heretics,  and  Presbyterians — ten 
of  us  were  redeemed  from  slavery  by  the  poor  monks  of  the 
blessed  Order  of  Eedemption.  Those  true  servants  of  Grod 
brought  ua  to  the  Italian  shore,  and  there  upon  the  sands  of 
Porto  Eino,  iust  where  the  Levanter  landed  us,  on  our  knees  we 
vowed  to  fight  for  that  religion  which  had  saved  us  from  a  life 
that  was  worse  than  a  thousand  deaths.  We  joined  the  army  of 
the  Emperor  Ferdinand  II. — ^ten  of  us — ^all  privates  in  a  troop 
of  Lindesay's  Scottish  Eeitres.  We  fought  against  the  Elector 
Frederick,  against  Mansfeldt,  old  Sir  Andrew  Gray,  and  the 
Margravine  of  Anspach;  hewing  our  way  througn  Lusatia, 
IJpper  Austria,  and  the  Palatidate  of  Bohemia.  The  sterming 
of  Frankenihal  saw  the  ninth  of  my  comrades  slain,  and  me  a 
captain ;  the  siege  of  Bergen-op-Zoom  saw  me  a  colonel  of  pikes. 
I  was  sergeant-major  di  battagba  imder  Don  Gonzales  de  Cordova 
in  Hainault,  and  am  now  Camp  Master-general  and  Count  of 
Carlstein,  Lord  of  Geizer  and  Eoningratz,  under  the  Black 
Eagle.  I  believe,  young  gentleman,  you  wfll  acknowledge  that 
I  owe  these  old  monks  of  Eedemption  much ;  for  I  should  have 
waited  long  enough,  if  I  had  tarried  until  some  of  our  Scottish 
ministers  came  te  Barbary  to  release  me,  to  heal  my  scars  and 
break  my  fetters.  But  enough  of  these  prosy  explanations,"  he 
added,  loftily,  haughtily — ^almost  fiercely ;  "  I  have  saved  your 
lives,  when  1  might  have  left  you  both  to  your  fate.  Taunt  me 
not  with  the  loss  of  those  poor  fellows  at  Boitzenburg — ^for  they 
had  a  fair  warning  to  march  off  without  firing  a  shot,  or  being 
fired  on — ^to  withstand  an  assault  and  nsk  extermination." 

"May  I  ask  to  what  family  you  belong,  and  what  is  your 
Scottish  name.  Sir  Count?" 

"1  belong  to  a  family  that  never  regretted  my  loss,  so  I 
disown  it/'  he  replied,  bitterly.  "The  Imperialists  call  me 
Superi-with^theSed-Plume;  but  what  is  your  name,  and  who 
are  your  family  P" 

"  Xiike  your  own.  Count,  my  family  were  not  much  distressed 
by  miy  departure ;  so  tiieir  name  matters  little — ^their  memory 
less ;  but  our  Highlandmen  call  me  Philip  M'Combich,  wh^'^ 
means  Philip,  the  son  of  m^f  friend" 
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The  Count  laaghed  at  thii  mode  of  retorting  upon  hid  res^nre, 
saying— 

"  Well,  well,  let  us  each  keep  our  little  secrets ;  but  here  we 
are  arrived  at  last.  This  is  my  temporary  chateau,  and  a  yery 
comfortable  one  you  will  find  it." 

With  their  copper  vanes  glitterinjp;  in  the  moonlight,  the  high- 
pointed  and  old-fashioned  gables  or  a  hall  now  appeared  above 
some  thick  copsewood.  Entering  an  avenue  of  ola  beeeh-trees, 
we  were  alternately  in  light  and  shadow  as  we  passed  their  ivied 
stems ;  we  came  to  a  broad  fosse  full  of  loDg  reeds  and  wild 
water-plants,  chiefly  floating  lilies,  and  over  this  we  passed  by  an 
old  and  moss-green  bridge  of  stone,  at  the  end  of  which  was  an 
archway  rarmounted  by  armorial  bearing.,  which  proved  afUr- 
wards  to  be  those  of  my  friend,  the  Baron  Karl  of  Kiosterflord, 
one  of  whose  mansions  on  the  Luneburg  side  of  the  Elbe  bad 
been  appropriated  by  the  Imperialists  as  the  quarters  of  the 
Count  of  Car]  stein  and  a  troop  of  Beitres,  whose  horses  were 
stabled  in  all  the  lower  apartments  where  the  doors  would  admit 
them. 

The  vast  and  irregular  fa9ade  of  the  old  chateau,  with  its 
broad  balconies,  its  steeple-like  turrets  and  indented  gables,  was 
bathed  in  white  moonlight ;  a  humber  of  noisy  and  nalf-anned 
soldiers  thronged  the  courts,  or  played  at  dice  and  shovel-board, 
ovdr  cans  of  German  beer,  in  the  stone  chambers  on  the  ground- 
floor,  where  they  burned  large  fires  on  the  tesselated  pavement, 
and  recklessly  were  never  in  want  of  fuel,  while  doors,  windows, 
and  furniture  lasted. 

As  we  entered  the  court,  two  young  ladies  in  light-coloured 
dresses  appeared  at  the  upper  balcony,  and  waved  their  handker- 
chiefs to  the  Count,  whom  X  immediately  oonoluded  to  be  as  gay 
as  other  generals  of  Ferdinand  II.  I  was  surprised,  however, 
at  not  seemg  more  of  the  fair  sex,  for  a  vast  number  followed 
the  soldiers  of  tJie  Catholic  League;  and  there  are  several 
instances  of  their  garrisons,  which,  on  obtaining  permission  to 
march  out  with  the  honours  of  war,  brought  away  more  women 
than  men^-death-hunters  and  ammunition-wives.  In  morality, 
the  Imperialists  formed  a  strong  contrast  to  the  armies  of  the 
Protestant  champions,  Christian  of  Denmark  and  Gustavus  of 
Sweden,  who  would  not  permit  camp-followers  of  any  description 
to  hang  upon  the  skirts  of  their  forces. 

Under  their  black  iron  helmets,  the  tipsy  Eeitres  of  Carlstein 
savagely  eyed  poor  Dandy  Dreghom,  who  kept  dose  by  my  side 
as  we  crossed  tne  quadrangle  to  the  door  of  the  vestibule,  where 
the  Count  kindly  assisted  me  to  dismount,  and  gave  ipe  his  arm 
to  lean  upon  when  ascending  the  stair.  Dandv  was  following  us 
"ly,  when  the  Count  desired  a  grey-haired  lanoe-spesade  of 
x>op,  whom  he  called  QxMtaf  Spiirrledter^  to  "  take  Lim 
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among  tkeeoMiers,  and  be  answerable  for  his  safety  and  comfort, 
limb  for  limb— and  body  for  body." 

We  entered  a  brilliantly-lighted  room,  where  a  magnificent 
sapper  was  laid,  with  ooyera  for  three ;  it  was  waiting  for  the 
Goont,  towards  whom  the  young  ladies  sprang  with  a  ory  of  joy, 
aad  embraced  hitt**^ 

"lly  daughters,"  said  he;  "Ensign  Mac— upon  my  word,  I 
^'oarmi  your  name  I" 

I  bowed,  and  tottered  to  a  seat,  for  the  effect  of  my  ocmta- 
fiioD,  and  the  ride  on  horseback  orer  a  villanons  road,  were  telling 
seFfirely  upon  me  now. 

I  could  oalj  perceire  that  one  lady  was  very  dark,  that  the 
other  was  lair,  and  that  both  looked  kindly  and  pityingly 
npcmme. 

*'  Off  with  his  helmet,  girls !"  said  the  count,  "  and  bring  him 
a  cup  of  wine." 

I  felt  my  steel  cap  remoTed ;  then  a  deluge  of  warm  blood 
spread  over  my  eyes,  and  blinded  me.  A  ory  burst  from  the 
young  ladies. 

''roor  boy!"  I  heard  the  count  saying;  "poor  boy  I  Ho, 
Gustaf  Spurrledter-«-away  with  him  to  bea*^  quick  there 
bebwi" 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 

THE  ^AIB  HAIB  AND  THE  DABE  BUB. 

Ths  sun,  as  it  shone  upon  my  eyes  next  morning,  awoke  me. 
I  started,  gased  around,  and  sunk  again,  for  I  struggled  with  a 
dreamy  sense  of  pain  and  oppression.  I  was  not  in  a  bivouac, 
hring  on  the  hard  earth  with  a  sword  for  a  pillow  and  a  plaid 
lor  my  covering,  but  on  a  bed  of  the  softest  down ;  ana  the 
glance  I  had  given  revealed  to  me  a  tapestried  room,  the  hangings 
of  which  were  old  and  dark,  representing  huntsmen  in  the 
anti(|ue  German  costume  of  the  fourteenth  century,  antlered 
deer  peeping  from  among  the  leaves,  and  lar^  Danish  bounds 
in  the  foreground.  The  warmth  of  the  sunshme  was  playing  on 
my  cheek,  and  the  fraerance  of  a  thousand  flowers,  with  the 
merry  notes  of  the  bir£  as  they  sang  their  summer  songs,  came 
through  an  open  window,  wafted  on  the  breeze  together — ^music 
and  perfume.  I  heard  the  murmur  of  a  distant  cascade,  and 
the  foliage  rustling  on  the  old  oaks,  the  yellow  linden-trees,  and 
copner  beeches. 

tfiie  furniture  of  the  apartment  was  rich  and  luxurious  3  but, 
as  all  was  concision  in  my  mind,  for  a  time  I  forgot  how  It  came 
to  pass  that  I  was  there,  and  still  imagined  myself  at  the  fort 
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of  Boitzenburg.  I  saw  the  stately  forms  of  Ian  Dhu  and 
Phadrig  Mhor,  of  Learmonth  and  Dunbar,  as  they  hewed  down 
the  Imperial  escalade.  I  still  heard  the  din  of  the  conflict,  the 
war-cry  of  the  Soaniards — ^the  wild  slogan  of  the  Highlanders, 
and  the  wilder  yells  of  the  Croatian  horsemen ;  and  then  I  gave 
a  convulsive  start  to  find  myself  in  a  comfortable  bed,  which 
suggested  ideas  of  CraigroUo,  and  the  college  of  James  IV. 
Thus,  when  again  I  dozed,  the  old  familiar  features  of  my  home 
passed  before  me — ^those  scenes  whose  solemn  grandeur  makes, 
on  the  mind  of  the  young  mountaineer,  that  lively  and  peculiar 
impression  which  the  denizen  of  a  fiat  country  cannot  conceive ; 
and  thus,  on  that  feverish  couch,  many  a  face  and  many  a  c^eam 
of  other  days  floated  before  me. 

Near  my  father's  house  there  flowed  a  linn — a  deep,  dark  linn, 
where  the  wee  humie  poured  over  a  ledge  of  rock ;  it  was  crossed 
by  a  large  stone,  and  I  remember  the  time  when  that  brigstane 
was  quite  a  bridge  to  me.  I  seemed  to  hear  the  murmur  of  the 
linn  and  the  rustle  of  my  paternal  woods,  and  saw  the  white 
blossoms  of  the  sweet-scented  hawthorn  birks  that  grew  beneath 
the  old  tower  wall.  I  heard  the  bleat  of  the  sheep  that  browsed 
upon  my  father's  hills ;  the  rich  perfume  of  the  purple  heather, 
and  of  tne  bells  of  that  beautifol  broom,  from  which  tne  sweetest 
honey  is  gathered  by  the  mountain  bee,  were  wafted  towards 
me.  I  heard  my  mother's  gentle  voice,  but  it  seemed  to  come 
from  a  vast  distance  on  the  drowsy  hum  of  summer,  and  all  my 
soul  was  stirred  within  me.  I  was  a  child  again,  and  I  wept  in 
my  sleep  like  the  lonely  boy  I  was.  I  wept,  but  I  knew  not  why, 
unless  it  were  that  through  these  tender  visions  there  came  an 
oppressive  sense  of  their  unreality.  The  past  conflicted  with  the 
present,  and  I  felt  that  I  was  far  away  from  those  dear  hills  of 
Sromartie.  from  the  .horee  of  their  bfue  Firth.  «id  the  dusky 
peaks  of  the  Black  Isle — sick,  weary,  and  wounded— a  straneer 
m  the  land  of  the  stranger  and  foe.  Oh !  I  may  be  pardoned  in 
thinking  that  no  heart  hke  the  heart  of  the  Scot  and  the  Switzer 
feel  that  dire  loneliness  when  so  far  from  home ;  and  none  like 
they  are  haunted  by  the  strange,  sad  fear,  of  being  buried  far 
from  the  graves  of  their  kindred.  Yet  how  many  of  our  brave 
Scottish  hearts  have  mouldered  into  dust  on  the  plams  of  Flanders 
and  Germany ;  by  the  shores  of  the  Elbe  and  the  Oder,  the 
S/hine  and  the  Danube,  the  Zoom  and  the  Zuiderzee  I 

When  again  I  unclosed  my  eyes  and  gazed  between  the 
parted  hangings  of  the  bed,  I  perceived  two  younji;  ladies  at  the 
foot  of  the  apartment.  They  were  conversing  m  a  low  tone, 
and  placing  flowers  in  a  large  vase.  They  were  the  daughters  of 
the  Count ;  but  as  ladies  have  the  privilege  of  giving  the  first 
-nition  among  us  in  Scotland,  and  as  Sieir  presence  in  my 
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apartment  might  be  a  mistake,  I  waited  until  they  should 
address  me. 

I  observed  that  one  was  a  fair  girl,  clad  in  that  pale  blue  silk 
which  so  well  becomes  persons  of  her  complexion ;  but  the  elder 
and  the  taller  of  the  two,  a  beautiful  girl  with  jetty  hair,  was 
dressed  in  orange-coloured  satin,  a  tint  which  so  well  consorted 
with  her  dark  hair  and  fine  complexion.  You  woxdd  have  loved 
the  youngest,  had  you  seen  her  face,  there  was  such  a  sweet  ex- 
pression m  its  pretty  mouth  and  dove-like  eyes ;  but  the  eldedt — 
ner  form  was  beautiful,  her  features  irreproachable,  her  profile 
was  noble,  and  the  freshness  and  delicacy  of  her  complexion  were 
remarkable.  Her  fashion  of  dress,  her  air,  her  mode  of  holding 
up  her  head,  had  something  more  of  gentle  blood  in  them  than 
her  sister ;  and  though  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  find  two 
more  lovely  girls,  each  after  her  own  style— the  eldest  seemed  to 
be  the  prou£st  pet  of  nature. 

"He  seems  to  be  still  asleep,  Gabrielle,"  said  the  dark  beauty; 
"but  uneasily — ^for  I  have  heard  him  moan." 

"Hush — you  will  wake  him  —  how  loud  you  do  talk, 
Ernestine!" 

So,  one  is  called  Gabrielle,  and  the  elder  is  Ernestine,  thought  I. 
Sack  pretty  names  these  are — and  they  speak  German,  too ! 
1  would  have  sworn  Ernestine  was  a  Spaniard,  but  her  black 
hair  has  come  with  her  Scottish  blood. 

Having^  completed  their  arrangement  of  the  vase,  they  an- 
^roacheo,  placed  it  on  a  little  tripod  table  near  me,  and  softlr 
uiew  back  one  of  the  rich  curtains  of  the  bed.  I  felt  very  much 
mdined  to  laugh. 

"Poor  young  maul"  said  Ernestine;  "he  is  smiling  in  his 
sleep." 

I  endeavoured  to  assume  a  look  of  the  most  charming 
eandour. 

"  His  hair  is  dark  and  curly,"  said  Gabrielle. 

"He  reminds  me  somewhat  of  poor  Lerma,  who  was  slain  at 
lutter." 

I  heard  Gabrielle  sigh. 

She  has  lost  a  lover  at  that  unlucky  battle,  thought  I,  and 
was  in  some  degree  correct ;  for  these  fair  girls  had  many  lovers, 
but  they  had  never  distinguished  any,  save  one,  the  gallant 
young  Conde  de  Lerma,  son  of  the  Spanish  duke  of  that  name, 
to  whom  Ghibrielle  had  been  betrothed  at  an  age  which  was  too 
tender  to  possess  any  other  love  than  such  as  a  brother  might 
We  for  a  sister ;  and  like  a  brother  the  boy  count  had  loved  his 
^tUe  wife ;  but  a  cannon-ball  had  decapitated  him  at  Liitter  in 
the  moment  of  victory,  and  there  was  an  end  of  it.  Gabrielle 
U  wept  for  the  loss  of  her  young  friend — ^Lerma  had  been 
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nothing  more-^and  she  still  retained  liis  betrothal  ring  <m  the 
fourth  finger  of  her  right  hand. 

"  Oh  yes  I"  said  she ;  *'  he  is  just  like  Lerma." 

"  With  the  same  amount  of  mustache/'  added  Ernestine. 

"  Lerma  had  less — ^but  he  was  so  yomx^" 

My  hand  lay  upon  the  corerlet,  and,  with  her  soft  warm  hand, 
Ernestine  touchea  it  gently  by  chance. 

"  He  is  hot  and  feverish — ^we  must  be  yery  kind  to  him, 
Gabrielle.    Poor  boy  I" 

The  touch  of  Ernestine's  hand  made  my  heart  yibrate ;  but  I 
remembered  Prudentia,  and  resolyed  to  steel  my  heart  against  all 
soft  impressions  and  nonsense  for  the  future. 

She  IS  very  beautiful  and  charming,  of  course,  thought  I ; 
but  let  me  beware  how  I  fall  lightly  into  that  troublesome  trap 
again. 

Now,  reflecting  that  it  was  unfair,  by  a  seeming  sleep,  to  im- 
pose upon  them  thus,  I  made  preparations  to  awake,  on  which  they 
let  the  hangings  drop,  and  glided  noiselessly  to  some  distanee. 

On  my  drawing  back  the  curtain,  they  both  approached  me 
again,  and  Gabrielie,  who  possessed  either  less  pride  or  more  frank- 
ness than  Ernestine,  asked  me,  with  the  most  winning  kindness, 
"  How  I  was,"  and  bade  me  "  good-moming." 

I  replied  that  the  pain  of  my  bruise  was  gone,  that  a  little 
giddiness  remained ;  but  that  I  suff^ed  greatly  from  thirst. 

On  hearing  this  they  hurried  to  a  side  table,  and  in  a  minute 
returned  with  a  silver  salver,  bearing  some  warm  refreshment, 
of  which  I  partook  because  it  was  offered  by  the  white  jewelled 
hand  of  Gabrielie,  though  I  would  have  given  the  world  far  a  cup 
of  pure  cold  water. 

"  I  am  too  much  honoured  by  such  attendance — I  beseeck  you 
to  retire,  and  send  to  me  the  soldier,  my  fellow-prisoner.  I 
recognise  in  you  the  daughters  of  the  count,  who  so  kindly  saved 
me,  when  our  wounded — poor  souls  I— were  so  mercilessly 
slaughtered  at  Boitsenburg  yesterday." 

"  Our  father  has  desired  us  alone  to  attend  you,  and,  aa  his 
countryman,  we  quite  love  you  already,"  said  the  frank  Gabrielie, 
with  one  of  her  delightful  sndles  ;  "  you  can  have  no  other  atten- 
dants save  us,  or  Corporal  Spiirrledter,  and  perhaps  the  soldier 
who  accompanies  you." 

"  Honest  Dandy  Dreghom  P" 

"  But  both  you  ^and  he,"  added  the  graver  and  statelier 
Ernestine,  "  must  remain  concealed  closely ;  for,  as  Count  Tilly 
will  be  here  in  the  course  of  to-morrow,  to  explain  reasons  for  onr 
request  were  a  needless  task." 

*'  Tilly !"  I  reiterated,  giving  a  convulsive  start,  and  glancing 
^out  for  my  claymore  and  biodag,  on  hearing  the  name  of  that 
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torible  leader  of  the  ^eat  orusade  agaixiBt  the  Brotesiants  of 
Gennany  and  the  liberties  of  Northern  Europe.  "  If  TiJly  is  to 
pass  this  waj,  the^  Dandy  and  I  have  been  too  long  here,  for  to 
the  Protestant  soldiers  or  Christian  lY .  he  shows  sach  meroy  as 
a  oat  ihows  to  mice.  Ah  1  he  is  a  merciless  old  savage,  and  will 
shoot  ns  as  a  mere  matter  of  oonrse." 

"  John  of  Tsercla,  the  Oonnt  Tilly,  is  general  of  all  the  armies 
of  the  Empire  I"  said  Ernestine  proudly,  and  with  an  air  of 
piqae. 

''Ah  I  sister,  but  he  is  very  cruel,"  urged  Gabrielle,  gently. 

"  Yet  fear  nothing,  sir  $  my  father's  influence  will  protect,  and 
oTir  care  conceal  you.  Simply,  he  thinks  it  better  or  safer  that 
Tilly  should  not  know  ^ou  are  here." 

"  Bnt  take  the  nice  httle  breakfast  we  hare  prepared  for  you," 
said  the  childlike  Grabrielle ;  "  to-morrow  you  wiU  be  stronger, 
and  we  shall  all  talk  more  together.'* 

Ernestine  stood,  for  she  seemed  all  imused  to  stoop ;  but 
Gabrielle  knelt  down  by  the  side  of  the  low  bed,  and,  holding 
before  me  the  silver  salver,  gave  me  a  green  crystal  cup  contain- 
ing a  certain  alimentary  infusion  named  coffee,  which  was  to  be 
tden  warm  and  sweetened  with  Canary  sugar,  which,  like  the 
beverage  itself,  was  then  a  luxury  unknown  among  us  in  Scotland. 
I  have  since  been  told,  by  those  cavaliers  of  our  army  who  were 
taken  prisoners  at  Worcester,  that  this  coffee  has  been  introduced 
mto  England  by  a  person  named  Pasqua,  a  Greek,  who  came  to 
l^ndon  in  1650,  with  a  Turkish  mercnant  named  Edwardes,  and 
who  sold  it  at  his  shop  in  Lombard-street,  as  a  medicated  restora- 
tive for  the  sick.  Never  having  tasted  anything  of  this  kind 
before,  I  felt  so  wonderfully  refreshed  and  invigorated  by  one 
c^p,  that  I  was  easily  prevailed  on  to  take  a  second,  with  a  little 
biBcuit  of  honey  and  flour. 

1  thanked  these  two  beautiful  girls  politely  and  sincerely,  and, 
jfter  the  hardships  endured  by  us  since  leaving  Itzhoe,  could  not 
help  expressing  my  sense  of  the  luxuries  with  which  they  had 
surrounded  me. 

.  "You  owe  us  no  thanks  for  that,  sir,"  said  the  proud  Ernes- 
tine ;  "  this  house  is  as  much  yours  as  ours,  being  so  by  the 
nght  which  the  chance  of  war  gives  us  over  everything  that 
eomes  in  our  way.  We  accompany  our  father's  column  of  the 
Imperial  army,  and,  as  he  always  selects  a  pretty  house  for  us,  I 
hope  you  approve  of  his  taste.  This  mansion  belongs  to  the 
Baron  of  Klosterfiord,  an  officer  of  Danish  pistoliers." 

"He  is  my  good  friend,  and  a  brave  soldier  1" 

"  But  a  Protestant,"  said  Gabrielle,  quietly. 

"And  consequently  a  foe  of  ours,"  said  the  other  beautif"' 
Imperialist,  shaking  back  her  dark  curls. 
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*'  Nerer  mind,  Bister,"  added  Ghibrielle,  hxighmg ;  "  a  monili 
hence  our  dear  father  may  select  apartments  for  as  in  the  castle 
of  Copenhagen." 

*'  Your  father  never  will,  lady,"  said  I,  piqued  at  her  words  ; 
"  for  there  are  too  many  of  oar  toagh  Scottish  blades  to  keep  the 
passes  of  the  Elbe  against  both  the  pride  and  the  power  or  the 
Empire." 

'*  ilere  oar  father  comes,  and  he  will  best  iteU  yoa  the  chaaces 
of  that,"  replied  Ernestine.  ' 

At  that  moment  I  heard  a  horse  ridden  rapidly  into  the 
quadrangle ;  then  the  clank  of  spurs  and  the  jarring  of  a  long 
sword,  as  a  cavalier  dismounted,  entered  the  vestibme,  and  ap- 
proached the  room  where  I  lay,  and  from  whence  the  two  young 
ladies  hurried  to  meet  him. 
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Aftxb  a  few  minutes'  delay,  the  count  entered  alone.  He  was 
anned  just  as  I  had  seen  him  yesterday,  and  appeared  somewhat 
jaded  and  fatij^ed. 

"  Ah,  my  fnend  and  ooimtryman !  I  have  again  the  honour  to 
salute  you,"  said  he,  seating  lumself  by  my  bedside.  "  A  thousand 
cannonades !  how  well  you  are  lookmg  this  morning !  you  will 
be  with  your  regiment  in  a  week.  Ah,  that  fine  regiment  l-^ 
Xing  Christian's  Invincibles,  we  call  them  now.  But  say,  have 
these  lasses,  my  daughters,  been  kind  to  you  P" 
"  Kind  as  sisters."  v 

"  Eight !  for  every  soldier — ^more  especially  a  Scottish  soldier- 
should  oe  their  brother,  as  he  is  mine,  when  oiS*  the  battle-field. 
The  girls  are  warm-hearted,  for  they  have  been  reared,  not  in 
courts  and  cities,  among  the  parasites  of  kings  and  daves  of 
fashion ;  but  in  camps  and  garrisons,  among  frank  soldiers  and 
generous  hearts — the  gallant  Austrians  and  daring  Croats  ;  and  all 
they  inherit  of  old  Scotland  comes  from  me.  I  have  been  twice 
married,  my  dear  boy.  The  mother  of  Ernestine  was  a  Spanish 
lady  of  Flanders  ;  tne  mother  of  Gabrielle,  as  you  may  see  br 
her  blooming  cheek  and  fair  hair,  was  of  Hainault — '  HaiDault 
the  Valiant  V  hence  the  name  of  Grabrielle.  They  are  two  pretty 
pets ;  I  love  my  dear  girls,  but  think,  at  times,  I  would  rather 
they  had  been  boys,  that  they  might  have  fought  for  the  Catholic 
faiUi,  and  transmitted  my  hard-won  title  to  posterity.  At  other 
times,"  contmued  the  count,  who  seemed  in  high  spirits  and  in  a 
talking  humour,  "1  am  seized  with  sore  longings  to  see  Old 
Scotland  again — to  see  my  father's  tower,  the  bme  waters,  the 
purple  mountains,  and  the  pine-woods  of  my  native  place.  But 
I  was  a  younger  son.  I  have  mado  me  a  new  name,  a  new  fame, 
and  patrimony  of  my  own ;  I  have  hewn  them  out  by  my  sword, 
and  fenced  them  round  by  gallant  deeds.  I  will  never  again  have 
to  enact  the  somer  or  the  trencherman  at  the  hall-table  of  a  kins- 
man, or  stoop  to  eat  a  vassal's  bread,  though  given  by  an  elder 
brother,  when  here  I  am  lord  of  three  manors,  Carlstem,  Geizr 
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and  Koeningratz,  and  camp-master  of  horse,  under  the  Emperor. 
Yet  my  heart  bled  yesterday  at  the  slaughter  of  my  poor  country- 
men! Would  to  God  they  came  crowding  to  the  banners  of 
Ferdinand,  as  they  now  crowd  in  tens  of  tiiousands  to  those  of 
Gustayus  Adolphus  and  his  rival,  King  ObHstian ;  of  the  Duke 
of  Saxe-Weimar,  ana  that  prince  of  cowards,  Frederick  Guelph, 
the  Elector-Palatine !  Then,  indeedj  the  northern  war  would  end 
without  a  blow." 

"  Yet  all  your  sympathy  did  not  save  our  poor  wounded  men 
from  massacre  at  Boitzenburg." 

"  Tilly's  orders  were  most  stringeBt*— to  put  all  to  the  sword 
who  resisted,  that  a  terror  might  be  stricken  into  others,  and  the 
Elbe  abandoned.  You  do  not  know  Tilly;  his  orders  nerer  bear 
but  one  construction.  We  knew  quite  well  that  Dunbar  had  but 
five  hundred  Highlanders  in  yonder  sconce.  We  wDl  never  lack 
for  information  while  that  sharp  fellow  Bandolo  lives.** 

"  Bandolo  P"  I  repeated,  thmking  of  Prudentia,  the  dancer, 
and  endeavouring  to  recollect  something  else ;  '*  I  have  surely 
heard  that  name  before." 

"  Thus  I  was  ordered  at  all  risks  to  force  the  bridge  of  Boit- 
zenburg,  because  it  was  your  weakest  point,  and  strengthened 
only  by  your  sconce,  mounted  by  twenty  guns,  whioh  Bandolo 
imdertook  to  have  spiked  the  night  before." 

"  That  sconce  was  an  effort  of  poor  Learmonth's  skill ;  but  has 
there  been  any  fighting  elsewhere  P" 

"  I  have  not  heard ;  nut  this  I  know,  that  Christian  IV.  strug- 
gles in  vain  to  keep  us  on  this  side  of  the  Elbe ;  for  we  will  soon 
Duild  boats,  or  by  storming  the  bridges  force  a  passage,  and  every- 
where enter  Holstein."  ' 

"  Since  you  are  so  well  informed,  count,  perhaps  you  can 
acquaint  me  where  my  comrades  have  marched  to  P" 

"  I  cannot ; — ^to-morrow  our  prince  of  spies  will  return  from 
the  Danish  side  of  the  river,  and  Tillv  will  meet  him  here ;  we 
shall  then  know  more  about  them.  !Bnit  I  implore  you  to  keep 
out  of  the  way  of  the  generalissimo,  for  otherwise  I  could  neither 
be  answerable  for  your  liberty  or  safety." 

"  Ah !  then  you  do  not  mean  to  keep  me  a  prisoner  P"  said  I, 
with  sudden  joy. 

"  A  prisoner ! — how  could  you  think  so  P  No,  no ;  only  till  you 
are  well,  when  we  must  find  some  means  of  transmitting  you  to 
the  Danish  army,  which  by  that  time  will  be  in  full  retreat." 

"  Then,  count,  I  mean  to  be  quite  well  to-morrow;  and  surely 
King  Christian  will  not  retredt  by  that  time  P" 

"  You  shall  not  leave  us  so  soon.    When  I  was  taken  prisoner 

•♦:  the  battle  of  Duneberg,  Colonel  Sir  John  Hepburn,  of  Athel- 

''eford,  kept  me  for  three  weeks  in  his  own  tent  before  he 
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would  let  me  return.  But  now,  you  must  excuse  me ;  to  see  jou 
I  have  just  stolen  a  few  minutes,  and  am  compelled  to  return  to 
where  my  head-quarter  force  is  cantoned,  for  the  whole  army  is 
cloflin^  up  towards  the  Elbe.  Meantime,  I  leaye  you  to  the  care 
of  old  Spurrledter  and  my  daughters." 

"  Will  they  not  be  alarmed  by  your  departure  P" 

"Nay,  nay ;  they  have  been  used  to  see  me  go  and  come  in  my 
amour  for  manv  a  year.  They  have  more  than  once  seen  me 
brought  home  shoulder-high  upon  a  door,  with  a  bullet  through 
my  body ;  and  more  than  twice  hare  seen  my  horse  Bellochio 
oome  home,  with  no  trace  of  his  rider  but  the  blood  on  lus  saddle- 
la^.  Poor  girls — ^they  are  so  affectionate !  Gubrielle  is  quite  a 
cmld,  but  Ernestine  is  more  of  a  woman,  and  has  considered  her- 
self one  ewer  since  she  was  three  years  old ;  yet,  with  all  her 
pride  and  reserve,  she  can  at  times  be  as  gentle,  as  frank,  and  as 
playful  as  Gabrielle.  Tilly  will  be  here  to-morrow,  or  next  day 
at  the  farthest,  and  then  we  shall  have  warm  work ;  so,  my  young 
friend,  until  I  see  you  again — farewell !" 

The  count  retired,  wim  his  lofty  red  plume  dancing  above  his 
embossed  helmet,  and  his  sword  JEisenhauer  (or  Ironhewer),  as  it 
eoold  cut  both  helmets  and  blades  of  steel,  under  his  arm ;  then 
I  was  left,  for  a  time,  to  my  reflections.  About  an  hour  after- 
wards I  heard  stealthy  footsteps  approaching ;  the  door  of  my 
chamber  opened,  and  tne  broad,  gooa-humoured  Lowland  face  of 
Dandy  Dreghom — ^the  same  soldier  whom  we  had  gauntleted  for 
his  gluttony  on  the  march — appeared,  looking  cautiously  round 
the  room.  He  had  a  large  Dutch  leather  flask  in  one  hand,  a 
hrown-ware  pot  in  the  other,  and  a  loaf  of  bread  under  his  arm, 
My  helmet  and  cuirass,  kilt,  plaid,  and  other  trappings,  were 
^ying  upon  a  sofa ;  and  the  moment  he  espied  these  items,  which 
were  indicative  of  my  presence,  he  advanced  more  boldly,  and 
overwhelmed  me  with  questions  about  my  wound,  and  noisy 
exchunations  of  joy  at  having  discovered  me. 

"  'Od,  sir,  I'm  |;lad  I've  mnd  ye  oot,  for  I  had  a  sair  job  seek- 
ing ye  through  this  muckle  ark,  from  roof  to  grund  stane,  like  a 
puir  coo  in  an  unco  loan.  Eh !  sir,  that  was  an  awfu'  business  at 
the  Brig  o*  Boitzenburg ;  what  a  sicht  puir  Fergus  M*  Vurich  was, 
^i'  the  shot  through  his  nose  1  He  was  a  grand  piper  that,  and 
could  bUw  wi*  his  mooth  fu'  o'  meal !" 

"  And  how  fares  it  with  thee,  honest  Dandy  P"  said  I,  giving 
him  my  right  hand. 

"  111  eneuch,  sir,  Gude  kens  I"  sighed  Dandy,  squatting  himself 
jpon  the  floor,  placing  the  jar,  the  loaf,  and  the  bottle  between 
Ji8  legs,  and  unclasping  an  immense  jockteleg  knife ;  "lU  eneuch! 
wr  between  that  dour  deevil.  Corporal  Spiirrledter,  and  an  auld 
vesom  o'  a  housekeeper,  that  maks  a^  alike  unwelcome,  I  am  weel 
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mgh  starved;  for  they  gied  me  naething  for  snpper  laat  nicH 
and  for  breakfast  this  morning,  but  chappit  cabbages." 

"  Cabbages?" 

"  Ay,  sir,  as  I'm  a  leevin'  man — chappit  wi*  pepper  and  vine- 
gar, sic  as  at  hame  we  wadna  gie  to  a  grumpbie  boo.  '  What  the 
aeil's  this  P*  said  I  to  auld  SpHrrledter ;  *  Soor  Oraute*  said  he. 
*  Soor  whatP'  said  I.  *  Soor  Craute,*  he  roared  ont,  with  an  oath 
like  twa  sneezes  and  a  snort.  '  The  Lord  hae  a  care  o*  me !  is 
this  the  kind  o*  draff  and  dreg  yon  German  bodies  eat  P'  '  Taw* 
said  he,  as  he  ladled  a  bowlfu  into  his  stamach  like  a  kail-eating 
Grant  o'  Strathspey ;  *  and  ver  goot,  too.*  '  Does  jrour  billy  o* 
an  emperor  eat  kail-blades  that  way  P*  He  nodded  his  grey  pow, 
for  he  was  owre  fa'  to  speak.  '  Preserve  ns  a' — what  a  beast  he 
maun  be !'  said  I.  The  auld  beggar  lookit  very  like  as  if  he  wad 
hae  stickit  me,  but  I  gloomed  as  if  I  didna  care  a  brass  bodle  for 
him.' 

**  So,  then,  you  have  neither  had  supper  last  night  nor  break- 
fast this  momins  P"  said  I,  seeing  that  Dandy  was  cutting  his 
third  slice  from  the  loaf,  and  was  eating  and  speaking  with  equal 
rapidity. 

"  This  win  never  do,  I  thocht ;  *  Keep  your  ain  fish-guts  for 
your  ain  seamaws,  corporal,*  said  I ;  *  tor  before  I  will  live  on 
green  kail-blades,  or  castocks  either,  I'll  see  you  and  your  em- 
peror baith .*    I  didna  say  damned,  but  I  thocht  it.    I  then 

saed  awa  on  the  forage,  and  in  a  slee  corner  fand  this  braw  pat  o' 
honey,  that  bottle  o'  skeidam,  and  a  loaf;  then  I  came  in  search  o' 
you,  sir,  for  I  feared  ye  might  be  faring  on  kail-blades  too ;  and 
I  ken  they  gang  sair  against  the  stamach,  unless  weel  boiled  with 
beef,  and  mustard  conform  thereto." 

"  Many  thanks,  good  Dandy,"  said  I,  amused  by  this  brave 
fellow's  garrulity ;  I  have  already  breakfasted,  and  have  done  so 
well." 

"  Then,  sir,  you'll  let  me  mak  mine  beside  ye,  for  the  soond 
o'  a  Scots  tongue  is  just  like  music  to  me,  and  gies  me  an  appe- 
tite mairowre ;  for  it  gars  me  think  o'  the  halesome  breezes  that 
blaw  owre  the  green  braes,  the  sweet-smelling  heather,  and  the 

fellow  corn-rigs  at  hame.     My  hail  heart  and  my  een  fill  when 
think  on  hame !"  and,  flourishing  his  flask,  Dandy  began  to 
sing,— 

"  Comin'  thro'  the  Craigs  o'  Kyle. 

Amang  the  bonnie  bloomin'  heather, 
There  I  met  a  blue-eyed  lassie, 

Keepin'  a'  her  flock  thegither. 
Owre  the  muir  amang  the  heather ! 
Owre  the  muir  amang  the  heather! 
There  I  met—" 
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*'  For  Hearen's  sake,  Dre^hom,  make  less  noise." 

"  Fale  that  I  was !"  continued  Dandy,  continuing  his  repast 
and  his  reflections  together ;  "  fule  that  I  was  ever  to  leave  my 
plew,  to  follow  the  deil  and  the  drum  in  the  Danish  wars — ^ay,  a 
damned  fule,"  he  added  emphatically,  with  moistened  eyes,  as  he 
sliced  away  at  the  loaf,  and  with  his  jockteleg  spread  on  the 
honey  an  inch  thick,  and  took  alternately  a  large  circular  mouth- 
ful and  a  draught  £rom  the  leathern  flask.  He  then  drew  an  oak 
quaigh  from  his  sporran,  and,  mixing  the  honey  with  the  skeidam, 
said,  "  Will  ye  no  tak  a  sup,  sir  P  this  is  just  like  Athole  brose. 
Here's  to  ye,  sir,  and  may  we  baith  be  safe  wi'  Sir  Donald  in  a 
day  or  twa ;  'od,  there's  a  gude  Stirling  pint  left  yet  in  the  flask, 
and  I'll  just  pouch  it." 

"Have you  seen  the  count's  daughters,  Dandy?" 

"  Ay  hare  I,  Maister  S.0II0— ^twa  saucy  limmers,  that  laugh  at 
me  to  my  yery  face !" 

"  They  are  yery  handsome." 

"  Handsome — sune  ripe,  sune  rotten !  They  couldna  hand  a 
candle  to  muirland  Maggie  at  the  Bumfit  o'  Dramlie." 

"  Animated  by  no  love  of  glory,  or  desire  for  military  fame,  I 
cannot  conceive.  Dandy,  what  tempted  you  to  leave  your  plough, 
and  become  a  soldier.' 

"  It's  a  lang  story,  sir,"  replied  Dreghorn,  with  his  mouth 
fall ;  "  but  I  can  maR  it  short  enough,  if  you'll  promise  never  to 
tell  ony  o'  our  chields  at  the  regiment ;  for  then  I  wad  hae  to 
quit  that,  as  I  quat  the  parochin  o'  Drumlie." 

"  I  pledge  you  my  word.  Dandy." 

"  Weel,  ye  maun  ken,  sir,"  continued  the  hungry  Andrew, 
sighing  as  he  spread  the  last  of  the  honey  on  the  last  of  the  loaf, 
**1  was  a  puir  plew-lad,  and  bided  wi'  an  unmarried  aunty,  an 
auld  whaislin,  waUydraigel  deevil,  that,  because  she  had  never 
gotten  a  gudeman,  took  it  into  her  wise  heid  to  turn  witch. 
1^00,  sir,  whether  she  was  a  witch,  or  wasna  a  witch,  I  canna 
say ;  but  she  was  auld  enough,  and  ugly  enough,  for  ane ;  for 
LfT  hook  neb  and  hairy  chin  met  when  sne  gimed,  and  her  twa 
een  were  sunk  a  finger-length  into  her  heid ;  but,  my  certie ! 
they  could  look  oot  wickedly  eneuch  when  I  suppit  owre  muckle 
brdsoy  stole  her  cream,  or  let  her  peas  bannocks  scouther  on  the 
girdle.  I  say  again,  sir,  that,  whether  she  had  any  dealings  wi' 
the  Auld  Gentleman  or  no,  I  ken  nocht,  and  noo  I  care  nocht ; 
but  tkis  I  ken,  that,  as  she  never  gaed  to  kirk  or  mercat,  she 
tune  got  the  wyte  o'  a'  that  gaed  wrang  in  the  country  side." 

"  Well,  Dandy,  such  as " 

'*  Enchanting  millwhecls,  that  stood  stock-still  one  hour,  and 
whirled  the  next  as  if  the  deil  drave  them ;  o'  making  toom  yill- 
barrela  dance  in  the  browster's  yard ;  0'  croaking  on  lumheids 

I 
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like  a  corbie,  and  yowling  on  the  selaits  like  a  eat ;  o*  gieing  tlie 
Dominie  the  palsy,  and  the  Precentor  the  pest,  and  causing  ilka 
other  ill  that  happened  in  the  parish ;  o'  patting  the  hail  pains 
o*  child-birth  upon  Jock  Tamson,  the  mling  elder,  whose  gnde- 
yni^e  was  safely  delivered  o'  three  bairns,  whue  he,  gademan,  was 
dancing  and  raving  about  his  kailyard,  thinking  himself  be- 
witched, as  he  was.  She  was  accused  o*  raising  up  whirlwinds; 
o'  dancing  wi'  the  diel  at  the  Nine-8tane*ii^,  where  he  cam 
dressed  like  a  Hielandman  (as  I  am),  with  kilt  and  hose,  and 
the  Lord  kens  a'  what  mair,  for  she  was  like  the  ccdley  wi'  the 
ill  name;  until  at  last  our  minister,  Maister  Kittletext,  when 
riding  hame  to  the  Manse  on  a  munelicht  nicht,  irae  a  meeting 
o'  the  kirk-session,  saw  twa  brigs  at  the  bum  o'  Drumlie,  and 
was  weel  nigh  dooked  to  death  by  riding  owre  the  wrang  ane. 
I^ext  morning,  he  swore  before  the  sheriff,  that  frae  the  moment 
he  passed  our  cottage  he  saw  everything  doable,  whilk  was 
naething  wonderfu'  in  him,  when  pricking  his  auld  mear  hame 
in  the  gloamin' ;  sae  the  session  hauled  mv  aunty  before  them, 
screwed  her  with  the  caspie  daws,  pricked  ner  wi'  pins,  declared 
she  was  a  witch,  and  burned  her  m  the  loan  at  the  end  o'  the 
toun ;  and,  aye  cankered  as  she  was  to  me,  I  grat  like  a  wean 
when  I  saw  the  bleeze,  as  I  sat  about  a  mile  off  on  the  hill  o' 
Drumlie,  for  in  that  bleeze  the  last  o'  a'  my  kith  and  kin  was 
passing  away.  After  this,  the  hail  parochin  misca'ed  me  as  a 
witch's  kinsman,  nane  wad  employ  me ;  sea  a  mouthfu'  o'  meat, 
a  sup  o*  kail,  or  a  bite  frae  a  bannock,  wasna  to  be  had.  The 
men  gloomed — ^the  women  gied  me  liie  gae-bye— the  bairns 
pu'ed  my  plaid-neuk  and  cast  stanes  after  me,  till  my  life  was 
weary.  X  grat  wi'  spite,  and  said,  'Deil  tak  the  parish  o' 
Drumlie,  and  a'  that  are  in't  I  I'll  turn  sodjier,  and  march  to 
Low  Germanie' — and  sae,  sir,  I  am  here" 

Finding  that  he  was  wearying  me,  and  that  I  was  somewhat 
inclined  to  sleep.  Dandy  left  me  for  the  purpose  of  foraging  for 
more  vivres  against  the  time  of  dinner,  as  he  had  a  mortal 
aversion  to  having  recourse  to  Corporal  Spiirrledter's  basins  of 
growte. 


CHAPTEE  XXin. 


SSNSSTIHK  AND  GjLBBIBLLB. 


Two  days*  nursing  at  the  hands  of  these  charming  girls  made 

me  almost  well,  and  fit  for  service.    The  contusion  on  mv  head 

no  longer  gave  me  any  pain ;  the  scar  closed,  an4  grew  nourly 

"^s  under  the  soothing  application  of  some  essence  or  lotion 
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which  the  J  applied  to  it;  and  they  were  both  60  kind  as  to 
bring  their  worlc — for  they  were  very  indufltrious— ^into  my  room, 
where  they  sat,  one  on  each  side  of  my  bed,  and  sewed,  em- 
broidered, read,  or  chatted  with  me.  There  was  something  suf- 
ficiently pleasing,  and  perplexing  too,  in  being  thus  placed  be- 
tween two  snch  beantifal  young  women — one  with  dark  hair 
and  large  orient  eyee;  the  other,  with  mild  blue  orbs  and  soft 
bright  curls;  both  animated,  laughing,  brilliant,  and  full  of 
wit  and  yiyacity.  To  say  the  least  of  it,  my  position,  was  yery 
enviabje. 

Ernestine  was  dark,  and  tail  and  stately. 

Gabrielle  was  less  so,  but  fair  and  blooming ;  ever  smiling, 
saye  when,  some  recoUeotion  floated  through  her  mind.  Then 
she  cast  down  her  timid  blue  eyes  and  sighed. 

Ernestine  wore  her  long  black  hair,  purted  smoothly  over  her 
open  brow,  in  broad  and  heayy  braids. 

Grabrielle  permitted  hers  to  float  in  loose  ringlets,  which  dis» 
played  to  the  utmost  adyantage  their  bright  golden  eolour. 

Ernestine's  deep  dark  eyes  nad  usually  a  quiet  and  thoughtful 
expression ;  her  sister's,  tnough  less  attractive,  possessed  more 
vivacity.  JErnestine  had  more  pHde*  Gtibrielle  more  frankness ; 
and  I  know  of  no  picture  more  beautiful  than  was  presented  by 
these  two  motherless  sisters,  whose  home  was  the  camp,  when 
Gabrielle  rested  her  fair  head,  with  its  shower  of  golden  curls, 
upon  the  budding  bosom  and  snowy  shoulder  of  her  more 
thoughtful,  more  contemplative,  and  more  matron-like  sister; 
their  attitudes  were  so  full  of  grace  and  afiection. 

Ernestine  had  the  Are,  the  step,  the  glance,  the  dark  eyes,  and 
the  dignity  of  Spain. 

Gabrielle  had  the  rich  bloom  and  bright  hair  of  her  motheri 
the  Hainaulter ;  but  Ernestine,  though  she  addressed  me  least, 
interested  me  most.  In  form  she  was  finer  than  the  most  beauti- 
ful statue ;  her  hands  and  arms  were  of  the  most  pure  and  per* 
feet  form  that  a  soulptor  of  the  highest  class  could  conceive ; 
and  yet,  if  I  could  make  any  distinction  in  their  Samaritan 
attention  to  me,  little  Gabrielle  was  the  kindest  of  the  two. 
When  comparing  the  calm,  even,  reserved,  and  well-bred  style 
of  their  conyersdaon,  with  ijie  bold  and  forward  manners  of  f^- 
dentia,  I  felt  nothing  but  anger  and  disgust  at  myself  for  having 
yielded  so  completeljr  to  her  spells  ana  her  snares ;  and  yet  the 
Deaaty  of  that  Spanish  dancer  was  worthy  of  a  higheor  sphere 
and  better  fate. 

During  these  two  days  we  became  quite  intimate,  for  under 
such  circumstances  friendshij)  ripens  rapi^y ;  and  heanng  them 
addressing  each  other  by  their  Christian  names,  I  soon  learned 
to  do  BO  likewise ;  but  the  regimental  sobriquet  (M'Combioh)i 

x2 


128  tmup  ROiiLo; 

by  which  I  had  introduced  myself  to  the  cotint,  pnzzled  th^tai 
sorely,  and  they  styled  me  Herr  Komheeh,  The  youngest  re- 
quested that  I  should  simply  call  her  Gabrielle ;  but  when  I 
addressed  the  eldest  so  unceremoniously,  she  gave  me  at  times 
one  of  her  proud  but  quiet  smiles.  Her  reserve  piqued  me  a 
little,  too.     ^ 

"  Lady  Ernestine,"  said  I,  "why  is  Gubrielle  so  much,  more 
kind  to  me  than  you  P" 

"  I  am  sorry  you  should  -think  there  is  any  difference,"  she 
replied,  bending  her  dark  eyes  mildly,  but  inquiringly,  upon  me ; 
"  yet,  perhaps,  it  may  be  so— she  has  a  reason  for  Being  kind  to 
a  soldier,  but  I  have  none." 

"  And  why  does  she  never  wear  ornaments  or  gay  colours— 
and  is  one  moment  so  merry  and  the  next  so  sadP" 

"  For  the  same  reason." 

"  What  may  this  reason  be  P" 

"  You  are  very  inquisitive,  Herr  Kombeek,"  said  Grabrielle, 
bending  her  blushing  face  over  her  embroidering  frame. 

"  Twice  I  have  observed  her  countenance  fall  when  I  spoke  of 
the  defeat  at  Lutter." 

"  Her  betrothed  fell  in  that  mctory"  replied  Ernestine ;  "  she 
is  quite  a  little  widow.  Hence  the  gravity  that  occasionally 
clouds  her  merry  heart,  and  hence,  perhaps,  her  kindness  to  you 
—a  wounded  soldier— for  the  sake  of  our  lost  friend ;  for  the  poor 
Conde  de  Lerma  was  scarcely  ever  on  the  footing  of  a  lover.  He 
considered  his  marriage  as  a  thing  that  must  take  place,  quite  as 
a  matter  of  course." 

"  And  you,  Ernestine,  have  you  no  lover  in  yonder  camp  to 
make  you  anxious  for  the  chance  of  war  P" 

"  Ah,  yes!  Herr  Kombeek,"  said  Grabrielle,  clapping  her  bands ; 
"  question  her  a  littlg  now." 

Ernestine  replied  only  by  one  of  her  proud  smiles,  and  adjusted 
her  ruff.    She  was  offended. 

"  You  must,  you  must  have  many,"  said  I,  sighing  upon  my 
lace  pillow ;  "  for  men  will  love  you,  whether  you  permit  them 
or  not." 

There  was  something  in  the  manner  and  bearing  of  Ernestine 
that  impressed  me  with  respect,  and  interested  me  extremely ; 
and  yet  I  conversed  less  with  her  than  with  Grabrielle,  perhaps 
for  the  simple  reason  that  the  latter  conversed  more  with  me. 
I  could  jest  and  laugh  at  trifles  with  such  a  chatty  little  fabry  as 
Gabrielle ;  but  not  so  with  her  sister.  I  could  make  doggerel 
rhymes,  say  gallant  speeches,  and  all  those  pretty  nothings  wnich 
come  80  readily  to  one's  tongue  when  conversing  with  a  pretty 

f'rl ;  but  I  dared  not  attempt  the  same  strain  with  Ernestine, 
hey  seemed  altogether  unsuited  to  her  queen-like  air,  and 
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high-bred  reserve  of  maimer,  which  were  sometimes  a  little 
provoking. 

On  the  morning  of  the  third  day  I  arose  from  bed,  Dandy 
k  Dreghom  assisted  me  to  dress ;  and,  save  a  little  swimming  of 
the  head,  I  fonnd  myself  almost  well.  My  cuirass  shone  uke 
silver ;  I  placed  my  clavmore  and  bioda^  in  my  belt,  tied  my 
scarf  over  my  right  shoulder,  gave  a  finishm^  tonch  to  my  long 
locks,  and  that  short  mustache,  the  sprouting  of  which  I  cul- 
tivated with  the  utmost  assiduity,  and  descended  to  breakfast 
with  the  young  ladies,  in  a  lofty  apartment,  the  windows  of  which 
opened  upon  the  terrace  of  a  garden,  clothed  in  all  the  freshness, 
the  brilliant  flowers,  and  the  beau^  of  midsummer.  The  doors, 
windows,  and  cornices  were  beautifully  proportioned ;  the  ceilings 
and  panels  were  covered  by  paintings  of  tne  school  of  Eeubens. 
Hand  'in  hand  with  satyrs,  a  long  string  of  immodest-looking 
nymphs  ran  round  the  walls  below  the  frieze,  and  in  some  places 
a  bearded  ancestor  of  the  Baron  Karl  looked  grimly  out  of  his 
oak  frame,  and  under  his  square  helmet  of  the  fourteenth  century. 
In  this  room  there  was  the  hum  of  the  summer  flies,  as  they 
floated  on  the  warm  and  perfumed  atmosphere.  We  were  just 
sitting  doi^  to  a  breakfast,  composed  of  every  delicacy  which 
the  fertile  provinces  of  Bremen  and  Luneburg  could  afford,  when 
the  count,  with  his  nodding  red  plume,  suddenly  appeared  before 
the  window,  dismounting  from  Mellochio  on  the  terrace,  and  we 
saw  his  taU  figure  between  the  embroidered  curtains  of  Indian 
muslin  and  German  hangings,  like  some  vivid  portrait  of  an 
ancient  knight — ^for  the  mshion  of  his  arms  was  somewhat  old. 
His  daughters  sprang  from  the  table  to  embrace  and  lead  him  in. 

"  In  three  hours,"  said  he,  "  Count  Tilly  will  be  here,  and  our 
friend  must  be  concealed  forthwith." 

"  Within  the  house  P'*  asked  Ernestine,  her  eyes  filling  with 
an  esroression  of  alarm. 

"  Of  course,  girl ;  nowhere  would  he  be  safe  out  of  it.  The 
whole  country  is  full  of  our  troops,  and  the  Croats  and  Hungarian 
heyducs  are  swarming  like  locusts  in  every  village.  Tilly's 
advanced  guard  (Tze^ski's  regiment  of  musketeers,  imder 
Colon^  Gordon)'passed  Eeinsdon  this  morning  about  daybreak 
^omyseoutsk?ormme.» 

Through  the  great  chateau  this  intelligence  spread  like  wildfire. 
Corooral  Spurrledter,  who,  with  other  md  troopers,  dad  in  their 
calrakin  boots  and  yellow  doublets,  with  red  sadhes  and  red 
worsted  fringes,  had  been  dozing  in  the  warm  sunshine,  almost 
asleep  over  &c-trac,  with  pipe  in  mouth,  and  pots  of  Dantzio 
beer  beside  them,  started  when  the  trumpets  blew  hoot  and 
toddle,  and  hurried  to  accoutre  themselves  and  their  horses.  The 
old  GkCTUin  housekeeper  (who,  protected  by  her  age  and  ugliness, 
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had  ifemalaed  wiiea  others  fled)  ynm  now  in  greater  trflbnlAtion 
than  ever ;  and  Dandy  Dreghom,  who  was  busy  in  the  kitchen 
mannfbckufing  some  jEomburg  meal,  which  he  had  diseoveired, 
into  eKoellent  Seottish  porridge,  made  the  greatest  im&j^able 
haste  to  get  the  whole  (though  scalding  hot)  under  his  belt, 
before  Tilly  came  up  with  his  troopers. 

"  Now,  my  young  friend,"  said  the  Count  to  me  during  break« 
fast,  "I  believe  that  I  need  not  inform  you  of  the  neoeasity  of 
your  avoiding  old  Tilly." 

*'  Believe  me,  count,  I  have  not  the  slightest  wish  to  throw 
myself  unnecessarily  in  his  way,  but  assuredly  I  will  not  oon* 
descend  to  avoid  him." 

**  Ton  must  do  so !  your  safety  imperatively  demands  it.  Why, 
the  old  Tartar  would  think  no  more  of  having  you  hanged  or  shot 
than  I  do  of  slicing  the  top  of  tiiis  egg ;  and  if  chance  should 
make  him  acquainted  with  your  vicinity,  and  if  I  shoidd  say  you 
are  come  to  join  the  Emperor,  as  many  of  our  Catholic  Scots,  the 
Gordons  of  the  Garioch,  the  Lindsays  and  the  Leslies,  have  done, 
you  will  not  gainsay  me." 

**  Count,  I  will  never  stoop  to  this  subterfdge.  Pardon  me,"  I 
added,  on  perceiving  that  his  haughty  brow  clouded^  **  at  the 
worst  I  am  but  a  prisoner  of  war,  and,  as  such,  have  a  right  to 
expect  that  honourable  treatment  which  our  brave  defence  at 
yonder  bridge  deserves."       , 

"The  devil !  you  are  like  ajred-hot  cannon-ball;  one  does  not 
know  on  what  side  to  take  hold  of  you.  By  this  time  you  should 
know  that  in  the  cause  of  the  Empire  ana  of  Catholicism,  Tilly 
unites  the  enthusiasm  of  Peter  the  Hermit  to  the  ferocity  of  a 
tiger  and  the  cunning  of  a  fox.  Such  is  the  general  of  the 
armies  of  the  League.  I  implore  you  to  beware  of  him,  for  the 
mercy  he  may  grant,  not  to  one,  but  to  a  thousand  prisoners  of 
war,  depends  but  upon  the  miserable  caprice  of  a  moment.  This 
is  a  religious  war ;  faith  fights  against  faith,  and  men's  hearts  are 
hardened  and  inflamed  hj  the  ferocity  their  preachers  inculcate. 
We  are  just  about  to  assail  another  party  of  Christian's  Scottish 
troops,  who  keep  that  important  post,  the  Castle  of  Lauenburg." 

"  Ah !"  said  I,  pushing  away  my  cup  of  coflee ;  "  and  I,  who 
would  give  the  world  to  be  there,  am  here .'" 
.  "The  whole  world/'  said  Ernestine;  "you  are  a  large  pro- 
prietor!" I  thought  there  was  a  tone  of  pique  in  her  quiet 
remai^k*-4-pique  at  my  ungrateful  wish  to  be  gone.  I  gazed  upon 
her,  and  her  beauty  seemed  as  perfect  as  female  loveliness  could 
be — as  perfeet  as  any  that  ever  smiled  on  Baflkello  da  XJrbino  in 
the  midst  of  his  happiest  reveries. 

'*  Ernestine,"  said  the  County  raising  his  eyebrowB>  **  you  know 

Hfi  IB  coming  with  Tilly  P" 
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'*  No/'  replied  the  daughter,  over  whose  fair  face  there  flitted  a 
perceptible  ahadow,  whion  belied  her  negatire. 

"  Mia  aide-de-camp,  the  Ooutit  Albert  KoDniDgheim — Halbert 
Onnninghame,  a  oadet  of  the  hotise  of  Glencaim/'  he  added  to 
me,  *'  who  has  been  a  succesBful  Boldier  ia  the  wars  of  the 
Empire.'* 
"  Ah-^indeed !"  I  murmtired,  walking  to  the  window. 
"  Beeeive  him  well,  EmeBtine,"  I  heard  the  count  saying,  in 
a  low  Toice,  as  he  smoothed  the  beautiM  braids  of  her  hair ; 
"  reoeite  him  as  one  who  deserves  your  utmost  esteem  and  has 
my  best  regard/* 

"Oh!  father ** 

"My  eountryman-^riob,  young,  handsome,  powerfVil,  high  in 
fftTOur  with  the  Emperor,  with  Tilly,  and  the  army ;  covered 
with  orders  and  honours,  you  will  soon  learn  to  love  him  Ernestine 
—will  you  not  f*' 
"  I  will  try."  I  thought  I  heard  a  sigh. 
**  Thott  art  a  good  girl— I  love  thee  deariy,**  said  the  fVank 
noble,  as  he  kiss^  his  daughter's  brow ;  "  and  I  will  send  for 
that  macpiifioent  set  of  diamonds  you  fancied  at  Yienna.  I  gave 
my  wora  to  £a>ningheim,  when  he  saved  my  life  at  Eiltter,  that 
I  would  make  him  my  kinsman  if  I  could.  Ah !  for  mv  sake  he 
ran  a  deadly  peril  th«pe,  and  gave  me  his  own  horse  wnen  mine 
was  torn  almost  asunder  beneath  me,  by  a  cannon-shot." 

Not  a  word  of  this  had  escaped  me,  and  I  felt  something  rising 
in  my  heart. 

**  Pshaw  1"  said  I  $  "  what  is  Ernestine  to  me  P  I  shall  never 
see  her  again.  Yet  she  has  been  so  kind,  that  I  hope  this  Scoto* 
Grerman  count  will  make  a  good  husband  to  her." 

I  think  there  is  a  sentiment — shall  we  call  it  piaue  or  jealousy? 
—in  the  minds  of  most  young  men,  when  they  behold  a  beautiM 
youDS  woman  placed,  or  about  to  be  placed,  beyond  their  reach. 

"  Yes — yes !"  thought  I ;  '*  it  is  just  this  jealousy  that  animates 
me  at  present." 

"  You  are  admiring  my  mansion,"  said  the  count,  approaching 
me. 

'*  It  ia  magnificent,**  said  I,  turning  from  the  beautiful  garden 
to  the  equalfy  beautiM  apartment,  through  the  painted  windows 
of  which  a  deluge  of  warm  morning  light  was  shed  upon  the  floor 
<tf  polished  oak,  and  the  gilded  carving  of  the  wainscoting. 

"  I  shall  build  a  pretty  summer-house  at  the  end  of  that  walk. 

I  have  received  the  whole  place  as  a  free  gift  from  the  Emperor." 

"  My  poor  friend,  the  Baron  Karl,  has  not  been  consulted  on 

this  transfer,"  said  I ;  "  but  by  what  right  does  eerdinand  II. 

gift  away  i^ese  lands  in  Lunebui^  P" 

*'  Tlie  right  of  ooncjuest,"  replied  the  Qount»  laughing.    "  Ah  I 
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you  will  nerer  gain  a  fair  heritage  hj  fighting  under  the  godly    | 
Christian  lY.    This  will  make  a  nice  little  chateau  for  my    I 
daughters,  while  we  follow  Christian  through  the  JDanish  isles,     j 
I'll  make  old  Spiirrledter  governor  of  it.    Dost  think  you  are    j 
well  enough  to  ride  P  for,  without  being  inhospitable,  my  dear  j 
friend,  I  would  gladly  have  you  altogether  clear  of  this  neigh- >^ 
bourhood  before  Tilly  arrives — and  now,  by  heaven  and  earSi ! 
yonder  he  comes ! "  added  the  count,  as  the  sharp  note  of  a 
cavalry  trumpet,  followed  by  the  rapid  dank  of  horses'  hoofs,  was 
heard  in  the  court  of  the  mansion.    ''Away  with  our  guest, 
Ernestine,"  said  the  count,  starting  from  the  table;  "to  your    , 
care  I  entrust  him  !'*  j 

"  Come  with  me— quick,  Herr  £ombeek !"  said  she,  holding    i 
out  her  hand. 

**  Kombeek — ^what  a  devil  of  a  name !  '*  thought  I,  as  she  hurried 
me  away  towards  a  wing  of  the  mansion  whi^  was  appropriated    \ 
to  themselves.  ' 

''  If  the  soldier  who  is  with  me  falls  into  Tilly's  hands,  I  shall 
never  forgive  myself  for  not  saving  him.  And  see,  madame,"  I 
added,  as  we  passed  a  window,  "yonder  he  stands— oh!  the 
incorrigible  ass !— eatine  apples  on  tne  terrace,  and  gazing  open- 
mouthed  at  the  approaching  cavalcade." 

I  summoned  him  angrily  from  the  window.  He  lingered  for 
a  moment  to  conceal  his  fruit  in  the  neuk  of  his  plaid«  and  then 
hurried  to  join  me. 

We  were  both  consigned  to  a  retired  apartment,  where  we  were 
to  remain,  as  Ernestine  said,  until  Tilly  quitted  the  house  to  join 
the  head-quarters  of  his  army. 


CHAPTEE  XXIV. 

PBOBABILITT  OP  SSCAPINa  AND  LEAVING  ICT  HBABT  BEHIHI)  MB. 

Though  this  retreat  was  necessary  for  our  safety,  and  plenty  of 
provisions  were  sent  to  us,  to  the  great  contentment  of  Dandy 
breghom,  and  though  we  had  the  fuU  liberty  of  traversing  cer- 
tain apartments  which  overlooked  the  spacious  garden  of  the 
mansion,  (to  me)  there  was  something  rather  irritating  in  the 
conviction  of  being  compelled  to  lurk  Ske  a  thief,  even  urom  the 
terrible  Tilly ;  the  more  so,  as  at  a  distance  we  heard  the  twang 
of  trumpets  and  horns,  and  the  din  of  cymbals  and  kettle-drums, 
as  his  columns  of  horse  and  foot  poured  on  towards  the  fated 
Elbe- 

The  apartments  and  their  furniture  were  alike  elegant  and 
luxurious ;  the  high-backed  chairs  were  of  ebon-like  oak,  ooyered 
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S'  crimson  velvet  and  staffed  with  down ;  the  floors,  of  hard  red 
emel  wood,  were  polished  and  garnished  till  they  shone  like 
glass ;  the  tapestries  of  crimson  and  gold  were  set  in  broad 
carved  frames  of  oak  and  gilded  wood ;  the  lozenged  windows 
were  tinted  by  innumerable  coats-of-arms ;  some  of  the  compart* 
ments  stood  open,  admitting  into  these  old  chambers,  which  were 
coeval  with  the  days  of  Magnns  Torquatns,  Duke  of  Luneburg, 
the  warmth  of  the  Julv  sun,  together  with  the  rich  perfume  of 
the  ripe  strawberry  beds,  the  fragrant  honeysuckle,  the  jasmine 
and  tne  rose,  which  mingled  with  the  bright  red  and  blue  con- 
voIyuH,  that  clambered  up  the  carved  mmlions  of  the  antique 
casements. 

Within  the  mansion,  but  at  a  distance,  I  heard  the  sound  of 
voices  and  of  laughter — the  loud  hearty  laughter  of  heedless 
soldiers ;  for  the  count  was  entertaining  Tilly  and  some  of  the 
officers  and  cavaliers  of  his  staff. 

During  the  somewhat  monotonous  day  I  spent  in  these  stately 
apartments,  Ernestine  and  Gabrielle  came  separately  to  converse 
with  me  for  a  few  minutes — ^to  bring  me  booxs  and  refreshments 
—evincing  so  much  kindness  and  sisterly  solicitude  in  these  little 
visits,  that  my  heart  swelled  with  gratitude  and  pleasure ;  and 
I  looked  forward  with  regret  to  the  time  that  must  separate  me 
firom  hostesses  so  ladylike  and  so  winning. 

About  sunset,  when  I  had  given  up  the  expectation  of  seeing 
them  any  more,  I  heard  the  rustle  of  a  silk  dress  in  the  long  cor- 
ridor, and  saw  Ernestine  standing  irresolutely  at  the  farthest  end 
of  it,  with  the  embarrassed  air  of  one  who  thought  she  was  coming 
too  often !  She  stood  and  smiled,  her  timid  expression  contrast 
ing  strongly  with  the  noble  beauty  of  her  face  and  figure.  I 
sprang  forward — ^I  was  so  happy  to  see  her;  for  there  are  so 
many  ways  in  which  one  can  be  mterested  in  a  beautiful  woman 
—but  Ernestine  was  yet  quite  a  girl.  All  I  had  seen  of  her, 
during  those  three  days  which  we  had  spent  constantly  together 
under  such  peculiar  circumstances,  with  her  fathers  remarks 
about  Tilly's  aide-de-camp,  increased  rather  than  diminished  this 
interest,  for  she  evidently  did  not  care  a  jot  about  her  destined 
husband. 

"  I  oome  for  the  last  time  to  liee  you  again,"  said  she,  with  one 
of  her  sweet  and  quiet  smiles ;  "  at  midnight  Corporal  Spibrledter 
will  meet  you  at  the  end  of  this  corridor,  and  conduct  you  to  a 
secret  place  on  the  bank  of  the  Elbe — a  place  that  is  unwatched, 
and  to  which  (on  burning  a  blue  light)  a  boat  will  come  off  from 
the  Saze-Lauenburg  side,  and  convey  you  away.*' 

"  I  will  never  forget  this  kindness,  Ernestine,"  I  replied,  timidly 
touching  her  hand  with  my  Hp ;  "  never !  You  and  Gabrielle 
have  bem  to  me  as  sisters.    I  go— «nd  you  wiU  remember  me  no 
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more ;  but  believe  me  the  memory  of  these  last  three  days  will 
never  be  effaced  from  my  mind." 

She  smiled. 

"  And  you  tell  me  all  this  as  if  I  did  not  know  soldiers,  who 
say  the  same  thing  to  every  x)retty  fralilein  who  binds  up  a  scar, 
or  is  compelled  to  act  hostess  by  a  burgomaster's  order.  While 
Tilly  and  my  father  march  on  their  troops  to  the  conquest  of 
Denmark,  Gabrielle  and  I  will  reside  here ;  and  the  count  has 
desired  me  to  say,  that  if  ever  you  should  find  yourself  a  prisoner 
or  a  fugitive,  friendless  and  in  want  of  military  employment,  to 
communicate  with  him  through  tbe  officer  commandiug  any 
Austrian  garrison,  and  he  will  not  fail  to  succour  and  protect  you. 
Here,  at  our  new  appanage,  Gabrielle  and  I  will  remain  until  the 
war  with  Christian  is  over,  and  we  return  to  Carlstein,  or  our 
new  hotel  near  the  Scots  G-ate  at  Vienna.  At  all  events,"  she 
added,  as  she  gave  me  her  hand  with  that  charming  frankness 
which  she  inherited  from  her  Scottish  rather  than  her  Spanish 
blood,  "  whatever  the  fortune  of  war  mav  be,  and  though  we  may 
never  meet  again,  you  will  ever  be  our  mend." 

"Your  friend,  Ernestine!  oh,  I  shall  ever  be  more  than 
that !" 

•*  Of  course,  are  you  not  my  enemy,  and  fighting  against  the 
great  Catholic  Empire?  You  must  content  you  with  being,  if 
you  can,  my  simple  friend."  ^ 

"  Ernestine,"  I  began,  taking  her  hand  again 

"  Nay,  nay,"  she  replied  quickly,  in  a  way  that  somewhat  re- 
minded me  of  my  friend  the  actress ;  "  do  not  look  lacrymose 
and  attempt  to  act  the  lover,  for  lovers  c[uarrel  many  times,  but 
friends  seldom  more  than  once.  Besides,  rumour  says  that 
Gabrielle  and  I  have  quite  too  many  admirers  already." 

There  was  more  of  Gabrielle's  playfulness  in  this  than  the 
queenlike  manner  usual  to  Emestme.  We  gazed  at  each  other 
timidly,  and  then  smiled. 

"  My  old  confessor.  Father  d*Eydel,  of  the  Order  of  Jesus, 
wrote  a  charming  little  book  on  love  and  friendship,"  said 
Ernestine  ;  **  and,  moreover,  he  dedicated  it  to  Gabrielle  and 
me 

"  I  should  like  to  know  the  Jesuit's  ideas  of  love." 

"  He  said  that  one  friend  was  worth  an  army  of  lovers  ;  that 
love  is  like  wine — bright,  beautifiil,  and  intoxicating ;  but  friend- 
ship is  like  the  inexhaustible  water  of  a  pure  fountain — clear, 
cool,  and  refreshing :  he  said  that  love  was  all  hot  and  heedless 
impulse,  whereas  friendship  embraced  the  finest  emotions  of  the 
heart  and  head." 

"You  are  quite  a  philosopher ;   and  yet — ah!   Ernestine — 
*e  is  a  merry  twintle  in  your  beautiml  eyes  belying  all  you 
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"  Moreover,  Father  d'Eydel  told  me,  at  the  Scots  convent,  I 
shonld  have  nothing  to  do  with  lovers—" 

"  Father  d'Evdel *'  I  began  impatiently. 

Ernestine  held  np  her  pretty  white  hand. 

"  He  told  me  love  was  like  a  two-edged  sword—-** 

"  Did  he  not  tell  yon  it  was  like  wine,  but  with  water  too  ?" 

"  That  it  enerved  the  hearts  of  the  young,  and  failed  to  inspire 
tixe  hearts  of  the  old.  To  women  he  recommended  religion  and 
the  cloi8tel^— «" 

**  This  devil  of  a  d*Eydel  would  soon  bring  the  world  to  an 
end  I    And  to  men " 

"  A  jovial  oup  of  wine ;  for  it  never  failed  alike  to  tire  the 
hearts  of  the  old  and  the  young,  the  brave  and  the  timid.  But 
now,  sir,  I  must  leave  you.  Tilly  is  to  sup  with  mv  father,  who 
at  nightfall  is  to  make  a  movement  up  the  Elbe  with  his  own  re<* 
giments,  the  Beitres  of  Giezar  and  Koeningratfl,  so  that  I  cannot 
absent  myself  longer.  Adieu  !->*believe  me,  you  have  ail  our  best 
and  kindest  wishes——" 

Ernestine  I"  I  urged,  endeavouring  to  detain  her. 
Our  Lady  bless  you !  do  not  forget  that  at  midnight  Spiirr* 
ledter  will  be  awaiting  you  at  the  end  of  that  passage." 

She  retired  by  the  door,  which  she  had  been  gradually  ap« 
proaching,  and,  aa  it  closed,  my  heart  felt  a  pang  at  the  idea  that 
we  should  never  meet  again.  But  a  soldier's  life  is  fuU  of  merry 
meetings  and  sad  partings.  In  time,  I  fear  me,  we  get  used  tc> 
them. 

Honest  Dandy's  loquacity,  when  I  announced  the  enterprise 
on  which  we  were  to  set  fortn  at  midnight,  oonsiderablv  disturbed 
the  eurrent  of  my  reflections.  I  would  rather  have  been  alone. 
I  longed  for  one  more  glimpse  of  Ernestine,  and  to  have  one  word 
more  with  her.  Fifty  things  I  had  left  unsaid  now  occurred  to 
me,  and  many  that  seemed  as  if  they  had  been  better  lefl  unsaid. 
Then  came  the  usual  fears,  that  I  might  have  offended  her  by 
saying  too  much — "  bat  what  matter  afl  these  thoughts  P"  I  said ; 
"  to«morrow  the  Elbe  will  be  between  us,  and  next  day  we  shall 
forget  all  about  it.  But  I  still  seemed  to  see  that  soft  femmine  face, 
and  those  beautiful  dark  eyes,  and  the  voice  of  Ernestine  lingered 
in  my  ear,  till,  as  I  reclined  on  one  of  the  cushioned  window-seats, 
and  gazed  upon  the  dying  twilight,  night  stole  on ;  and  Dandy 
(who  had  been  examinmg  with  grim  accuracy  the  edges  of  our 
swords  and  dirks,  and  had  charged  my  pistols),  finding  that  I  was 
arerse  to  conversation,  wiled  away  the  time  by  making  a  last 
inyestigation  of  the  panelled  chambers,  in  the  hope  of  finding  a 
stray  edible  or  drinkattte  in  some  forgotten  nook.  Then  he  drew 
to  my  side  as  ihe  darkness  deepened ;  for  the  grotesque  features, 
and  old  German  architecture  of  the  place  began  to  have,  as  he 
said,  *'  an  unco  mirk  and  eerie  look  aooot  them." 
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CHAPTEE  XXV. 

JL  SERIOUS  MISTAKE,  AND  A  LEABNBD  DISCUSSIOIT  ON   WOMEK. 

The  hours  stole  slowly  on,  and  as  they  wore  away,  and  the  hour 
of  escape  drew  nigh,  my  anxiety  increased,  more  perhaps  than 
the  whole  occasion  merited ;  hut  the  wound  on  my  head  rendered 
me  feverish  and  fretful,  as  poor  Dandy  Dreghom  soon  found; 
for,  growing  weary  of  his  incessant  chatter,  I  abruptly  told  him 
to  hold  his  tongue,  and  we  sat  moping  like  two  owls  in  the  dark, 
listening  to  the  hours  and  half-hours,  as  they  were  struck  slowly 
and  sonorously  by  the  clock  over  the  ancient  gateway  of  the 
house.  The  voices  in  distant  apartments  died  away;  the  oak 
chamber  became  so  black  that  we  could  not  see  each  outer's  faces. 

Midnight  was  at  hand. 

**  Ernestine  will  now  be  in  bed,"  thought  I ;  "  but  wiU  she  be 
asleep,  or  watching  for  my  escape  P"  Imagination  conjured  up 
a  picture  of  this  girl,  vrith  all  her  dark  hair  gathered  in  a  silken 
caul,  lying  sleepless  on  her  laced  pillows,  with  the  pretty  Gubrielle 
nestling  beside  her,  listening  for  every  sound,  and  watching  for 
the  time  which  would  assure  them  that  we  were  free  of  the  man- 
sion, and  safe  from  the  dangerous  vicinity  of  the  terrible  John  of 
Tsercla. 

"  See,  sir,"  said  Dandy,  '*  a  licht  begins  to  glint  at  the  end  o' 
yon  ambulatory !" 

"  'Tis  the  corporal — and  there  is  the  first  stroke  of  twelve  I 
The  old  trooper  is  punctual." 

From  the  window-seat,  where  for  hours  I  had  been  ruminating 
and  gazing  on  the  darkened  landscape,  I  arose  with  a  beating 
heart ;  loosened  my  claymore  in  its  sheath,  to  be  prepared  for  any 
emergency,  and  saying  to  Dreghom —  ^ 

"  follow,  but  follow  me  softly,  and  for  Heaven's  sake  nUmily* 
approached  the  light  which  glimmered  at  the  end  of  the  long 
corridor,  and  seemed  to  be  flashing  upward  from  the  bottom  of 
a  staircase.  On  gaining  the  landing  which  overlooked  it,  we  saw 
— ^not  the  old  corporal  whom  we  expected — ^but  an  older  and  de- 
crepit cavalier,  who  leant  with  his  right  hand  on  a  gold-headed 
cane,  and  with  his  left  on  the  arm  of  a  tall  officer,  who  was 
brilliantly  attired  in  a  doublet  of  cloth  of  gold  with  hanging 
sleeves,  with  a  mantle  of  scarlet  velvet,  a  long  rapier  and  plume. 
They  were  preceded  by  two  servants  bearing  candles,  but  slowlT, 
as  the  old  man  paused  frequently  to  draw  breath  or  make  an  ob- 
servation. 

Dubious  whether  to  advance  or  retreat,  I  stood  for  a  moment 
%te ;  but  fearing  that  to  be  seen  by  any  one  save  the  family 
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of  the  count  miglit  betray  him  and  them,  and  compromise  our 
own  safety,  I  resolved  on  immediate  concealment ;  but  Dreghom, 
in  his  eagerness  and  confasion,  mistook  the  way  back  to  our 
former  lurking-place,  and  by  advancing  too  far  along  the  pas- 
sage, led  me  into  a  larger  and  more  mae;nificent  room.  This 
I  could  perceive  by  the  moonlight,  which  fell  in  large  broad  flakes 
thro^h  the  mullioned  windows. 

"Harkee,  Dreghom,"  said  I,  "this  way — not  that.  Dost 
hear  P— devil  take  thee,  fellow,  and  send  thee  back  to  thy  plough- 
stilts!" 

My  loud  whispers  were  unheeded  or  unheard ;  thus  I  was 
obliged  to  follow,  lest  by  some  clownish  blunder  he  might  com- 
promise us  all. 

**  Quick — conceal  yourself!"  said  I ;  "  for,  whoever  these  are, 
they  come  this  way ;  and,  if  they  discover  us,  we  are  both  as 
dead  men." 

Perceiving  that  the  room  was  hung  with  arras,  I  raised  it  at 
the  foot  and  let  it  drop  over  -my  person,  while  standing  flat 
against  the  wall,  in  a  position  whicn,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  was 
very  constrained,  unpleasant,  and  dusty. 

"Lord  preserve  us,  and  keep  us  I  I'll  be  catched  noo,  like  a 
rat  in  a  ^irnel !"  cried  Dandy  in  great  tribulation,  as  he  ran  three 
or  four  times  round  the  room  in  search  of  a  similar  nook,  over- 
turning a  chair  or  two  in  the  dark  ;  and,  becoming  more  bewil- 
dered as  he  heard  the  approaching  footsteps,  he  made  a  sudden 
dive  below  a  large  and  stately  bed  which  stood  close  to  the  wall, 
on  one  side  of  the  chamber ;  and  there  he  was  barely  ensconced, 
when  all  the  gildings  of  its  canopy,  and  of  the  corniced  ceiling 
and  furniture,  glittered,  as  the  two  servants  entered  with  their 
lights,  and,  placing  them  on  the  table,  withdrew,  retiring  back- 
wards before  the  httle  old  man  with  a  reverence  which,  together 
with  his  whole  peculiar  bearing  (for  I  could  overlook  and  over- 
hear all  through  a  hole  in  the  decayed  hangings),  told  me  he  was 
TiUy— the  great,  the  ferocious,  the  terrible  Tilly— the  soldier- 
Jesuit — ^the  demon-general  of  the  Emperor  Ferdinand ! 

"  You  may  go,"  said  he,  to  the  servants,  and  they  retired. 

Leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  tall  cavalier,  and  on  his  gold-headed 
cane,  he  crossed  the  waxed  floor  with  a  step  rendered  somewhat 
imsteady  by  age,  and  reached  a  large  stufled  chair,  then,  seating 
himself,  he  drew  several  long  breaths,  during  which  the  officer 
remained  respectfully  silent,  with  his  plumed  beaver  in  his  right 
hand,  and  his  left  resting  in  the  polishedbowl-hilt  of  his  long 

toledo. 

Figure  to  yourself  a  little,  lean  old  man,  past  his  seventieth 
year,  and  made  more  aged  in  aspect  by  the  asceticism  of  a  youth 
passed  in  a  Jesuit  college,  and  by  the  wounds  and  toils  of  war ; 
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a  thin  face  and  liigh  narrow  forehead,  alternately  clouded  by 
thought,  and  knit  by  irritability  ;  fierce,  deep  eyes,  like  those  of 
a  rattlesnake,  the  hooked  nose  of  his  Spanish  mother,  the  tiger- 
like mouth  of  his  Walloon  father,  with  a  lanky  cat-like  muttaohe 
to  show  that  he  was  a  soldier,  and  the  small  remains  of  a  tonsore 
to  declare  that  he  was  yet  a  priest.  A  lean,  bent  body,  encased 
in  a  leather  doublet  rusted  over  by  the  constant  use  of  Ul-oondi- 
tioned  armour ;  meagre  thighs  ana  crooked  knees,  cased  in  wide 
calfskin  boots,  having  enormous  jinglespurs;  a  long  sword,  a 
little  mantle,  a  high  ruff,  a  broad-brimmed  hat  of  brown  felt  with 
a  steeple  crown,  garnished  by  a  red  feather  stuck  into  the  gold 
image  of  Madonna,  which,  with  his  magnificent  diamond  ring,  he 
afterwards  bequeathed  to  our  Lady  of  Oetingen.  Such  waa  John 
de  Tsercla,  the  Count  de  Tilly,  generalissimo  of  Ferdinand  II. 
and  of  the  troops  of  the  Oajbholio  League,  so  celebrated  for  bis 
valour  and  ctinning,  his  generosity  to  Catholics,  his  ferocity  to 
Protestants — ^his  aversion  to  women,  to  wine,  and  to  all  human 
weakness — save  the  fear  of  ghosts  ! 

Early  in  life  he  became  a  follower  of  St.  Ignatius  Loyola. 
In  the  seclusion  of  his  cloister  this  fierce  enthusiast  had  a 
vision. 

The  mother  of  God  appeared  before  him,  surrounded  by  the 
rays  of  glory ;  thirteen  stars  sparkled  about  her  brow,  and  the 
lihes  of  punty  sprang  from  unaer  her  feet ;  clouds  rolled  around 
her,  ana  little  angels  bore  up  her  long  flowing  garments.  She 
urged  him  to  take  arms  for  the  Church  of  Bome — for  the  exter- 
mination of  Protestantism,  and  the  total  subjugation  of  Northern 
Europe.  He  became  a  soldier,  and  fought  bravely ;  and  in  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time  attained,  solely  by  incontestable 
merit,  a  marshal's  baton  and  the  sole  command  of  the  Imperial 
troops ;  but  the  camp  fed  rather  than  cured  his  wild  and  visionary 
schemes  of  a  universal  faith,  and  the  conquest  of  the  Protestant 
nations.  Hence  that  mad  ferocity,  of  wnich  we  had  so  many 
terrible  examples,  during  the  long  struggle  for  the  freedom  of 
religion  and  the  liberty  of  Germany.  He  was  a  believer  in 
dreams,  and  was  supposed  by  the  Danes  and  Swedes  to  possess  a 
charmed  life,  which  our  musketeers  often  put  sorely  to  the  test ; 
hence  Tilly's  abhorrence  of  the  Scottish  brigades  in  Germany. 
An  astrologer,  he  was  intensely  superstitious,  and  relied  devoutiy 
on  omens ;  hence  we  find  them  preceding  all  his  greatest  under- 
takings. When  he  held  the  famous  council  of  war  at  Hamelin, 
a  hurricane  blew  up  the  powder-magazine,  and,  reaching  devoted 
Magdeburg,  extinguished  the  lamps  of  the  wise  virgins  in  the 

great  cathedral.    The  night  before  the  great  battle  of  Leipzig, 
e  quartered  himself  in  a  house  which  proved  to  be  an  under' 
taker* s;  hencei  though  brave  as  a  lion,  he  fought  the  action  next 
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day  with  a  wavering  lieart,  and  with  the  certainty  of  meeting 
disaster  and  death. 

"  Count  Koeningheim,"  said  he,  drawing  a  long  breath,  and 
pausing.  I  a})plied  my  eye  to  a  hole  in  the  l^estry,  and  sur- 
Teyed  with  curiosity  the  personage  addressed.  Iliis  was  his  aide- 
de-camp,  the  intended  husband  of  Ernestine,  and  in  all  thines 
the  reverse  of  his  leader.  Tall»  handsome,  and  sunburned,  with 
a  bushy  mustache  and  devil-may-care  eye,  which  announced  him 
a  jovial  Beitre — a  stanch  comrade,  a  thorough  btm-vivafU — one 
of  those  merry  fellows  who  wink  at  landladies,  kiss  pretty 
waitresses,  and  make  themselves  at  home  everywhere,  I  saw  at 
a  glance  that  he  would  never  suit  Ernestine. 

"  Count  Albert,  is  Carlstein  fairly  away  to  join  his  column  P" 

"Yes,  generalissimo.  I  heard  him  ride  out  of  the  quad- 
rangle, with  his  aides  and  two  Heitres,  about  ten  minutes 
•go." 

"  Good !"  muttered  Tilly,  laying  his  broad  beaver  on  the  table : 
"he  is  a  tiresome  fellow — too  proper  a  man  for  me,  and  would 
make  war  after  a  gentle  fashion  of  nis  own.  He  is  your  country- 
man— ^but  you  must  excuse  me.  His  column  marches  on  the 
Lauenburg  road — and  the  horse  regiments  of  Goetz,  Wallace  the 
Scot,  and  Wingarti  are  moving  on  the  same  point.  Ah!  our 
pontoons  will  soon  make  us  a  passage  across  the  Elbe  !" 

"  Wingarti's  dragoons  are  all  puppies,  and  think  more  of  their 
mustaches  than  their  muskets." 

"  And  this  Count  of  Carlstein  has  two  women  in  his  train— 
ha!  ha !"  said  Tillv,  with  a  sardonic  laugh,  as  he  unbuckled  his 
waist-belt  and  laid  his  long  rapier  on  the  table  i  "  two  women, 
KoBningheim — ^the  man  is  mad  !*' 

"  He  introduced  them  as  his  daughters,"  replied  the  other,  co- 
louring a  little  with  vexation. 

"  A  mere  trick — daughters,  cousins,  and  sisters  have  been  in- 
troduced to  me  thus  before !  You  cunning  fellows  begin  to  think 
me  stupid." 

"  On  my  honour,  Count  Tilly,  I  swear  to  you  they  are  his 
daughters." 

"What  faith  you  have  in  their  mother ?  Daughters !  well, 
well,  so  much  the  worse-*-a  wise  man  truly  to  lead  a  column  of 
infantry— one  who  has  daughters !  I  do  not  love  to  have  women 
following  our  army,  Koeningheim.  I  have  known  many  a  brave 
fellow  lost  to  Austria  and  God's  service  by  the  fascinations  of 
that  subtle  sex,  whose  sole  object  is  to  create  passions  and 
rivalry  among  gallant  men,  without  feeling  in  their  own  hearts 
one  spark  of  this  so-called  love,  of  which  idlers  rave  and  poets 

ting. 
**  Your  excellency  is  speaking  like  the  Jesuit  you  were,  and 
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not  like  the  brare  soldier  you  are/'  replied  Connt  Albert,  with  & 
cold  smile. 

"Ism  speaking  like  a  man  of  common  sense,  Kodningheim," 
retorted  Tillj,  grasping  the  knobs  of  his  arm-chair,  and  turning 
his  snakelike  eyes  upon  the  broad  honest  face  of  the  colonel  <» 
Keitres.  "  Beware  ^ou  of  their  snares,  count ;  and  recollect 
that  the  first  object  of  an  Imperialist  caralier  is  the  cause  of  God 
and  of  the  Emperor — ^the  Gross  and  the  Eagle ;  that  all  prirate 
sympathies  must  yield  to  the  public  good.  By  the  wiles  of  a 
woman  Adam  lost  liis  innocence,  Samson  his  strength,  and  Mark 
Antony  the  fruit  of  all  his  victories.  Ah  I  beware  of  them,  Kos- 
ningheim,  beware  of  them !"  added  Tilly,  drawing  his  lean  legs 
out  of  his  enormous  boots.  "  No  man,"  saith  Saint  Jerome,  "  can 
serve  God  with  a  whole  heart,  if  he  hath  any  transactions  with  a 
woman." 

"  Corpo  di  Baccho !  but  one  may  very  well  lead  a  regiment  of 
horse,  serve  the  Emperor,  and  love  a  pretty  woman  occasionally," 
said  the  aide-de-camp,  twirling  his  mustaches;  "the  fact  is, 
count,  that  what  suited  Saint  Jerome  well  enough  will  not  suit 
me,  or  Merod^,  or  Wingarti,  or  any  of  us  but  vourself,  who  are 

fuite  a  model  of  a  man !  Women  are  called  the  pious  sex,  and 
have  no  doubt  Saint  Jerome  had  a  high  opinion  of  them  in  his 
time." 

"So  had  Cornelius  Amppa,"  sneered  Tilly;  "he  wrote  a 
notable  treatise  on  femiue  excellence,  and  yet  withal  divorced 
his  third  wife.  Ha !  ha !  What  make  up  the  sum  of  this  love 
thou  pratest  about  P  Eich  gauds,  billets-doux,  sighs,  and 
treachery !  I  have  seen  many  a  gallant  man,  who  had  hewn  a 
passage  through  a  forest  of  pikes,  become  a  woman's  plaything 
—then  flung  aside  and  forgotten,  as  a  toy  is  forgotten  by  a 
child." 

"  By  my  soul,  Count  Tilly,  you  are  a  million  times  too  severe," 
laughed  Koaningheim ;  "  I  Know  of  no  satisfaction  equalling  that 
with  which  a  stout  fellow,  who  had  done  his  service  in  battle 
duly,  basks  in  the  smiles  of  some  kind  beauty." 

"  'Tis  the  mere  fanfaronade  of  Don  Quixote,  this — ^but,  hark ! 
do  you  not  hear  something  P" 

"  I  do ;  what  the  devil  can  it  be  P"  said  Count  Eoeningheim,  as 
a  very  palpable  sound  of  mastication  came  from  below  the  vast 
tester-bed  where  Dandy  Dreghom  had  ensconced  himself,  and 
where,  I  had  no  doubt,  he  was  satisfying  his  never-ending  appe- 
tite with  some  of  the  provision  saved  over  our  dinner. 

'^ Devil  take  thee  after,  glutton!"  thought  I;  "for  if  taken 
now,  the  cord  will  be  thy  doom." 

"  This  old  house  must  be  full  of  rats,"  said  Tilly.  "  Count,  I 
will  thank  you  to  turn  that  portrait  to  the  wall.    I  hate  to  sl^p 
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among  portraits  of  the  dead,  they  hare  suck  a  fj^hostly  look  in 
their  staring  eyes,  and  that  old  dame  in  her  coif  is  like  a  corpse 
in  a  winding-sheet— ah,  thank  you  !'* 

So  this  md. Tartar,  who  fought  afterwards  at  Leipzig,  who 
stormed  Feldberg,  exterminated  the  Scottish  garrison  at  Bran- 
denburg, ravaged  the  margraviate  of  Anspach  and  the  banks  of 
the  Danube — trembled  at  the  sieht  of  an  old  picture ! 

"Ay,  ay!"  he  resumed  with  a  yawn  as  the  portrait  was 
turned ;  "  women  are  strange  and  capricious  animals.  I  have 
known  one  love  to  death  a  man  whom  every  other  woman- 
yea,  and  every  other  man,  too— detested.  Now,  how  do  you 
account  for  that.  Count  Albert?  Obstinacy — ^I  tell  you,  rank 
obstinacy!" 

"  Nay,  general,"  yawned  the  aide,  behind  his  hat,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  was  excessively  tired ;  "  there  is  always  a  cause 
for  love." 

"  A  cause,  but  not  a  reason.  Women  and  wine  make  fools  of 
our  finest  men." 

"  Surely  it  is  better  to  be  fooled  by  a  pretty  woman  than  a. 
paltry  wine-pot." 

"  IBut  I  will  have  my  soldiers  fooled  by  neither,"  said  Tilly, 
striking  hiswithered  hand  upon  the  table.  "  I  am  a  priest,  and, 
though  a  soldier,  know  of  such  matters  only  by  name.  But 
hence  with  this  rubbish.  What  is  the  strengtn  of  your  regiment, 
count  P" 

"  Eight  hundred  under  baton,  your  excellency." 

"  Any  married  men  P" 

"  Not  one." 

"  Good !  when  Iteitres  marry  they  should  be  struck  off  the 
muster  roll.  Yet  I  coxdd  have  sworn  I  saw  some  of  your 
fellows  on  the  march  yesterday  with  women  en  croupe  behind 
them." 

"  Only  ammunition-wives,  your  excellency." 

'*  Ah .'  I  have  heard  that  there  are  some  thorough-bred  rasc^s 
in  the  regiment." 

"  The  fact  is,  general,  that  Stalhofen's  troop  is  composed,  like 
the  honourable  regiment  of  Merod^,  entirely  of  thieves  from 
Vienna." 

•*  Diavolo !  dost  thou  say  so  P  Then  the  sacking  of  the  Danish 
towns  will  suit  their  humour  to  a  hair,  without  fear  of  the 
gallows.    Ah !  wait  till  we  reach  Kiob^ihafen !" 

The  count  uttered  a  shout  of  laughter ;  Tilly  added  one  of  his 
frightful  grins,  and  rubbing  his  lean  brown  hands,  said — 

"  I  blush  that  such  rascals  as  the  regiment  of  Merod6  march 
beneath  our  consecrated  colours ;  yet  the  end  will  sanctify  the 
means.    If  there  was  one  rogue  among  the  twelve  apostles,  there 
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may  eaftily  be  end  regiment  of  togueB  ftmoDig  the  ilionsaxiABi  otihm 
Im|>erial  nost.  War  ^s  the  pafitime  of  kings,  but  it  nmnofiictarM 
many  a  thief  and  beggar."  ^ 

"  Hah!'*  said  KcenTngheim,  as  a  horseman  rode  into  the  courtf 
"that  will  be  onr  scout  returned  from  Saxe-Lauenburg." 

"  (Bend  him  up  then,  Kceningjheim,  and  thereafter  you  may 
retire  to  bed,  for  we  must  all  be  m  our  saddles  at  cock-crow;  but 
I  htLYB  two  hours*  work  before  me  yet,  having  all  my  office  to  say 
orer,  for  I  have  neter  forgotten  in  the  camp  the  duties  t  tooK 
upon  me  in  the  cloister." 

The  handsome  aide-de-camp  gladly  hurried  away.  Tilly  drew 
firom  his  breast  a  small  and  well-used  volume,  containing  pro- 
bably the  "office,"  or  prayers  he  referred  to-^placed  a  mark 
between  the  leaves,  and  devoutly  crossed  himself.  Then  h^ 
paused ;  a  heavy  step  approachea,  the  door  was  opened*  bsA 
a  personage  wearing  a  broad  felt  hat  and  largo  Spanish  cloak 
towered  between  me  and  the  light,  as  he  advanced  toward* 
Tilly,  who,  shading  his  sharp  e^^es,  gazed  with  a  keen  rat*Uke 
expression  at  this  stranger,  wJiO,  immediately  upon  entering,  had 
carefully  closed  the  door,  as  if  ho  had  that  to  Communicate 
which  none  must  overhear. 
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CHAPTEE  XXVI. 

THE  SCOtJT;    A3SD  THE  EFFECT  OF  A  SjrEXEfl. 

**  Welcome,  thou  prince  of  spies,  and  my  scoutmaster-^general!** 
said  Tilly  in  Spanish ;  •*  be  seated,  seflor.** 

The  seout  removed  his  broad  hat,  let  the  folds  of  his  cloak  fall». 
and  seated  himself  opposite  the  count  with  an  air  of  fatigue. 

"  Have  you  collected  much  intelligence  of  the  enemy's  move- 
ments P"  asked  Tilly,  drawing  a  large  and  well-filled  purse  from 
»  hiB  girdl»^a  motion  which  made  the  eyes  of  the  scout  flash. 

"  I  have,  senor  generalissimo,"  replied  the  stranger,  in  a  voice 
which  I  recognised,  and  which  made  me  start,  for  it  was  either 
that  of  the  Hausmeister  or  the  devil  (a  personage  of  eq\Xal  merit). 
Then  I  heard  the  purse  clink,  as  it  was  thrown  by  the  count  like 
a  bone  to  a  dog---and  caught  by  the  adroit  hand  of  the  spy. 

•*  Then  you  can  t^l  irte  of  those  Scots  auxiliaries  who  were  at 
Boitzenburg— quick,  seftor  Bandolo  l" 

"  Bandolo  /"  A  new  light  broke  upon  me,  and,  applying  my 
eye  to  the  tapestry,  1  recognised  the  broad  ruffian  fece,  the  cold 
fierce  eyes  and  square  mouth  of  my  old  acquaintance,  Otto 
Sotkilde-^he  Hausmeister  of  GUttckstadt— whom  1  now  dk- 
rorered  to  be  one  and  the  same  with  that  terrible  B&ndolo,  of 

Vom  the  Baron  Karl  had  given  us  an  accQunt — the  brotiier  of 
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Pradentia!  bis  dress  was  somewhat  different;  but  liis  fiilse 
paimch  and  rotundity  (assumed  for  disguise)  were  gone,  and  he 
stood  reyealed — a  strong,  wiry,  and  athletic  rufiBan — ^a  bravo,  With 
liu  long  8a)»le  locks,  and  long  daggers  in  his  belt. 

"  The  troops  w4io  were  at  Bqiteenburg  have  retired  down  the 
Elbe.  I  tracKed  th^n  to  Lauenburg,  in  tne  castle  of  which  their 
cdmmander *' 

"  The  commandante,  A'  XJmbar  t* 

"  Si,  senor  conde^eft  two  companies,  and  marched  with  the 
remainder  to  Gliickstadfc,  from  whence  he  moved  immediately  to 
take  possession  of  Ha^tzau's  castle  of  Sredehburg." 

"  Who  commands  the  two  companies  in  the  castlfe  of  Lauen  P** 

"  A  certain  Major  Wilson." 

"  Wilson — Wilson  !'*  muttered  Tilly,  turning  over  the  leaves 
of  a  memorandium  book:  "oh — ^here  he  is!  a  brave  and  deter- 
mined c&valier-'HSommanded  five  hundred  of  the  Scottish  auxiliary 
musketeers  at  the  battle  of  Ijiitter,  and  captured  a  standard  of 
Merod6's  regiment.  He  will  give  us  trouble,  out  we  sjydl  pay 
him  a  Visit  to-morrow.  God^s  curse  on  these  heretic  Scots !  for 
they  meet  us  everywhere  now,  by  the  Ehine,  the  Elbe,  and  the 
Oder.  They  lead  all  the  troops  in  JS'orthern  Europe,  What 
a(M:e  hast  tuou  heard  P'* 

"  That  Major-general  Slammersdori^  is  concentrating  near 
^pm  a  large  lorce,  which  King  Christian  means  to  marcn  into 

"  Dost  thou  say  so  P'* 

"  Per  vida  del  demonio — I  do !" 

"  I  should  like  to  see  this  force  in  Silesia,"  said  Tilly,  with  a 
quiet  smile. 

.  "  Eittmaster  Hume  de  Carrolside,  with  a  troop  of  Scottish 
pistoliers,  has  arrived  to  reinforce  Otto  touis,  the  rhinegrave." 

"  Soots  agiiin  I"  said  Tilly,  with  a  terrible  smile,  as  he  scratched 
his  leg:,  which  a  Scottish  musketeer  had  pierced  by  a  bullet  in 
the  Harta  forest  j  "  MaJadetta !  it  is  too  much ! — Ere  long  we 
shall  not  have  room  to  move  between  the  Black 'Sea  ana  the 
Baltic  for  this  Protestant  scum." 

A  mysterious  spuna  was  heard  below  the  bed  arjain ;  it 
wtmded  like  the  grunt  of  a  pig,  and  Tilly  raised  his  head  to  listen. 

"Heaven  keep  Dreghorn  awake!'*  thought  I;  "for  if  he 
sleeps  and  snores  we  are  lost  !'* 

"  This  old  house  is  wonderfully  full  of  rats,*'  said  liUy ;  "well, 
have  you  heaord  anything  more  f '* 

"Nothing,  sefior  generalissimo,  save  that  King  Christian,  by 
the  erection  of  redoubts  and  turf  sconces,  is  leaving  nothing 
tt^done  VI  secure  everywhere  the  banks  and  the  passage  of  the 
Elbe  " 
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"  The  fool  I  when  too  late  lie  will  learn  the  power  of  the 
Empire." 

"  Your  excellency  is  the  greatest  general  under  heaven ;  vo/va 
itsted  a  los  infernos  /"  he  added  in  alow  voice,  as  he  counted  the 
gold  pieces  under  the  shade  of  the  tahle.  "  Away  to  the  infernal 
regions,  for  a  beggarly  old  skinflint !" 

"  Go,  my  priceless  Sandolo,"  said  Tilly ;  *'  recross  this  muddy 
Elbe ;  become  once  more  a  Dane,  a  Dutchman,  or  a  Holsteiner, 
for  I  know  thou  art  a  very  Proteus,  and  spread  everywhere  the 
rumour  that  I  am  about  to  retire  towards  the  Wesef .  I  know 
that  thou  art  faithful  to  the  Empire,  Bandolo;  though  I  have 
heard  it  said,  that  he  who  betrayeth  one  cause  will  betray 
another.  The  Count  of  Carlstein  hath  said  to  me  more  than 
once  that  he  considered  the  principle  of  secret  intelligenee  as 
dishonourable.  A  chivalric  fool!  If  a  battle  is  gained,  or  a 
city  won,  what  matters  it  whether  or  not  the  victors  awe  their 
success  to  force  or  fraud  P  No  man  is  qualified  to  lead  an 
arm^,  unless  he  is  inclined  to  obtain  tidings  of  the  foe  by  every 
possiblAneans  that  do  not  include  open  assassination  or  public 
dishonour." 

Sandolo  smiled. 

"  I  have  found  thee  invaluable,  my  good  Bandolo,  and  would 
gladly  yield  thee  some  nobler  recompense  than  that  base  gold,  for 
which  thou  periUest  life  and  soul  every  hour  thou  art  beyond  the 
Austrian  lines." 

"  SehoT  generalissimo,  I  wiU  freely  give  back  all  the  gold  yoa 
have  given  me  for  three  years  past-— — " 

"  A  goodly  sum,  Senor  Banaolo  !" 

"  Yea— I  will  do  more ;  I  will  undertake  to  secure  to  you  the 
passage  of  the  Elbe  if " 

"  If  what "  paid  Tilly,  whose  eyes  glared  with  impatience. 

"  You  will  procure  for  me  a  wife,  and  this  wife  must  be 
Ernestine,  the  Lady  of  Giezar,  daughter  of  Count  Bupert-with- 
the-red-plume.'* 

This  was  said  with  the  utmost  confidence  and  deliberation; 
but  the  daring  speech  made  the  pulses  of  mv  heart  to  flutter. 

"  Devil  take  thee,  blockhead,"  said  Tilly,  "  for  elating  my 
heart  so  high,  and  then  sinking  it  so  low!  For  aught  that 
old  John  de  Tsercla  cares,  you  may  have  all  the  women  in  the 
empire ;  but.  Mend,  be  assured  you  might  as  well  look  at  the 
moon  (what  the  deuce  is  shakmg  that  tapestry  soP)  as  this 
count's  dark-eyed  daughter.  I  have  seen  the  dainty  dame. 
Why,  Bandolo,  she  womd  shrink  from  thy  touch  as  from  a  toad. 
But  I  am  neither  her  guardian  nor  her  father,  (thank  Heaven !) 
and  believe  me,  my  poor  presumptuous  ragamuffin,  you  might 
as  well  raise  your  eyes  to  a  princess  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg^ 
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M  a  daughter  of  tlus  proud  soldier  of  Fortune.    Maladetto !  but 
you  rate  your  services  high." 

"  SecauBe  I  rate  them  myself." 

"The  vilest  rogue  will  always  bring  a  goodly  sum  if  sold  at 
bu  own  valuation,"  muttered  Tilly,  with  one  of  his  hideous 
annles.  I  believe  sincerely,  that  nothing  would  have  afforded 
ma  cynical  heart  greater  delight  than  to  see  the  high-bred  and 
wcomphshed  Ernestine  mated  to  the  ruffian  (if  such  a  catas- 
trophe were  possible),  from  the  very  incongruity  of  such  a 
jimon,  and  to  numble  the  high  military  pride  and  boasted  spot- 
leasness  of  character  possessed  by  the  cx)unt,  her  father.  "  Ban- 
aolo,  said  he,  gravely,  "no  more  of  this  wild  fantasy,  which 
may  hang  thee,  my  prince  of  ppies.  Lady  Ernestine  is,  I  be- 
lieye,  to  be  the  wife  of  my  aide-de-camp,  Count  KoBningheim, 
poor  man!"  ^  &        » 

"Hah J"  muttered  Bandolo,  as  his  hand  was  covertly  and 
almost  mvoluntarily  raised  to  the  hilt  of  his  murderous  p^oniwd. 

"  But  there  is  no  saying  what  we  may  achieve  if  your  scheme 
top  the  passage  of  the  Elbe  is  a  good  one,"  said, Tilly,  with  a 
nnile  inhis  ferret  eyes,  as  he  rubbed  his  lean  legs,  which  were 
cased  m  fustian  breeches. 

."  ^^ve  learned  (how,  matters  not,  sefior  conde)  that  Eupert- 
with-the-red-plnme  has  in  his  hands  two  Danish  prisoners— 

I'  Mai  hayas  tu !  Scots  again !— hah— he  told  me  not  of  tJiat  !** 
^Oisij  were  saved  from  the  sconce  at  Boitzenburg." 
let  I  said  that  all  there  should  die ;  and,  had  this  order  been 
roeyed,  we  should  not  now  have  to  storm  either  the  Castle  of 
lAuenburg  or  that  of  Bredenburg.  Ah !  those  Presbyterians  I" 
added  TiUy,  grinding  his  fangless  jaws ;  "  if  I  had  but  a  few  of 
taem  enveloped  in  pitch  and  sulphur,  they  would  light  our 
bivouac,  even  as  the  early  Christians  were  made  into  candles  to 
Jj^ttheEoman  circus.  But  quick — ^your  scheme!"  continued 
^y,  while  the  supposed  scraping  of  rats  was  again  heard  beneath 

"Obtain  these  two  Scots,  and  march  them  with  the  troops 
JpJMt  Lauenburg.  Approach  in  the  night,  and  make  one  betray 
'^^  comrades."     ^       ""^  ^    ' 

"  2ow  betray  P  thou  laughest  at  me  again,  Bandolo,  knowing 

^eU  that  these  Scottish  heretics  are  stubborn  as  their  native 
rocks.*' 

1  ", ^ad  them  within  earshot  of  their  sentinels,  and  then  place  a 
wded  pistol  to  the  head  of  each.' 


'Good— I'll  see  to  it!"  grinned  Tilly,  with  one  of  his  horrible 
P^es,  which  might  have  frightened  even  the  dead ;  "  but  where, 
^  toe  oaone  of  good  and  evu,  are  the  two  Scots  you  speak  of  P" 
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At  that  momeut,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  a  tremendous 
sneeze  was  heard  under  the  bed. 

"Madre  de  Dios !  there  is  someone  concealed  here  !"  exclaimed 
little  Tillv,  starting  up,  with  fire  glaring  in  his  eyes,  as  he  un- 
sheathed nis  long  rapier.  *<  Look  ^nder  that  bed,  Bandolo,  while 
I  prick  the  tapestry." 

Drawing  his  poniard,  Bandolo  raised  the  little  oprtain  which 
surrounded  the  rails  of  the  bed,  on  looking  belov  which  he  was 
instantly  grasped  and  dragged  down  by  the  strong  hands  of 
Dandy  Dreghom,  who  (rendered  desperate  by  finding  discorery 
inevitable,  and  knowing  that  we  had  but  two  assailants)  encirclea 
the  bull-neck  of  the  powerful  Spanish  ruffian  with  a  tiger-like 
clutch,  and  rolled  him  on  the  floor,  shouting — 

"  Strike  in,  Maister  EoUo — strike  in,  for  gudes^ke !  Gie  that 
auld  wallydraigel  in  the  breeks  a  jagg  wi  your  dirk,  iffhile  I  pu* 
this  ane  through  the  heckle-pins !" 

Taken  completely  by  surprise,  Bandolo  was  almost  smothered 
by  the  dust  under  the  bed,  where  he  was  so  suddenly  and  igno- 
miniously  rolled.  He  struck  furiously  and  at  random  with  his 
poniard,  till  |he  blade  broke  against  the  oak  planks  of  the  floor, 
down  upon  which  Dandy  pressed  his  throat  until  he  was  nearly 
strangled,  vociferating  all  the  time — 

**  I'll  cheat  the  wuddy  o*  ye,  that  I  will !  Heoh,  ye  damned 
tyke,  think  ye  I'll  ever  lippen  to  a  bodach  that  wor^  breeks  !" 
Then  he  came  forth,  panting  and  breathless. 

Seeing  that  without  one  desperate  venture  all  was  over  with 
ns,  I  had  rushed  from  my  hiding  place,  thrown  down  the  table, 
extinguished  the  lights,  closed  wi&  the  frail  old  TiUyi  ftnd  escaping 
a  pistol-shot,  which  he  fired  within  a  ya^  of  my  nose,  wrested 
and  tore  away  from  his  hand  the  long  rapier  with  which  he 
menaced  me.  Had  I  chosen,  I  could  there  nave  run  it  through 
his  heart,  and  saved  Denmark,  yea,  and  Germany,  from  the 
Thirty  Years*  "War ;  but  he  was  an  aged  man,  and  %  was  not 
an  assassin. 

"  Awa,  sir — awa !  IMde  or  rin,  flee  or  soom — let  us  awa,  or 
we'll  tyne  our  lives  1"  cried  Dreghom,  and  we  rushed  from  the 
dark  apartment,  to  find  the  corridor  and  staircase  crowded  by 
Keitres  and  pikemen,  with  drawn  swords,  lighted  torches,  a^d 
stable  lanterns  ;  for  the  uproar  and  the  pistol-shot  had  alarmed 
Tilly's  guard  of  honour,  and  brought  all  the  soldiers,  like  a  swarm 
of  hornets,  to  his  rescue. 

"Dreghom — ^farewell  to  life,"  said  I ;  "it  is  all  ove^  with  us  !*' 

** We've  owre  mony  maisters  noo,"  he  groaned ;  "as  the puddock 
said,  when  ilka  tuith  o'  the  harrow  gied  htm  a  tid." 

Before  this  flood  of  armed  men  we  retired  backward  into  the 
darkened  room,  where  TiBy  was  reclining  breathlessly  agaii^st  a 
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pott  of  the  bed,  from  beneath  which  Bandolo,  with  a  sayage  and 
Jacrymose  yisage,  blackened  and  distorted  by  rage  and  strangula* 
tion,  was  already  crawling  forth. 

We  were  about  to  be  cut  down  without  farther  parley,  when 
Tilly,  remembering  that  I  had  spared  his  life,  ana  Count 
Xoeningheim,  who  huirried  forwfv^  in  hjm  breeches  and  boots, 
minus  vest  and  doubl<rt},  threw  themselyes  between  us  and  death, 
and  sared  us  for  a  time. 

"  Withhold  your  hand,  Bandolo — Count,  secure  these  yillains !" 
said  TUlj ;  "  away  with  them  to  the  quwrter-guard,  I  wiU  deal 
with  them  in  the  morning.  Search  this,  and  aJl  the  other  apart- 
ments ;  double  %U  the  sentinels*  for  X  fear  me  much  there  has 
been  treachery.'* 

We  were  immediately  hmnried  away  to  a  lower  apartment,  and 
handooffed  together. 

On  the  way  we  ^sed  old  Spilrrledier,  who  had  been  alarmed 
hf  the  n^Toar,  ana  appeared  in  his  ahiri,  blowing  the  match  of 
his  earhme.  Chi  beholding  ns,  he  gaped  with  well*fti^ed 
wtonishment,  whieh  we  underetood  quite  well,  and  thu9  neither 
compramiBed  the  count  nor  the  old  eorpoiral,  who,  with  horses  fbr 
oar  flight,  had  been  waiting  in  an  adjacent  thicket  for  three  hourr, 
u  he  afterwards  told  me  1  and  tether,  that  the  moment  Tilll 
was  fairly  in  his  own  apartment,  that  he — ^the  corpowi^^had 
oome  in  aearbh  of  at,  and,  bein^  totally  unable  to  account  fbr  Qur 
SkyBtsnona  disappearance  at  a  tmao  so  critical,  had  retired  to  bed 
in  tha  ataUeay  supposing  that  we  had  asoaped  without  Mm. 
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CHAFTEE  XXVn. 

THB  ICABCH  TOWABBS  LAUEKBITBa. 

It  may  be  eaaily  supposed  that  neither  Dandy  Dreghom  nor  I 
slept  much  for  the  short  remainder  of  that  eventml  morning. 
Poor  Dandy's  lamentations  for  the  plight  into  which  his  sneeze 
had  brought  me  were  incessant.  The  honest  fellow  never  uttered 
a  complaint  for  himself;  but,  having  lost  his  appetite,  resisted  all 
the  gruff  invitations  of  our  guard,  who  offered  to  share  ns  their 
miserable  ration  of  black  bread  and  Danish  beer.  It  required  all 
my  efforts  to  pacify  my  comrade,  and  convince  him  that  he  had 
no  more  power  over  an  irrepressible  desire  t6  sneeze  than  over 
the  wind. 

With  the  grey  dawn,  Tilly  came  forth,  accompanied  by  several 
officers,  muffled  in  their  mantles,  with  their  helmets  closed  or 
their  plumed  hats  slouched  well  over  their  faces,  for  ihe  morning 
air  was  chilly.  The  sharp  notes  of  the  trumpet  summoned  a 
troop  of  KoBningheim's  Eeitres  to  horse,  and  with  these  Tilly 
trotted  away,  leaving  four  dismoimted  men,  with  their  carbines 
loaded,  and  orders  to  conduct  Dreghom  and  myself  to  a  certain 
place,  v^hich  he  named.  As  we  were  marched  off,  I  gave  a  parting 
glance  at  the  gothic  lattices  of  the  old  mansion,  and  two  female 
figures  caught  my  eye.  They  were  those  of  Ernestine  and  the 
kmd-hearted  Gabrielle.  I  perceived  that  the  latter  was  weeping, 
but  the  former  only  waved  her  hand  in  adieu.  I  gave  a  profound 
bow,  for  which  the  surly  corporal  of  our  escort  gave  me  a  punch 
with  his  carbine,  and  we  were  compelled  to  move  on. 

While  I  was  reflecting  that  Ernestine  might  have  displayed 
some  more  emotion,  for  the  worst  of  perils  encompassed  us, 
Sniirrledter  came  running  after  the  soldiers  to  give  them  a  glass 
or  brandy ;  and,  while  their  minds  were  intent  upon  the  flasE,  he 
approaclied  me,  and  slyly,  with  his  hand  behind  nim,  thrust  into 
mine  a  purse,  with  a  brief  whisper : — 

"  My  young  lady  sends  you  ttiis,  Herr  !Kombeek — it  is  a  long 
march  to  Vienna. 

The  purse  was  of  blue  velvet,  embroidered  with  silver  thread, 
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and  the  generous  ^1  seemed  to  have  filled  it  well.  To  have 
declined  the  gift^  in  my  desperate  circumstances,  would  have 
been  uncoorteous  to  her,  folly  to  myself,  and  false  modesty ;  I 
concealed  it  at  once  in  my  sporran,  and  a  glow  of  gratitude 
tindled  in  my  heart. 

"I  shall  end  by  loving  Ernestine ;  but  I  shall  see  her  no  more/' 
thought  I;  ''the  interest  we  tal^e  in  each  other  is  pure  and 
ODcere.  I  could  not  have  loved  Prudontia  at  all.  On,  no !  I 
grow  sick  when  I  reflect  on  my  folly.  'Twas  the  dream  of  a  day, 
and  she  is  the  sister  of  Bandolo  !'* 

I  saw  little  of  the  country  during  the  march,  for  my  whole 
attention  was  excited  by  the  vast  bodies  of  Imperialists  then 
pouring  along  the  left  bank  of  the  Elbe— horse,  foot,  and  artillery 
^in  tens  of  thousands,  towards  the  ducal  capital  of  Saze-Lauen- 
bur^; ;  and  on  that  day's  march  I  observed  and  learned  more  of 
their  internal  economy  than  a  hundred  battles  with  them  could 
have  taught  me. 

Though  rusty  armour  and  patched  doublets,  plumeless  helmets 
and  battered  morions,  were  very  common  on  the  Imperial  ranks, 
nothing  military  could  surpass  the  magnificence  of  many  of  the 
officers.  Their  mantles  and  trunk  hose  were  of  the  richest  velvets 
Florence  and  Genoa  could  produce ;  their  armour  of  the  most 
gorgeous  £;ilded  plate  from  Venice  and  Milan,  covered  with  sacred 
mottoes,  ^gures,  and  charms,  either  religious  or  necromantic,  to 
render  them  invulnerable — for  they  all  believed  implicitly  in 
fated  bullets  and  enchanted  mail ;  their  pistols  and  daggers  were 
&om  Parma,  their  swords  from  Bilboa  and  Toledo.  On  their 
breasts  sparkled  the  stars  of  St.  George  of  Austria,  of  the  Golden 
Fleece,  and  other  knightly  orders  peculiar  to  the  Empire.  Here 
I  saw  Tilly's  weather-beaten  Walloon  infantry,  and  that  savage 
proatian  K>rce  which  had  slaughtered  our  wounded  Highlanders 
in  cold  bloodat  Boitzenburg ;  among  these  were  one  re^ment  of 
horse,  tiie  ^rabats  of  Castanovitz,  lightly  armed,  with  steel, 
helmets  and  fur  pelisses ;  another  of  infantry  or  Uskokes,  famous 
for  their  agility  m  all  rapid  movements.  But  TiQy's  best  troops 
were  the  &ie  old  Imperial  Eeitres,  in  their  black  armour ;  the 
pikemen  of  Pappenheim,  the  cavalier  of  a  hundred  wounds ;  the 
musketeers  of  Wrangel,  of  Gordon,  and  Camargo ;  the  Italian 
bands  of  Savelli,  and  the  glittering  Spanish  inmntry,  so  easily 
mstinguished  by  their  fine  lofty  bearing,  their  brilliant  arms,  and 
short  quick  step  on  the  march. 

His  regiments  usually  consisted  of  men  armed  in  five  difierent 
^ays ;  thus,  in  each  company  of  a  himdred  soldiers,  fifty  were 
mnsketeers,  thirty  were  pikemen,  ten  were  halberdiers,  and  ten 
.arquebusiers,  armed  also  with  swords  and  daggers ;  but  these 
numbers  varied  so  much,  that  I  have  seen  companies  of  three 


l^im^r^^  filefu  9iXii  regiments  of  tliree  thona^d.  Every  coxrmmj 
C^mried  a  standard,  and  their  order  of  battle  was  eight  nu^cs 
4een. 

Sard  drinking,  gaming,  and  lioentionsness  prevailed  to  tlie 
ntmost  extent,  and  thus  (unlike  the  orderly  armies  of  Christian 
and  Gustftvus)  the  Imperial  camp  swarm^  with  jugglers,  danqers, 
josture-makers,  and  women  of  every  desoription,  tpom  the  luxu- 
nous  ladies  of  the  rich  and  powerful  nobles,  da^^i  to  the  eruel 
and  dastardly  death-hunter,  who  acted  the  lascivious  wanton  in 
the  soldier's  tent,  and  who  murdered  him  when  wounded,  thai 
she  might  plunder  him  with  impunity  when  dead*  Discipline  was 
relaxed;  yet  desertion,  punishment,  grumbling,  the  saying  of 
prayers  and  masses,  were  incessant,  ^e  corps  were  destitute  of 
surgeons  and  chaplains  ;  but  (attracted  by  the  presence  of  TBUij, 
a  brother  of  theur  order)  a  swarm  of  long-robed  and  severe- 
yisaged  Jesuits  hovex'ed  on  the  skirts  of  the  army.  Tilly's  oavatrr 
^ave  all  their  horses  romantic  names  after  great  warriors  renowned 
in  song^r  antiquity.  Thus,  Count  Merod6  rode  JmadissfOcmh 
Count  Kc^ningheim  l^ad  the  CidModrigo;  a  third  rode  fialmerin 
<^ England;  a  fourth;  Tirante  the  White,  and  so  on.  PrisoneMr 
were  never  exchanged,  all  being  shot  who  could  neither  pay  ran- 
som or  stoop  to  serve  under  the  Eagle.  A  colonel's  ransom  was 
£1,000 ;  a  suoaltern*s,  as  much  as  he  could  scrape  together. 

The  Scottish  and  Irish  soldiers  of  fortune  f^quently  patted 
from  one  service  to  the  other;  for,  being  passionate  rogues,  it 
sometimes  happened  that  in  quarrels  they  shot  their  senior  ofBpm, 
or  ran  them  through  the  boay ;  for,  though  we  took  their  pay  and 
fought  their  battles  for  glory  and  pleasure,  we  despised  ail  these 
fqreignera  in  our  hearts,  and  made  it  a  rule  nerver  to  submit  to 
the  slightest  encroachment  or  annoyance  even  from  the  besl  of 
them.    Bence  our  quarrel  with  the  King. 

There  were  several  regiments  of  Scottish  and  Irisli  mudE^teers 
in  the  Imperial  service,  and  the  best  Knd  bravest  o|lcer9  of  ib^ 
]Smpire  were  Scots  and  Irishmen.  Among  the  former,  I  maj 
mention  Field-marshal  Cotmt  Leslie,  who  oecame  govemoor  ex 
Sclavonia ;  the  Gordons,  one  of  whom  became  colonM-rgeneral  of 
infantry  and  high-chamberlain  of  the  Empire,  and  who  slew  ^e 
great  Vvke  of  Friedland;  the  M'Bougals,  one  of  whom  became 
a  general  of  horse,  and  the  Lindesays  of  Crauford,  and  others. 
Of  the  gallant  Irish  nation,  were  Ooloneb  Maca^y,  Gtace» 
O'Neill,  and  Walter  Butler,  all  brave  men  as  ever  looked  fkce  to 
face  on  Peath;  but  save  liie  old  Welshman,  Colonel  Moiqgan, 
there  was  no  Englishman  of  note  in  these  wa^ — ^but  Mqorgan  was 
in  himself  a  host. 

About  mid-day  our  surly  corporal  halted  at  a  little  fknn-hoiiae. 
The  proprietor^  proving  to  be  a  good  OathoHc^  escaped  shooting 
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and  his  house  esca^ii^d  the  flames.  Being  an  honest  fellow,  he 
made  ns — ^thongh  prisoners — quite  as  welcome*  as  the  military 
ragamuffins  who  guarded  us,  and  we  all  dined  jovially  together 
on  fried  bacon  and  Danish  beer.  Dandy  Dreghpm  ate  rora- 
dously  to  make  up  for  the  ]osa  of  hjit  breakfkst ;  and  his 
applications  to  the  "gudeman  for  anither  slice  o'  the  grumphie," 
and  to  the  corporaT  for  "  aAither  cogue  q*  the  yiU,**  were 
incessant. 

A  fair-haired  and  bhte-eyed  little  girl  (the  daughter  of  our  host) 
gazed  at  me  with  terror,  from  time  to  time,  from  behind  her 
father's  chair. 

"Come  hither,  Wilhelmina,"  said  he,  with  a  broad  laugh j 
"  thou  seest  these  Scottish  soldiers  have  but  one  head,  like  our- 
selves-^not  two,  as  Father  d'Eydel  told  thee." 

I  soon  made  a  friend  of  this  little  lady,  and  hastened  to  assure 
her  that  I  never  had  more  than  one  head  ;  I  placed  her  on  my 
knee,  where  she  laughed  and  pulled  my  mustaches  ;  while  her 
little  brother  was  peepi^ig  fearfully  towards  the  end  of  my  kilt, 
to  see  that  forked  tail  which  he  understood  all  Protestants 
possessed. 

Contrasted  with  the  horrors  of  war,  1  envied  the  contentment 
that  pervaded  t^iis  good  man's  hearth;  but  the  sentiments  of 
repngnance  to  xt^pine  and  strifi^  become  fkinter  the  more  often 
we  artf  impressed ;  till  at  last  they  are  worn  out,  like  the  rough 
thistles  on  our  Scottish  pennies,  whic^i  obliterate  as  they  aroused. 
I  can  remember  all  the  iiorror,  the  breathless  shnnking,  I  fblt  on 
first  seeing;  a  poor  fellow  near  me  torn  in  two  by  a  cannon-shot 
at  Boitzenburg ;  but  a  time  came  when  I  could  gase  without 
emotion  at  the  sack  of  a  city  an4  the  slaughter  of  a  multitude. 
Cmiosity  and  horror  were  tnen  alike  effltced ;  they  had  passed 
away,  and  callousness  alone  remained  behind,  till  peace  again 
restored  the  feelings  to  their  proper  tone.  However,  I  sighed  as 
I  lefb  the  house  of  the  German  farmer,  and  resumed  tbat  wearf 
marth,  the  end  of  which  I  could  not  foresee. 

Chi  the  road  I  was  frequently  accosted  by  Scots  ImperialistSt 
who  spoke  to  me  kindly,  and  expressed  indignation  to  see  mQ 
marched  thus  on  foot,  and  fettered  to  a  private  soldier.  !ln  short, 
a  general  excitement  on  the  subject  soon  prevailed  among  them ; 
and,  after  Gordon's  musketeers  had  passed  me,  Tilly's  aide-de' 
camp,  Count  Kceningheim,  oamp  up  with  an  order  to  relieve  me 
from  the  ignominy  I  endured,  and  the  fetter  was  transferred  to 
poor  Dandy's  other  hand.  He  stared  meanwhile  in  blank  as- 
tonishment at  the  count,  who  had  addressed  me  in  our  pure 
native  dialect. 

**  80  you  are  a  Scot,  sir  P"  said  I. 

**  Had  I  aot  been  that,"  said  he,  <<  I  had  left  you  to  wear  your 
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oracelet ;  bat  dinna  think  o'  escape ;  for  Tilly's  a  dour  soli  caile, 
and  never  tholes  muckle." 

"  You  have  become  so  foreign  in  aspect  and  manner,  that  I 
never  could  have  recognised  in  you  a  kindly  Scot." 

"  But  I  am  a  kindly  Scot!"  he  retorted  with  a  sparkling  eye. 
"  At  hame,  in  auld  Glencaim  and  on  the  banks  of  the  Urr,  I  am 
kent  as  Hab  Cunningham  o'  the  Boortree-haugh ;  but  here  I  am 
Albert  Count  KcBnin^heim,  your  £riend  and  countryman.  You 
must  sup  wi'  me  to-night ;  I'llhae  three  or  four  mair — a'  Scottish 
jgentlemen— to  join  us  in  a  glass  for  pair  auld  Scotland's  sake. 
But  excuse  me,  sir — for  I  see  Count  Tilly  requires  me.  He  hates 
the  Scots  like  death  or  the  deil,  but  he  cfuma  do  without  me :" 
and,  with  his  long  plume  streaming  behind,  this  gay  soldier 
galloped  towards  the  head  of  the  column  of  infantry. 


CHAPTEE  XXVm. 

COUNT  Tilly's  opinion  of  thb  pbesbttesians. 

Fassino  through  Bleckede,  a  small  town  which  is  overlooked  by 
a  baronial  castle,  and  through  Eadegast,  both  of  which  were 
plundered  by  the  advanced  guard  of  Croatian  uskokes,  we  followed 
the  course  of  the  Elbe  towards  Lauenbur^.  As  we  passed  an 
ancient  tower  in  the  dusk,  I  remember  heanng  the  notes  of  the 
watchman's  horn,  when  (in  the  old  German  fashion)  he  proclaimed 
the  first  hour  of  the  night.  By  three  long  halts,  Tilly  delayed 
his  march  in  such  a  manner  that,  though  the  distance  was  short, 
night  had  descended  on  the  Elbe  and  its  shores  before  we  saw  the 
lights  twinkling  in  the  old  castle,  which  was  occupied  by  two 
companies  of  my  own  regiment,  under  Major  Wilson.  The 
little  town  was  deserted,  for  the  inhabitants  had  all  fled  into 
HolsteiQ  by  the  bridge,  which  the  castle  defended  by  its  cannon. 

The  town  is  situated  at  the  confluence  of  a  stream  named  the 
Stecknitz  with  the  Elbe ;  its  castle,  which  is  said  to  have  been 
built  by  Heinrich  the  Lion,  Duke  of  Saxony,  was  strong,  and 
crowned  an  eminence  which  Barnard,  Prince  of  Anhalt,  the  sue* 
cessor  of  Heinrich,  had  left  nothing  undone  to  strengthen ;  but 
their  old  towers  of  the  twelfth  century,  though  black,  and  strong, 
and  grim,  were  never  meant  to  withstand  the  dint  of  cannon- 
shot. 

At  the  foot  of  the  steep  eminence,  and  about  a  pistol-shot  from 

the  walls,  was  an  ancient  gate,  surmounted  by  the  demi-eagle  of 

Anhalt  carved  on  stone ;  and  there  Major  Wilson  had  posted  a 

picquet  or  outguard  of  my  brave  comrades,  as  Bandolo,  who  had 

^  forward  to  reconnoitre  and  espy,  informed  Tilly,  who,  acting 
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imon  las  snggestion,  and  in  revenge  for  the  trick  Dreghom  and 
I  nad  played  him  dnring  the  preceding  night,  now  resolved  to 
turn  OUT  presence  and  services  to  account. 

The  advanced  guard  halted  at  the  distance  of  two  musket-shots 
from  the  bridge  of  Saxe-Lauenburg,  in  front  of  which  stood  a 
solitarjr  sentinel  of  Wilson's  picquet,  in  the  very  centre  of  the 
roadway.  The  bridge  was  ancient  and  narrow,  with  high  parapets ; 
but  as  tiie  cannon  and  musketry  of  the  castle  could  rake  it  with 
deadly  effect,  it  was  of  the  utmost  advantage  to  Tilly  that  the 
bridge  should  be  crossed  and  the  gateway  passed  without  an 
alarm;  thus  he  had  cruelly  resolved  on  destroying  the  sentinel, 
a  project  which  the  circumstance  of  our  being  his  prisoners,  and 
the  dense  darkness  of  the  night,  greatly  furthered. 

The  whole  country  around  us  was  deserted;  the  Oroatians 
had  captured  or  shot  all  the  wayfarers  and  straggling  peasantry : 
thus,  neither  my  comrades  under  Major  Wilson  in  the  castle,  nor 
their  guard  at  the  bridge,  had  the  most  remote  idea  that  Tilly's 
troops,  more  than  thirty  thousand  strong,  were  in  their  imme- 
diate vicinity.  The  major  had  been  desired  to  rely  on  Ilerr 
Otto  Eoskilde  for  information  as  to  the  enemy's  movements, 
and  that  worthy,  whom  we  now  know  under  another  name,  had 
completely  deceived  him  by  tidings  that  the  Imperialists*  had 
fallen  back  towards  the  Weser. 

Still,  dark  and  unbroken  by  a  ripple,  the  broad  and  starless 
current  of  the  Elbe  poured  tmrough  tne  arches  of  the  bridge ; 
the  opposite  bank  was  veiled  in  obscurity,  all  save  the  upper 
ramparts  of  the  castle,  which  we  saw  standing  forth  in  dark  out- 
line against  the  gloomy  sky,  and  towering  high  above  the  level 
landscape.  Not  a  sound  was  heard ;  the  most  deathlike  stillness 
prevailed,  and  the  whole  current  of  life  seemed  as  still  and  turgid 
as  the  waters  of  the  Elbe. 

Tilly's  leading  column  had  halted  for  more  than  an  hour,  and 
we  knew  not  ml  afterwards  that  this  great  general  delayed  the 
attack  until  he  had  consulted  an  augur  as  to  his  hopes  of  success, 
and  his  confessor  as  to  his  prospects  elsewhere,  in  case  of  being 
shot ;  thus  he  poured  into  the  ear  of  Father  Ignatius  d'Eydel 
that  confession  which  he  always  made,  if  possible,  before  engag- 
ing. Apart  from  his  host,  at  the  foot  of  a  blasted  oak  by  the 
wayside,  the  terrible  John  de  Tsercla  was  on  his  knees,  bareheaded 
and  in  the  dust,  before  a  brother  of  his  order. 

Escorted  by  the  same  soldiers,  who  now  guarded  some  Wal- 
loons in  addition.  Dandy  Dreghom  and  I  were  seated  near  the 
wall  of  a  ruined  cottage ;  around  us  were  our  guards,  leaning  in 
silence  on  their  arms.  Dandy  was  occupied  at  supper  on  some 
meal,  which  (during  our  march)  he  had  contrived  to  secure  and 
prepare.    He  offered  xne  a  portion,  but  I  declined ;  so  he  supr 
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olone,  talMng  all  the  while,  that  no  time  might  hd  lost^  fat\a 
made  every  meal  with  the  air  of  a  man  wko  expected  xkever  te 
make  another. 

"  l^hou  incorrip^ible  glutton !"  said  I»  "  can  you  eat  thus^  whea 
these  overwhelming  forces  are  about  to  assail  our  poor  comrades 
in  yonder  small  castle  P" 

**  'Od,  sir,  I  dinna  see  that  it  will  mak  meikle  odds  to  themi 
whether  I  tyne  my  supper  or  no !" 

"  Upon  my  honour,  Dandy,  eating  is  qtute  a  science  with  you, 
I  perceive,  and  abstinence  would  be  mere  want  o^  taste." 

"  I  aye  eat  whan  I  can,  for  I  kenna  whan  op  whar  the  neist 
cogue  may  come  frae.  I  took  some  groats  frae  an  auld  tarooper's 
suddlebags  at  the  last  halt,  and  made  thae  braw  sawans  o'  &em 
before  he  kent  they  were  tint ;  and  sae  I  squatted  mysel*  dooa 
here  to  sup  withouten  fear  o*  a  hecklin.  I  daursay  there's  some 
braw  Boorocks  jn  the  bum  yonder,  if  we  could  only  find  them» 
'  Stolen  waters  are  sweet,  and  breid  eaten  in  secret  is  pleasanti' 
saith  Solomon,  and  he  was  a  wise  auld  buckie,  for  a  that  he 
had  as  mony  wives  as  an  Imperialist ;  but  this  water,"  he  added, 
]^roducing  a  leather  bottle  from  his  plaid-neuk,  "  is.baith  stronger 
and  flweeter  than  Solomon's.  It's  the  real  staff!  hae  a  dn^ 
yoursel,  sir." 

I  took-  a  few  mouthfuls,  and  then  returned  the  leather  bottle 
to  Dandy,  who,  after  pouring  the  remainder  down  his  throat, 
with  much  mock  politeness  handed  the  diask  to  the  corporal  ot 
escort.  That  sulky  commander  finding  it  empty,  kicked  it  away 
with  great  contempt,  and  was  drawing  the  ramrod  of  his  carbine 
to  chastise  my  companion,  though  fettered,  when  an  armed 
cavalier  appeared  beside  us  on  horseback.  It  was  Albert  Count 
Koeningheim. 

"  You  must  foUow  me,"  said  he ;  "  the  generalissimo  requires 
yout  presence.** 

"  In  this  dusty  dress  P"  said  I,  jestingly. 

"  Tush  !*'  he  replied,  **  a  soldier  is  a  companion  for  a  king  in 
any  dress.  I  fear,  sir,  when  you  see  Tilly,  you  will  not  jest. 
Corporal,  bring  these  prisoners  this  way.*' 

These  prisoners  ;  it  was  a  very  unpleasant  sound :  besides  this 
lover  (or  intended  lover)  of  Ernestine*s  spoke  so  gravely,  that  I 
had  immediately  some  unpleasant  anticipations,  ^or  was  I  de« 
ceived.  Stumbling  forward  in  the  dark,  over  prostrate  hedges 
and  ruined  garden  walls,  among  neglected  furrows  and  unsown 
fields,  we  reached  the  right  fiank  of  the  advanced  guard,  where> 
sheltered  from  the  view  of  those  in  the  castle  by  a  thick  group 
of  trees,  Tilly  stood  in  the  centre  of  a  number  of  steel-clad 
cavaliers  and  officers,  whose  bronzed  visages  and  long  mustaches 
"^ere  revealed  by  their  open  helmets,  and  the  dim  light  of  a 
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stable  la&iem,  ivvliicli  liimg  npofi  a  demi-latioe  etiiek  in  the 
earfch.  With  his  maagre  figure  eased  in  half-armour  and  buff 
with  tassettei  delcenclinir  almost  to  his  withered  knees»  half  prop« 
pmg  himielf  against  his  long  sword  with  one  hand,  and  ^nJ^ 
ing  with  the  other  a  baton  and  the  bridle  of  his  horse,  Count  Tilij 
stood  a  little  in  front  of  his  picturesque  sta£  .  There  was  a 
diabolical  smile  playink  upon  the  lines  of  hia  thin  van  mouth, 
though  xume  was  twiuKling  in  his  deep  and  fiery  eyes,  which 
searched  iha  hearts  of  all. 

"  Weleome,  thou  jackfeaUier  gallant  V*  aaid  he  in  German* 
making  me  an  ironical  bow,  to  which  I  replied  by  another, 
haoghtily  enough ;  while  Dandy»  who  kept  close  to  me,  saluted 
him  as  well  aa  the  fettelr  which  chained  hia  hands  together  woidd 
penaii 

At  thab  moment  a  tall  red  plume  towored  above  the  crowd  of 
hebnets;  tiie  group  near  Tillv  parted  on  each  side  lilm  the 
wav^s  of  the  sea^  and  the  stately  Count  of  Carlstetn  approa^ed 
with  a  fiery  ^leam  in  his  full  elear  eyes«--a  cold  and  freezing  ex- 
pression of  anger  on  his  Grecian  brow  and  finehr-fonned  u{^r  lip» 

''Ah-^my  eamp-master  gweral,"  said  Iilly,  with  aaotiier 
ironioal  bow  i  **  in  aeanming  for  rata  at  your  new  eaaUe  in  L^^ne^ 
biu^,  we  found  otiier  renain,  as  you  may  aee*" 

Tarn  eoani  bit  hif  nether  lipt  but  did  n^  ^V^J  \  >^^  ^^  "^^^  f^^' 
baps  fortunate  for  him,  that  I  (remembering  Tilly's  obseryationi 
^at  treaehfitey)  had  oontrived,  during  the  mar^  to  explain  to 
tba  aide-de-oamp  how  we  happened  to  be  concealed  in  that  apart- 
ment last  nights 

"6enor  Bandolo/'  said  Tillv. 

That  meritorious  individual  immediately  appeared  among  us, 
in  lus  large  cloak  and  brown  Dutch  hat,  witn  a  cockade  which 
was  Danish  <m  one  aide  and  Austrian  on  the  other*  Undisguised 
■corn  was  expiessed  by  overy  face  present,  save  that  of  the  un* 
Bcrapulous  Count  of  Merod6»  of  whom  more  anon. 

"  Bandolo,"  said  the  generali  "  describe  what  you  hare  seen." 

"  An  offiemr,  who  wears  an  eagte*9  wing  in  his  helmet,  with  a 
sergeant  and  fourteen  musketeers^  guard  the  gate  which  closes 
the  other  end  of  the  bridge^  and  is»  in  fact,  Sie  outer  barrier 
of  the  eastle."  (I  listened  with  eagerness ;  this  officer  was 
evidently  laa*)  '*  JL  tingle  sentiael  is  posted  at  thu  end  of  tha 
bridge." 

"  It  is  narrow,  you  perceive,  gentlemen/'  Said  Tilly. 

"And  troopa  ^ill  oe  loiig  in  defiling  across  it,"  added  the 
Count  of  Canstein;  "and  will  moreover  be  exposed  to  great 
danger,  aa  ten  heavy  culvenna  and  a  bombarde  from  the  eastla 
can  a  weep  its  whole  iengthi '  * 

"  Senor — ^you  have  seen  the  advanced  seutmel  P" 
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"I  conid  have  pistoled  him,  but  feared  to  alann  the  gnard," 
growled  Bandolo. 

"  There  is  no  sconce  at  this  end  of  the  bridge,  as  at  Boitzen- 
burg,"  said  Tilly ;  "  it  is  fortunate !  But  it  is  of  the  utmost 
importance,  in  case  the  arches  should  be  undermined,  that  we 
capture  the  guard  without  alarming  the  garrison  in  the  castle. 
This  can  only  be  done  by  deceiving  the  sentinel ;  and  if  one  of 
these  prisoners  will  lead  an  armea  party  to  the  gorge  of  the 
bridge,  and  reply  to  the  challenge,  in  his  own  barbarous  language  ; 
on  one  hand  1  offer  him  a  thousand  pistoles,  with  free  leave  to 
enter  any  regiment  in  the  Imperial  service ;  and  on  the  other, 
instant  death,  and  such  a  burial  as  the  wolf  and  raven  give.  Sir 
— officer !  translate  this  to  your  fellow-prisoner,"  he  added  to 
me,  with  a  terrible  irown. 

"Dreghom,"  said  I,  aflber  translating  the  request,  ^'what 
answer  shall  we  give  him  P" 

**  Tell  the  auld  tyke,  that  we'll  baith  see  him  hanged  first— yea, 
high  as  Haman,  and  that  tlen  we  wadna  do  it  l" 

"  Count  Tilly !"  I  exclaimed ;  "  is  this  tiie  hondOr— this  the 
ftith  of  an  Imperial  soldier  P" 

'* Faith!"  he  retorted,  <<and  dost  thou  speak  to  me  of  faith? 
Did  not  a  council  of  our  church,  more  than  two  hundred  yean 
ago,  declare  that  nojhitk  shculd  he  kept  with  heretics  V* 

A  cloud  came  over  the  faces  of  the  Counts  of  Carlstein  and 
Koeningheim. 

"Generalissimo,*'  said  the  former,  "what  is  this  you  would 
doP  Assassinate  a  poor  soldier  because  he  will  not  betray  his 
comrades  P  What !  is  the  cause  of  tibe  Empire  and  of  Catholicism 
fallen  so  low,  that  we  must  become  bravoes  and  murderers  P"   , 

"  Barest  thou  to  dictate  P"  cried  the  little  man,  grasping  hia 
baton  tighter,  while  a  dark  gleam  shot  from  his  fiery  eyes  j 
*•  dost  think  that  I  who  have  never  shown  mercy  to  the  Flemish 
and  German  followers  of  Luther  and  Calvin,  will  mince  matters 
with  this  Presbyterian  spawn  of  their  worthy  colleague,  Knox  P 
No— nor  will  I  now,  so  help  me  God;  and,  by  my  part  of 
paradise !  may  the  boom  of  our  cannon  sound  everywhere  as 
the  funeral  knell  of  those  accursed  Protestants — ^this  unshriven 
spawn  of  Scotland,  of  Denmark,  and  the  devil.  They  are  jovx 
countrymen,  count — true,  but  remember  that  on  the  bro^s  and 
on  the  banner  of  your  nation  are  written  the  curse  of  heresy* 
and  the  crime  of  sacred  blood — ^the  blood  of  a  cardinal-priest, 
and  that  blood  is  yet  unreveneed  1"  . 

"Lord  hae  a  care  o*  us !  wnat  a  deevil  o*  a  body-— what  a  bull 
o'  Bashan !"  muttered  Dandy,  as  Tilly  spurted  out  his  fiiiy  ^^ 
crack  jaw  German,  though  he  usually  swore  in  Spanish. 

"  Will  this  fellow  obey  my  orders,  if  you  will  not  P"  he  asked, 
with  increasing  wrath. 


OB,  THB  SCOTTISH  MITSKETEERS.  157 

**  He  treats  your  offer  with  the  scorn  that  it  merits,"  said  I. 

'*  Maldicion  de  Dios !  then  stab  him  to  the  heart,  Bandolo  T 
cried  the  merciless  Tilly. 

The  mifortunate  Drej^hom  seemed  to  comprehend  this  terrible 
order;  ^r,  as  the  unscru^mlous  rascal  raised  his  poniard,  Dand^ 
wnm£[my  hand,  and  then  in  the  old  Scottish  fashion  mantled  his 
head  in  jiis  plaid,  even  as  Csesar  yeiled  his  in  his  toga,  to  hide 
the  death-stroke  and  its  agony. 

At  that  moment  poor  Dandy  Dreghom,  the  humble  ploughman 
—the  private  soldier — ^was  sublime !  He  was  the  grandest  figure 
amid  that  stately  group ;  but  I  caught  the  descending  arm  of 
Bandolo  with  one  nana,  and  dashed  nim  to  the  earth  with  the 
other. 

"Do  yer  warst,  ye  dour  auld  walydraigel !"  cried  Dandy, 
shaiuDg  his  fettered  hands  in  Tilly's  startled  face ;  **1  maun  een 
dree  my  weird,  syne  ye»gar  me  thole't !" 

"  Lead  them  both  forward  to  the  bridge,"  said  Tilly,  who  was 
Hterally  choking  with  passion.  "  To  thee,  Bandolo,  I  entrust 
them ;  six  Groats  will  toUow  yqu ;  blow  out  their  brains,  if  they 
refuse  to  reply  iiiAt  friends  are  approaching.  The  report  of  your 
pistols  wiL  oe  the  signal  for  crossing  and  making  a  general 
assault.  The  regiments  of  Camargo  and  Merod6  will  lead  the 
van;  for,  as  Wallenstein  says,  God  always  helps  the  strongest 
hrirade — forward !" 

We  were  dragged  away  by  Bandolo  and  the  six  dismounted 
Croats,  all  of  whom  were  men  of  that  amiable  docility  to  orders, 
that  they  would  have  shot  their  own  fathers  without  the  slightest 
Kruple,  had  such  been  the  pleasure  of  Count  Tilly  or  their  prince, 
theBan. 


CHAPTEE  XXIX. 

CAIBN    JXA.     CUIHHKB! 

^  BSCBBTLY  resolved  that,  whether  I  was  shot  or  whether  I  es- 
caped, a  pretty  loud  alarm  should  be  given ;  Dandy  Dreghorn 
l^as  of  the  same  opinion,  for,  notwithstanding  his  strong  predi- 
lections for  porridge  and  good  feeding,  he  was  a  brave  fellow,  and 
^wed  to  stand  by  me  to  the  last.  3eing  aware  that  Bandolo 
«iew  neither  our  Scottish  language  nor  me  Gaelic,  we  were  re- 
i^Ting  how  we  could  bring  both  him  and  Tilly  into  a  trap  of 
"^  own  constructing  as  we  approached  the  end  of  the  bridge, 
^ost  groping  among  the  dark  and  smoke-like  vapour,  which 
Was  now  beginning  to  spread  along  the  river  and  over  the  de- 
serted town  and  the  castle  which  commanded  it. 
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At  the  gorge  of  the  bridee  I  coald  perceire  a  Big^ilaad  loldier 

standing  perfectly  motionlessi  resting  on  hit  musket,  and  a||pa- 
rently  gazing  straight  before  him  into  the  obscurity  which  Teued 
the  army  of  Tilly.  His  powerful  form  had  the  asj^tof  a  dusky 
statue.  I  could  perceive  his  plaid  waving  at  times;  he  was 
whistling  a  monotonous  pibroch  as  we  crept  softly  towards  him ; 
then  he  chanted  a  song ;  and  doubtless  the  thoughts  of  home  it 
raised  within  him  turned  his  eyes  and  heart  back — as  it  trere, 
back  upon  himself— and  prevented  him  from  observing  the  group 
of  Croats  who  approached  him  so  stealthily,  with  their  carbines 
cocked,  under  the  shadow  of  the  Dutch  willows  that  fringed  the 
narrow  pathway.  I  have  said  the  whole  place  was  still  as  death ; 
thus  the  clear  manly  voice  of  the  clansman  as  he  sung  "  Failirin* 
ilirin,  iulirin  O,"  was  distinctly  heard.  That  old  Highland  air  is 
so  sad  and  slow,  that  it  moved  my  heart  within  me,  even  amid 
the  fierce  impulses  of  that  most  critical  hour. 

<*  Not  the  iswan  on  the  lake,  or  the  foam  on  itf  shore, 
Can  compare  yrith  the  charms  of  the  mtUd  I  adore  t 
Not  so  white  is  the  snow  on  the  mountain  or  dale. 
Or  the  wild  rose  that  blooms  on  the  bough  in  the  vale. 
As  the  clouds'  golden  wreath  on  Ben  Lomond's  high  hroWt 
The  locks  of  my  lored  oiie  luxoriantly  flow ; 
And  her  cheek  has  the  tint  our  wild  roses  dlsplajr, 
When  they  blush  in  the  bloom  of  a  moming  in  May." 

"Dreghorn,"  I  whispered,  "that  is  Gillian  M*Bane,  one  of 
iny  own  company — a  Strathdee  man !  My  God !  what  shall  I 
do  P" 

"  Let  us  baith  set  up  a  yowl,  sir." 

We  still  crept  forward,  and  after  a  |)ause  Gillian  sang  another 
verse  of  that  tender  old  love-song ;  while  my  heart  beat  quicker, 
and  my  breath  became  more  and  more  contracted. 

*'  Like  thy  star,  oh,  Ul-lochlin !  that  beams  o'er  the  grove, 
Are  the  slow-rolling  eyes  of  the  maid  that  I  love ; 
High  bosom'd,  her  girdle  difiUses  the  light 
Of  the  moon,  when  she  beams  on  the  ocean  at  night. 
The  lark  and  the  linnet,  they  welcome  the  mom. 
In  a  chorus  of  joy  fVom  yon  time«gnarl6d  thorn ; 
Ijut  the  linnet  and  lark  pour  their  ehortu  in  rain, 
When  the  maid  that  I  love  sings  her  sweet  Highland  strain.^* 

Suddenly  he  perceived  something,  and,  pausing  again  in  his 
song,  blew  the  match  of  his  musket,  and  cried  in  his  native 
Gaelic — 
•    "  Stand ! — ^who  comes  here  P" 

Bandolo  raised  his  pistols  and  blew  the  matches  *,  then  a  sound 

*  Tniii8latio&  ttom  the  oHginal  QtL&iet  hf  Dominie  Baidlc. 
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Allowed*  aailie  Croats,  who  or»pt  like  snakee  ahmg  tbe  gtcoAdf 
imitated  his  example. 

"  Speak  !*'  said  he  in  a  fierce  whisper  to  Dreghom  and  to  me. 
He  spoke  in  broken  German,  with  a  word  or  two  of  Spanish,  and 
placed  a  pistol  to  each  of  our  heads.  I  felt  the  cold  mnaale 
against  my  left  temple.  My  heart  stopped — ^then  tiiere  was  a 
t^rible  conflict  witnin  it;  but  I  knew  the  narrow  path  that 
honour  required  me  to  pursue.  Again  the  sentinel  chsJlenged, 
and  cocked  his  piece. 

"  Maldetto  1  will  joa  speak— or  gem  V*  growled  Bandolo. 

"  No — nerer  V*  said  Dreghorn ;  '*  not  to  be  made  king  o'  a'  braid 
Scotland — Heevin  bless  every  inch  o't !" 

"MaldicionT*  howled  the  bravo,  gnashing  his  teethe 

"Treachery*  M*Bane!*'  I  shouted  in  Gaelic j  "treaehwry, 
treachery !  The  Imperialists  are  upon  you !  Caim  na  emmkne  I 
Claymore  and  biodag !" 

There  was  a  red  &ak  as  h^  fired  his  musket^  and  a  Croat  ML 
beside  me,  kicking  up  his  heels  in  the  dark ;  two  pistol-shots  fol« 
lowed,  and,  shot  through  the  brain,  poor  Dandy  I)reghom  sank 
dead  at  my  feet.  I  thought  myself  also  slain — ^for  an  instant  sll 
was  chaos !  I  fell  across  his  body,  yet  fortunately  my  eheek  waa 
only  scorched  by  powder,  while  the  ball  had  grazed  my  helmet, 
but  with  sufficient  force  to  knock  me  down.  My  escape  was 
miraculous,  and  Bandolo  deemed  me  shot  when  I  fell  on  the 
roadway,  and  luckily  for  myself,  close  to  a  small  recess  in  an 
abutment  of  the  bri(^e,  where  I  ky  unobserved ;  for  to  advanoe 
would  be  to  fall  a  sacrifice  to  the  fire  of  my  comrades,  who  with 
Ian  guarded  the  gate  of  the  bridge ;  to  retire,  would  be  to  perish 
among  the  ferocious  Imperialists. 

Finng  a  volley  through  the  loopholes  of  the  ardbiway ^  the 
Highland  guard  closed  the  klinket  of  the  weU-barricaded  gate, 
and  retired  double  quick  into  the  castle ;  and  now  began  one  of 
the  grandest  scenes  of  war  I  ever  had  the  fortune  to  witness ! 
From  the  high  ramparts  of  the  gothic  fortress  there  burst  upon 
the  midnight  gloom  and  on  the  narrow  bridge  a  flood  of  light, 
with  a  storm  of  cannon-shot  and  musketry. 

"  To  the  assault !  to  the  assault !  and  death  be  the  doom  of  tiie 
first  who  turns  his  back !"  cried  Tiilyt  rushing  on  foot  across  the 
bridffe  at  the  head  of  his  pikemen,  with  a  standard  in  his  left 
haiK^  and  a  horse-j^stol  in  the  right ;  for  the  old  Jesuit,  though 
he  tarembled  last  night  before  an  antique  picture,  and  had  impli- 
cit fidth  in  quacks  and  astrologers,  was  brave  aa  a  lion.  "  'Eos-' 
ward,  my  hardy  rogues  I  Ihere ,  are  a  hundred,  hogsheads  «f  good 
wine  in  ]^onder  castle — ^all  th^  spoil  of  the  heretical  Bishop^ of 
Hildesheim.  On,  on  brave  cavaliers  and  valiant  pikemen !  JELe^ 
member  that  eveny  blow  of  your  swords  and  tharost  of  your  pikes 
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iB  beheld  with  joy  by  the  mothw  of  Grod !  Strike  for  the  good 
cause !  thrust  K)r  the  blessed  cause !  Strike  and  thrust  for  the 
Cross  and  the  Empire !" 

The  hoarse  hurrah  of  the  German  infantry,  the  yells  of  the 
Croats,  and  the  chivalric  war-cry  of  the  Spaniards,  replied  to  his 
urgent  address. 

"  Santiago !  Santiago !  and  close,  Spain !  Viva  el  Conde  Tilly ! 
Viva  Juan  de  Tsercla !  Viva  el  Espintu  Santo !" 

A  flood  of  armed  men — the  regiments  of  Merod^  and  Ca- 
margo — ^poured  along  the  bridge  against  that  gate,  which  formed 
the  only  barrier  between  them  and  the  fertile  and  unravaged 
provinces  of  Saxe-Lauenburg,  Holstein,  and  Denmark,  and  they 
rushed  impetuously  against  it,  their  pioneers  being  in  front  with 
axes  and  sledge-hammers,  petards  and  levers.  Other  corps  fol- 
lowed, column  after  column,  with  all  their  bright  points  and  up* 
lifted  pikes  gleaming  in  the  blaze  of  a  light-ball,  which  (by 
Major  Wilson's  orders)  was  now  burned  on  the  summit  of  the 
castle,  and  which  poured  a  torrent  of  dazzling  radiance  on  every 
object.  This  engme  (so  useful  for  revealing  the  position  and 
number  of  a  foe  at  night)  is  usually  a  large  bomb,  nlled  and  co- 
vered with  powder,  sSltpetre,  turpentine  and  rosin,  well  rammed 
with  birchwood  charcoal,  and  covered  by  innumerable  coats  of 
paper  steeped  in  melted  pitch. 

On  the  grey  battlements  of  Lauenberg  this  blazed  like  a  comet, 
and  enabled  tiie  Highlanders  to  direct  their  Are  of  musketry  from 
the  parapets  above,  and  the  Barbette  batteries  below — so  named 
because,  in  their  passage,  the  shots  from  them  shave  the  cope  of 
the  rampart.  The  shower  of  missiles  that  swept  the  bridge  was 
terrible  I  Two  great  basilisks,  or  48-pounders,  loaded  with  mus- 
ket-baUs,  did  frightful  execution,  while  the  enormous  bombarde 
vomited  stang-balls,  or  shot  with  double-heads,  having  fourteen- 
inch  bars  to  connect  them;  these  shred  away  whole  ranks  of  men, 
who,  as  they  crowded  upon  the  bridge  in  their  eagerness,  im- 
peded the  operations  of  those  who  assailed  the  gate. 

"  Cairn  na  cuimhne !"  rang  at  times  above  the  uproar  from  the 
castle  waU.  I  thought  I  could  detect  the  voice  of  Ian ;  for  it 
was  the  war-cry  of  the  M'Farquhars — their  Cairn  of  Memem" 
hrance  on  the  hills  of  Strathdee. 

The  yells,  cries,  and  tumult  upon  the  narrow  bridge  were  ap- 
palling, and  almost  equalled  the  din  of  the  flre-arms  and  artillery 
in  Lauenburg.  What  a  contrast  now  was  there !  ten  minutes 
before  the  stulness  had  been  like  that  of  a  desert,  unbroken  save 
when  the  solitary  sentinel  sang,  or  when  the  wind  shook  the 
rushes  of  the  Elbe,  and  swept  along  its  darkened  waters  with  a 
moaning  sound. 

A  thick  mist  arose  from  its  bosomi  and  on  that  mist  fell  the 
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ghaatly  and  snlplmroas  glare,  amid  whicli — yet  half  in  obscurity-*^ 
were  seen  the  columns  moving  to  the  attack,  like  troops  of  spirits, 
with  their  armour  and  weapons  gleaming  as  if  tipped  with  blue 
fire,  among  that  cold  white  vapour. 

Down  from  the  lofty  rampart,  lighting  up  its  grim  architecture 
of  the  twelfth  century,  poured  that  torrent  of  flame,  revealing 
every  object,  even  to  the  checks  in  the  tartan  plaids  of  the  High- 
landers ;  larger  it  grew,  broader  and  brighter,  until  every  orna- 
ment and  stud  upon  the  coats-of-mail  were  visible.  The  whole 
fortress  was  illuminated ;  the  spire  of  Saxe-Lauenburg,  the  houses 
and  their  windows,  the  rolling  mist,  the  broad  river,  and  its 
clnmps  of  pale  green  weeping  willows  and  dusky  copper  beeches ; 
the  advancing  columns  with  their  umbered  arms  and  rustling 
banners ;  the  stormers  on  the  bridge,  swarming  and  swearing, 
jostling  and  crushing  forward  over  the  dead  and  dying,  and  ut- 
tering yells  of  rage  and  defiance  whenever  a  cannon-shot  made  a 
lane  of  carnage  through  their  living  mass,  were  fully  and  fearfully 
visible. 

Surmounted  by  the  demi-eagle  of  Anhalt  rising  from  its  ducal 
crown,  before  them  lay  the  old  archway  with  its  deep  dark 
mouth,  having  a  false  portcullis  jagged  with  iron  teeth,  flanked 
by  the  Barbette  batteries,  and  swept  from  innumerable  loop- 
holes of  the  casemates,  from  the  recesses  of  which  red  streaks  of 
fire  and  wreaths  of  pale  blue  smoke — blue  even  amid  that  pallid 
dare—burst  forth  mcesSantly,  as  the  radiance  of  the  blazing 
fireball  enabled  the  Scottish  musketeers  to  direct  their  deadly 
aim  with  precision  and  security. 

At  last  this  li^ht  from  the  castle  be^an  to  subside  and  die 
away ;  but  just  then  the  Austrian  petardiers  blew  up  the  Anhalt 
gate,  and  half  their  number  with  it;  the  din  of  hammers  and 
axes  followed;  then  another  wild  shout  of  triumph,  and  the 
musketeers  of  Merod6,  the  pikemen  of  Camargo,  and  the  Croats 
of  Castanovitz,  with  the  whole  of  Tilly's  column,  began  to  pour 
along  the  bridge,  through  the  shattered  archway,  and  entered 
tlie  duchy  of  Saxe-Lauenburg. 

The  Scottish  major  had  undermined  the  bridge;  but  the 
powder  found  a  vent  somewhere,  and  the  chamber  was  fired 
without  effect;  then  a  triumphant  shout  of  fear,  derision,  and 
defiance  arose  from  the  soldiers  of  the  Empire  1  the  Bubicon  was 
passed ;  the  passage  of  the  Elbe  achieved,  but  with  great  loss ; 
and  the  caetle  was  immediately  outflanked  and  environed  on 
every  side. 

Column  afker  column— horse,  foot  and  artillery — defiled  along 
the  bridge,  until  the  whole  main  body  of  the  Imperialists  had 
passed,  but  not  without  severe  loss;  for  my  brave  comrades 
nred  incessantly  until  their  bandoliers  were  empty,  and  their 
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cannon  had  become  so  hot,  that  to  cool  them  thej  were  com* 
pelled  to  cease  for  a  time ;  and  then,  on  dav  breaking,  the  gallant 
jLowland  cavalier  who  led  them,  finding  the  castle  invested  on 
every  point,  craved  a  parley  by  beat  or  drunj,  and  throngh  the 
intervention  of  Tilly's  aide-ae-camp,  and  of  his  confessor.  Father 
Ignatius  d'Evdel,  an  influential  Jesuit,  obtained  pennission  to 
march  out  with  all  the  honours  of  war,  and  to  retire  without 
molestation  down  the  right  bank  of  the  Elbe,  to  the  fortress  of 
Gluckstadt. 

While  these  arrangements  were  being  made,  X  again  became 
a  prisoner,  having  been  discovered  by  some  Croatian  women, 
who,  in  the  twilight  of  the  morning,  had  been  stripping  the 
killed  and  wounded  on  the  bridge,  and  using  their  kmves  freely 
on  the  latter,  if  they  resisted.  Some  of  those  wretches  were  on 
the  point  of  assassinating  me  for  the  lace  and  jewels  of  my  High* 
land  garb,  when  a  corporal  of  Beitres  knooked  two  of  them  down 
with  the  butt-end  of  his  carbine,  and  committed  me  to  the  care  of 
Tilly's  quarter  guard.  Escape  was  now  impossible,  and  I  feared 
to  offer  bribes,  lest  these  unscrupulous  soldiers  might  deprive 
me  of  Ernestine's  purse,  as  well  as  its  contents. 

Exactly  at  sunrise  Major  Wilson  came  forth  with  his  little 
garrison,  and  two  regiments  of  horse,  with  standards  displayed 
and  kettle-drupis  beating,  were  drawn  up  to  salute  the  passing 
Highlanders.  With  one  pipe  playing,  two  drums  beating  the 
Boot*  March,  and  the  major's  own  standard  bearing  the  Lion 
Bampant  displayed,  they  marched  down  from  the  castle,  not 
quite  two  hundred  strongi  but  a  grim  and  determined  little  band 
as  ever  waved  their  tartans  in  the  face  of  an  enemy.  Their  faces 
were  blackened  by  dust  and  powder,  and  most  of  them  had 
bandages  about  their  headu,  their  arms,  or  sturdy  bare  legs ;  but 
they  all  marched  past,  like  brave  fellows  as  they  were,  looking  at 
the  iron  line  of  Tilly's  Beitres  as  if  they  cared  not  ft  pinoh  of 
anuff  for  them. 

With  a  heart  that  swelled  within  me,  I  stood  among  my  escort 
by  the  wayside,  and  recognised  many  a  face  as  my  comrades 
passed.  The  first  company  was  Captain  Mackenzie  of  Eildon's ; 
the  next  was  lan's — ^tne  stately  men  of  Strathdee;  and  I  saw 
him,  with  his  arm  in  a  slins,  marching  at  their  head*  and  those 
colossal  sergeants,  Phadrig  Mhor,  and  jDiarmed  M*Gillvray,  each 
with  his  enormous  Loohaber  aze,  keeping  close  by  his  side — and 
Bed  Angus  M'Alpine  too,  with  the  crape  on  his  arm  in  memory 
of  his  seoret  sorrow.  Had  uncounted  gold  been  mine,  I  would 
have  given  it  for  the  power  to  rush  into  their  ranks  and  claim 
their  friendship  and  protection  j  but  I  was  aji  unransomed  prisoner 
of  war,  and  they  dared  not  receive  me.  I  caught  the  eye  of  Ian 
as  he  passed.    He  grew  pale  with  astonishment ;  then  he  red- 
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dened  with  joy  and  indignation;  ihe  M'Farouliars  uttered  a 
shout,  but  were  compelled  to  marcli  on ;  yet  Ian  sprang  from 
their  ranks  and  wrung  nay  hand. 

"  God  bless  you,  cousin  Philip !"  s^id  he,  "  we  thought  you 
were  gone  with  poor  Learmonth  and  Martin  to  render  ^Ceaven 
an  account  of  our  good  service  in  Germany." 

"  Hollo,"  added  M*Alpine,  hurriedly,  "  we  cannot  tarry  a 
moment!  We  march  by  the  way  of  Hamburg;  a  wood  lies 
some  twenty  miles  distant,  near  Bergedorf ;  escape,  if  you  can, 
and  some  of  us  may  meet  you  thereabout  on  this  side  of  Gliick* 
stadt— farewell!" 

They  sprang  back  to  their  places,  and  marched  on ;  but  many 
a  hce  was  turned  backward,  and  many  a  hand  was  waved  to  ihe 
in  kindl^r  recognition,  till  I  lost  sight  of  themt  as  the  Beitrei 
wheeled  into  broad  squadrons  to  fouow  and  cover  their  retreat. 


CHAPTEE  XXX. 

THB  jrHSUIT. 

SvTAiirTKa  ten  thousand  men  under  his  own  command.  Count 
Til]y  immediately  despatched  the  Counts  of  Carlstein  and 
Merod^,  with  the  remainder  of  his  force,  along  the  banks  of  the 
Elbe,  with  orders  to  turn  the  flank  of  all  King  Christian's  out- 
posts ;  after  which  they  were  all  to  reunite,  and  advance  again 
Ic  the  conquest  of  the  Danish  isles. 

Devereux's  Irish  regiment  occupied  Lauenburg,  where  the 
Grerman  pioneers  buried  the  dead  in  great  trenches,  and  many 
were  quite  warm,  with  the  blood  still  oozing  from  their  wounds 
when  flung  in.  The  vast  depth  to  which  they  dug  these  pita 
excited  nay  surprise,  and  I  was  informed  by  Count  Koeningheim 
that  it  was,  "  to  prevent  any  vampires  who  might  be  among  the 
slain  ascending  to  upper  earth;  for  I  found  that,  from  the 
frightful  atrocities  of  the  Imperial  troops,  tl^ey  had  the  most  im» 
plicit  belief  in  these  imaginary  monsters,  and  supposed  that 
many  were  in  their  ranke^ 

Several  prisoners,  who  had  incurred  Tilly's  displeasure  for 
various  reasons,  were  now  selected  by  the  sergeant  of  the  quarter- 
guard,  and  put  aside  for  hanging  at  Sunset.  To  my  horror,  I 
found  97?;^«e[r  placed  among  these  doomed  men !  I  remonstrated 
with  the  sergeant  with  all  the  earnestness  of  one  whose  life 
depended  upon  h\%  own  exertions,  assuring  him  that  I  had  done 
nothing  worthy  of  a  death  so  detestable. 

"  Very  well,"  said  he  coolljr ;"  "  make  some  interest  with  an 
oflbeTi  and  we  may  shoot  you  instead-^forward,  escort  1 '  and  WQ 
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were  marched  to  a  small  open  shed,  whkh  stood  imder  some 
large  trees  that  grew  near  the  river.  Against  one  of  these  trees 
stood  a  ladder,  and  Bandolo,  who  on  this  occasion  had  constituted 
himself  assistant  to  the  provost-marshal,  superintended  the  ar- 
rangement of  certain  cords,  having  ugly  loops  thereon,  from  the 
branches  of  the  trees.  My  fellow-pnsoners  were  six  Croats  and 
two  Germans.  They  were  all  tied  with  cords ;  the  Croats  sat 
on  the  ground  in  sullen  silence,  fi;laring  at  their  jzuards  from 
under  their  fur  caps  and  savage  elMocks ;  the  two  Uermans  had 
smoked  themselves  into  a  state  of  dreamy  indifference,  and  sat 
with  their  lacklustre  eyes  fixed  on  the  flowmg  river.  Around  us, 
the  soldiers  of  the  escort  were  quietly  cleanizig  their  arms,  rub- 
bing down  their  horses,  and  cooking  their  rations  on  a  large  fire 
(composed  of  tables,  chairs,  &c»,  taken  from  a  neighbouring 
house),  previous  to  marching. 

Though  I  could  face  death  in  any  form  when  enoounterins  him 
in  the  ranks,  with  the  colours  above  and  my  comrades  oesids 
me,  to  die  thus  was  a  very  different  thing.  To  be  left  Ituwgiwg 
like  a  dog  or  a  thief  from  tne  branch  of  a  tree  (though  the  ser- 
geant assured  me  "  it  was  a  most  respectable  gibbet") — ^I,  a 
gentleman  and  soldier,  in  the  manly  garlb  of  mj  native  countiy 
— ^to  die  thus — and  to  die  without  a  crime !  T!ae  reflection  was 
intolerable ! 

But  there  was  not  one  to  whom  I  could  applyfor  mercf  or  for 
succour.  Count  Carlstein  had  marched,  and  "KoBning^im  had 
gone,  no  one  knew  whither. 

Devereux's  Irishmen  cared  nothing  for  me.  I  was  not  their 
countryman ;  besides,  I  had  not  the  means  of  commumcatiug 
with  them. 

As  the  day  wore  on,  with  an  agony  which  cannot  now  be 
written,  I  watched  the  summer  sun  verging  to  the  westward, 
and  shedding  along  the  whole  bosom  of  uie  Elbe  its  bright 
evening  beams,  throwing  far  across  the  river  and  its  boidenng 
meadows  the  lengthening  shadows  of  every  spire^  and  house, 
and  tree ;  for  as  still,  as  glassy,  and  waveless  as  ever,  the  stream 
flowed  on  towards  the  German  Sea — ^the  same  sea  that  washed 
the  Scottish  shore.  The  sun  sank  lower  and  loifi[er ;  the  da^f  s 
were  then  lon^,  and  the  landscape  waa  flat;  yet  it  was  witmn 
an  hour  of  settmg. 

Only  an  hour  1 

I  sprang  up,  and  walked  to  and  fro  with  an  air  of  perturbation 
which  I  could  not  conceal ;  but  which  xny  phlegmatic  G^man 

fuard  viewed  with  the  most  perfect  indi£ference.  A  torrent  of 
itter  thoughts  poured  through  my  heart ;  I  had  quitted  a  home 
where  none  regretted  me,  with  the  hope  that  all  I  left  behind 
should  one  day  be  proud  of  my  actions^  and  might  boast  of  my 
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glorioiu  deat}i  if  I  fell  in  battle  or  sie^e — ^but  now  the  noose  was 
waving  oyer  my  bead !  I  felt  that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to 
meet  snch  a  death,  and  so  unmerited,  with  resolution  or  with 
resignation,  and  without  a  struggle — a  desperate  struggle — ^if  not 
for  liberty,  at  least  for  revenge.  It  was  better,  a  thousand  times 
better,  to  die  sword  in  hand,  and  be  hewed  to  pieces,  than  to  be 
hxsng  like  a  pitiful  marauder. 

A  weapon !  I  saw  none  save  in  the  hands  of  the  strong  guard 
which  surrounded  us,  laughing  and  jesting  through  their  bushy 
miistaches,  just  as  if  nothing  unusiud  was  to  happen,  and  nine 
poor  devils  were  not  to  be  hanged  at  all. 

While  full  of  these  bitter  thoughts,  I  perceived  a  man  whom  I 
blew  by  his  attire  to  be  a  priest  of  the  Order  of  Jesus — one  of  the 
many  who  followed  the  army  of  Tilly — ^walking  slowly  towards 
the  fa-ees  whereon  the  fatal  nooses  were  dangling,  and  at  the  foot 
of  which  the  Croats  and  Germans  were  seated  in  sullen  and 
listless  apathy. 

He  stooped  down  and  addressed  them  all  in  succession ;  but 
they  cursed  and  bade  him  begone  "to  the  devil."  Then  ho 
paused,  with  the  air  of  one  who  conferred  with  himself  whether 
It  were  worth  while  to  continue  so  ungrateful  a  task ;  and,  after 
some  hesitation,  he  approached  and  gazed  at  me  from  head  to 
foot. 

Hia  thin,  tall  figure  is  yet  before  me.  Worn  evidently  by 
asceticism  and  conventual  severity,  he  stooped  a  little  forward ;  his 
forehead  was  broad  and  impending ;  his  features  were  harsh, 
while  a  prominence  of  mouth  and  chin  indicated  more  firmness 
of  purpose  than  mildness  and  beni^ity — ^yet,  in  many  respects, 
his  face  belied  the  good  man*s  disposition.  His  eyes — -keen, 
penetrating,  and  hard  m  expression — ^inspired  awe,  and  commanded 
Inspect  from  all  on  whom  he  bent  tnem ;  but  their  decided 
expression  belied  the  humility  with  which  he  crossed  his  bony 
hands  upon  his  bosom,  and  humbly  bowed  his  head  even  unto 
the  most  humble. 

Educated  a  Presbyterian,  and  being  Ihe  soldier  of  a  Protestant 
^g,  I  gazed  with  some  distrust  at  this  brother  of  that  order 
whose  name  excites  so  many  jealous  feelings,  and  which  has  been 
80  obnoxious  to  the  princes  of  Europe  generally ;  for  in  my  own 
time  I  have  seen  tne  Jesuits,  as  the  result  of  their  intrigues, 
expelled  forcibly  from  Venice  and  Prague,  from  Naples  and 
Randers. 

He  halted  before  me,  crossed  his  hands  upon  his  breast,  and 
slightly  bent  Ids  lofty  figure. 

"  Your  servant,  reverend  sir,"  said  I  in  my  own  language. 

"  God  be  with  you,  my  son,"  he  answered  in  the  same,  I  had 
Qsed  it  inadvertently,  but  now  my  attention  was  excited^  and  I 
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gazed  at  Wm  inqniringly.    "I  am  sony,"  he  contiftuwi,  **to  see 
a  Scottish  gentleman  in  this  sad  predicament." 

"  I  fear  me,  good  sir,  your  regrets  will  not  mend  the  matter 
much,"  I  replied  sourly^  for  the  most  intense  hatred  of  the 
Imperialists  was  swelling  m  my  breast ;  **  you  cannot  do  anything 
for  me,  I  presume." 

"  Perhaps  not — I  am  only  poor  father  Ignatius." 
"  The  confessor  of  Count  Tilly  I"   I  exclaimed,  thunderstruck; 
**  pardon  me,  sir — I  have  often  heard  of  you." 
"  For  little  that  is  good — if  in  the  Danish  camp." 
"  Nay,  sir ;  even  there  I  have  heard  you  spoken  of  with  respect, 
as  the  possessor  of  a  thousand  virtues." 

**  Though  a  Jesuit — 'tis  wonderftil  I  Though  I  am  known  as 
Ignatius  m  the  Order  of  Jesus,  at  home,  in  poor  old  Scotland,  I 
was  kent  but  as  David  Daidle,  the  neer-ob-weel  o*  the  parish 
schule,  and  son  o'  auld  Davie  o*  the  Daidleysheugh,  at  the  Kollo'i 
Craig.    Ye  see,  ^de  sir,  IVe  no  forgotten  oi^  auld  Scottish 


whilk  my  puir  mither  taucht  me." 
"Howr  I  ( 


exclaimed,  clasping  both  his  hands  in  mine ;  "  are 
you  the  brother  of  my  old  Dominie  Daidle,  at  home  in  dear 
UromartieP" 

"The  same — ^the  same !"  he  sighed,  with  a  flushing  cheek  and  a 
kindling  eye ;  "  my  brother  did.become  a  dominie ;  but  I,  with 
James  of  Jerusalem,  and  Father  Leslie,  now  superior  of  the 
Scottish  College  at  Douay,  became  followers  of  Ignatius  Loyola. 
But  my  puir  brother — when  saw  ye  him  last?" 

**  But  a  few  months  ago  ;  the  poor  dominie  plays  the  fiddle  as 
well  as  ever,  and  still  leads  the  choir  of  our  parish  kirk.  I 
promised  to  bring  him  from  Germany  the  object  of  his  greatest 
ambition — a  metal  horologue,  which  ne  is  not  likely  to  receive, 
however,"  I  added,  glancins^  at  the  setting  suUi  and  the  noose 
which  dangled  over  my  head. 

"  Young  gentleman,  it  seems  to  me  as  if  your  face  was  familiar 
to  me,  and  your  voice,  too ;  yet  I  must  have  left  old  Scotland 
years  before  you  were  born.  You  are  a  son  of  our  father's  laird 
and  patron,  Kollo  of  Craigrollo  P" 

"  Compelled  to  become  a  soldier  of  fortune,  because  of  a  certain 
unlucky  heirloom " 

"  The  Eollo  spoon,"  replied  the  Jesuit,  abroad  smile  spreading 
over  his  usually  grave  features ;  "  I  remember  well  that  quaint 
Jieirloom  of  old  Sir  Ein^an  ;  I  remember,  too,  with  gratitude,  the 
many  favours  your  family  have  for  ages  bestowed  on  mine,  the 
hereditary  vassals  of  your  house.  Oh !  I  would  gladly  repay  but 
one  of  these,  if  in  my  power- 


us 


"  You  can  more  than  repay  them  all,  sir,  for  indeed  you  owe 
nothing.    If  we  did  service  to  the  dominie's  fanuly,  they  did 
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good  eerriea  to  oops.  Whose  sword  hewed  a  farther  passage 
into  HaQtIj's  pikemen,  at  GlenLivat,  than  old  David  Daidle's  ?  I 
am  to  be  banged  in  ten  minutes — Changed  like  a  dog,  because  I 
lutre  done  mj  devoir  as  a  soldier  against  these  rascally  Imperialists, 
and  would  not  betray  to  them  my  kinsmen,  the  M*Farquhars. 
If  you  ean  save  me—" 

*'  Save  you  1 — ^I  can  and  wifl— •" 

"There  is  but  Httle  time,  then ;  for,  by  my  soul,  ij-onder  come 
Bandolo,  the  bravo,  and  the  provost-marshal,  with  his  guard  and 
assistants,  carrying  the  fktal  ladder,  by  which  they  mean  to 
accommodate  us  in  mounting  the  branches  of  these  hi^  trees." 

"Follow  me,  Mr,  BoUo;  and  let  me  see  who  will  dare  to 
interrupt  you." 

The  soldiers  fell  back  and  presented  arms  to  this  well-known 
and  formidablejpriest,  who  was  as  familiar  to  the  armies  of  Tilly 
as  the  terrible  leather  du  Tremblay  was  then  known  in  those  of 
France,  but  in  fi  very  different  way — ^for  every  good  and  not  for 
cTory  evil.  JA^e  his  master's,  the  will  and  command  of  Ignatius 
d*Eydd  (fbr  so  had  they  rendered  hia  homely  name)  were  as  much 
law  to  the  sol^i^m  as  ii  the  cruel  thin  lips  of  Tilly  had  expressed 
tiiem. 

As  WB  pasted  the  provost,  he  respectfully  saluted  the  priest, 
who  stood  by  xniT  side,  in  his  long  nowing  garments.  Bandolo 
scowled  at  n^e  with  r^ge  and  disapnointment,  but  was  compelled 
to  pass  on,  leayihg  me  untouchea.  I  remepibered  the  cruel 
murder  of  poor  Dandy  Dreghom,  and  could  sparcely  keep  my 
hands  froxioi  lus  throat ;  but  hoped  that  ai^  hour  pf  retrioution  was 
eoming. 

Aft^  walking  in  silence  along  the  rpad  fbr  some  hundred 
yards,  on  looking  back  I  saw  the  convulsed  bodies  of  my  eight 
recent  oompai^ions  dangling  from  the  trees,  while  the  provost  and 
hiB  goard  retired  leisurely  towards  their  quarters  in  the  town  of 
l4iuenburg. 


OHAPTEB  XXSX. 

OP  TH9  <^0I)  PEEPS  OUB  KUSEBTBEBS  WEBB  trKDOIKa. 

tf  T  heart  sickened  at  the  thought^of  all  I  had  so  pravidentiall^* 
escaped,  by  the  casual  intervention  of  a  passing  priest. 

"  Come,  master  RoUo,"  thought  I,  as  garret  ideas  sugpfested 
themselves ;  **  you  must  not  deem  these  Jesuits  such  bad  fellows 
after  dl  |  Lideed,  this  one  seems  remarkably  amiable.  Beverend 
tt?!**  Slid  X^  00  W9  ipas&ed  tho  extre^ie  oa^ostfl  of  Tilly'9  troops 
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and  proceeded  along  tHe  margin  of  the  Elbe*  ''I  hope  you  will 
not  incur  the  Count's  displeasure  by  setting  me  free." 

"  Displeasure — oh,  no !  My  brother,  John  of  Tsercla — ^for  I 
presume  you  are  aware  that  he  is  a  priest  of  our  order — cannoi 
quarrel  with  me  for  a  trifling  act  of  mercy  like  this." 

"  This  trifling  act  has  saved  my  life ;  but  you  value  existence 
lightly  on  the  Imperial  side  of  the  Elbe.  I  am  full  of  joy  and 
|2[ratitude  for  the  service  you  have  rendered  me ;  but  why,  good 
•ir,  do  you  seem  so  much  dejected  P" 

"  I  am,  indeed,  dejected  and  sorrowful— exceedingly  sorrow- 
ful !"  he  replied,  folding  his  hands  heavily  upon  his  oreaat*  and 
bending  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 

"For  what,  good  sir P" 

**  To  see  my  own  countrymen  arrayed  in  tens  of  thousands 
against  the  good  cause.    Ye  are  come  to  uproot  and  destroy  that 
tree  of  knowledge  whose  leaves  were  faith,  and  whose  fruit  was 
life  everlasting;   that  stately  tree  which,  in  other  times,  oui 
pious  countrymen  from  the  holy  Isle  of  lona,  in  the  far  west, 
transplanted  among  the  barbarous  Goths  of  Germany.     For 
hither  in  those  dark  ages  of  the  world,  from  our  old  Caledonian 
shore,  came  Boniface,  who,  after  converting  all  the  savages  of 
Thuringia  and  Saxony,  became  first  Archbishop  of  M entz,  as  we 
may  find  in  the  writings  of  Trithemius.    While  his  Scottish 
disciples  founded  the  noble  abbey  of  Fulda,  Patto  (also  a  Scot) 
converted  Westphalia,  and  was  made  Bishop  of  Yerden.     In 
the  8th  century,  St.  Eobert,  the  son  of  a  Scottish  king,  converted 
Theodo,  lord  of  Bavaria,  with  all  his  people,  and  is  now  the 
apostle  of  their  descendants ;  while  Calium  Bane  and  G^us  of 
Argyle  rescued  Swabia  from  the  darkness  of  paganrie ;  and  the 
latter  ceased  not  from  his  blessed  labours  until  ne  perished  among 
the  Switzers,  who  yet  preserve  his  reliques  in  the  convent  of  St. 
Gall ;  and  all  these  thmgs  ye  are  come  to  undo  !    Nor  need  I 
tell  you  how  John  the  Scot  became  Bishop  of  Mecklenburg,  and 
died  a  martyr,  being  slain  by  the  Wendish  apostles,  who,  in 
1066,  cut  off  his  hands  and  feet,  leaving  this  man  of  godliness  to 
perish  miserably  by  the  wayside;   or  how,  in  the  year  1000, 
Callumanus,  the  son  of  a  Scottish  prince,  converted  all  Austria, 
where  he  was  martyred,  and  where  his  reliques  are  yet  preserved 
in  the  convent  of  our  countrymen,  near  the  Scottish  Gate  at 
Vienna.    Argobastus,"  continued  my  companion,  warming  with 
enthusiasm  and  reckoning  on  his  fingers — "Argobastus,  tha 
converter  of  Strasburg,   and  WHliam  who  founded  a  Scottish 
monastery  at  Cologne,  another  at  Nurembu]^,  another  at  Aix-la- 
cbapeUe,  two  at  Katisbon,  and  another  at  Wiirtsburg,  were  also 
Scots,  as  we  may  read  in  the  writings  of  Baronius  and  Trithe- 
mius ;  and  all  these  blessed  works  ye  are  come  from  the  same 
landi  with  your  muskets  and  bandoliers,  to  undo !    YirgiliuB  the 
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Soot,  was  made  perpetaal  legate  of  Germany  by  His  Holinesa 
Gregory  VII. ;  nor  need  I  expatiate  on  the  piety,  the  virtues,  and 
the  suffering  of  Lilian,  the  Culdee  of  lona,  who  converted  all 
Franconia ;  and  that  ye  are  come  to  subrert  and  undo !  Oh ! 
why  seek  to  convert  these  lands  to  heresy  and  heathendom  by 
the  sword  P  with  drums  beating  and  banners  displayed  P  Why 
not  tnr  it,  like  the  Scots  of  omer  times,  with  no  otner  weapons 
than  tne  staff  and  the  sandals — ^prayer  and  exhortation  P" 

"  By  my  faith,  reverend  sir,  a  salvo  of  good  cannon-shot  is  the 
best  exhortation  for  such  a  congregation  as  Tilly  and  his  Croats," 
said  I;  half  stunned  by  the  vehemence  of  the  Jesuit,  and  the 
facility  with  which  he  enumerated  so  many  barbarous  names. 
"My good  father  and  countryman,"  I  addea;  "we  came  hither 
neither  to  convert  like  the  Scots  of  old,  nor  to  persecute  like 
Goimt  Tilly.  But  we  are  come  to  fight  the  battle  of  those  who 
cannot  fignt  for  themselves ;  to  win  honour  and  fame  like  true 
cavaliers,  to  clip  the  wings  of  the  Austrian  eagle,  and  to  defend 
the  civil  and  religious  liberties  of  Northern  Europe — a  high  and 
&  glorious  mission  T' 

"  To  overturn  the  faith  of  God  1 — ^the  church  which  is  founded 
on  the  rock  of  ages,  and  is  cemented  by  the  blood  of  many  a 
martyr.  Oh !  were  you  to  see,  as  I  have  seen  at  Melck,  the 
body  of  our  countryman  St.  Colman,  undecayed,  uncorrupted, 
pnre  and  fair,  as  on  that  day  in  the  year  1012,  when,  after  re- 
turning there  barefooted  from  Jerusalem,  the  barbarians  hanged 
him  on  a  tree,  where  he  swung  untainted  by  the  weather,  and 
^touched  by  tlie  ravens,  until  the  good  Bishop  of  Aichstadt  con- 
veyed his  reliques  to  Alba  Eegulis,  upon  a  mountain  in  Hungary, 
where  they  have  converted  many  by  the  miracles  they  work 
daily ;  but  all  these  good  and  wondrous  things  ye  are  come  with 
yourpikemen  and  musketeers  to  subvert  ana  undo  I" 

''i^  Jove!  Father  Daidle,  I  do  not  think  the  corbies  would 
bave  respected  me  as  they  did  this  good  man ;  but  sure  I  am, 
that  80  far  as  toU  and  fasting  go,  our  poor  Scottish  soldiers 
endure  now  as  much  as  ever  your  Scottish  saints  did  in  the  olden 
time,  though,  not  so  patiently  perhaps ;  as  we  can  relieve  our 
minds,  now  and  then,  by  a  good  rouna  oath." 

The  Jesuit  paused,  and  said  gravely,  as  if  displeased,  "  Here 
▼e  part,  sir.  I  free  you  as  a  countryman,  though  as  a  heretic, 
^d  the  soldier  of  a  neretic  king,  I  uiould  have  left  you  to  the 
mercv  of  the  provost-marshal." 

'*35o  not  be  chafed  by  my  heedless  way,  good  sir,"  said  I, 
glad  to  perceive  that  the  close  of  this  long  harangue  had  brought 
me  to  the  verge  of  a  small  wood.  "  1  owe  you  more  than  I 
can  ever  repay— more  thaji  I  can  ever  express — ^my  life—my 
honour  1" 

"  I  would  gladly  give  you  a  horse  (though  your  kilt  is  scarcely 
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suited  for  the  saddle),  bat  I  possess  only  a  poor  aas  for  t\ie 
march.*' 

"  Why  not  mount  yourself  better  P  I  saw  nags  ^longh  and  to 
spare,  among  the  Imperialists." 

**  It  would  ill  become  us  to  ride  chargers,  when  our  Master, 
who  is  in  heaven,  contented  himself  with  the  humbler  animal, 
and  in  memory  thereof  marked  it  with  his  cross.  If  you  escape 
all  the  dangers  of  this  disastrous  war,  and  return  to  our  oommon 
home  by  the  shore  of  Cromartie,  bear  my  blessing  to  my  poor 
brother,  the  dominie — ^for,  alas  I  it  is  all  the  poor  Jesuit  has  to 
send  him.  Xeep  the  path  that  is  before  you  ;  by  it  your  com- 
rades marched  this  morning — ^it  leads  straight  to  Hamburg,  and 
to  Gliickstadt — ^farewell." 

We  separated — 

He  to  return  to  Tilly's  disorderly  cantonment^  and  I  to  pursue 
my  solitary  way« 


^v*- '      -*.'.. 
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0jofli  t\t  3iti\. 


CHAPTEE  XXXU. 

THE    MEBODBTTBS. 

FfiOM  the  place  where  I  parted  witli  Father  Ignatius,  Lauenburg 
was  about  three  xailes  distant,  and  the  Elbe  about  one.  The 
diuky  evening  ^as  giving  place  to  duskier  night.  At  a  little  dis- 
tance from  the  road  lay  a  German  village,  with  two  or  three 
large,  old,  and  crumbling  houses  overhanging  the  narrow  thorough- 
fare, and  a  number  of  picturesque  little  cottages,  built  of  dark 
and  intricate  wood-work,  carved  and  plastered.  The  co^^pice  or 
wood  near  me  wajs  composed  of  lofW  beeches,  which  fringed  a 
small  and  quiet  lake;  a  large  misshapen  block  carved  with 
ancient  Eunes  stood  among  the  long  grass,  and  between  the 
stems  of  the  distant  trees,  I  saw  the  moon  rising  afar  off,  and 
shedding  a  soft  pale  light  upon  the  hazy  landscape. 

One  or  two  small  stags  flitted  past  me,  and  a  solitary  stork 
flapped  its  large  wings  on  the  branch  of  a  hawthorn-tree. 
Ererjthing  was  silent,  and  the  place  was  so  lonely  that  I  sat 
down  on  the  iRunic-carved  stone  of  other  times,  to  reflect  on  my 
position. 

I  was.  seventy  miles  at  least  firom  Gliickstadt ;  my  comradea 
vere  a  full  day's  march — thirty  miles — ^in  front  of  me  j  and 
though  they,  by  force  of  numbers,  could  make  their  way  in 
safety,  I  knew  tlie  case  was  diflerent  with  an  indiyidual ;  for  the 
officers  and  soldiers  of  our  regiment,  who  straggled  far  from 
camp  or  quarters,  were  frequency  maltreated,  andeven  murdered 
1)J  the  savage  boors,  for  the  sake  of  their  military  flnery. 

Though  permitted  to  retain  my  back,  breast,  and  h^td-pieces^ 
I  had  been  deprived  of  my  sword  and  dirk,  yet  fortunately  my 
skene-dhu,  wluch  was  of  course  stuck  in  ^^  garter  of  my  right 
leg,  had  escaped  unseen,  and  my  sporran  or  pnrse  had  a  curiously 
oonsimcted  mouthpiece  or  clasp,  containing  four  small  pistol 
^3Tels,  which  were  cocked  by  the  pressure  of  one  spring,  and 
discharged  by  the  pressure  of  another.  This  remarkable  piece  of 
Highland  mechanism  had  been  a  gift  from  Ian,  and  was  the 
work  of  Thomaa  Caddel,  whose  manufactory  of  pistols  at  the 
Boune  of  Menteitb,  was  soon  after  to  become  so  celeinrated.    To 
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this  clasp  find  its  deadly  secret,  I  more  tlian  once  owed  my  life. 
I  kissed  the  velvet  purse  of  j}oor  Ernestine,  and  sighed  to  think 
I  should  never  behold  her  again ;  I  examined  my  skene-dha,  and 
was  about  to  commence  my  journey,  when  several  soldiers  sud- 
denly appeared  at  a  short  distance  on. 

Sinking  softly  down  among  the  lonof  grass,  and  enveloping  my- 
self in  my  green  plaid,  I  lay  still  and  scarcely  breathe^  as  tihey 
passed  close  by  me,  hewing  at  the  bushes  with  their  brandished 
swords,  drunk,  swearing,  and  intent  on  outrage.  By  the  colour 
of  their  doublets  I  could  perceive  they  were  musketeers  of  the 
Count  de  Merod6's  regiment — a  band  so  infamous  for  cruelty, 
that  in  its  members  first  originated  the  now  familiar  term 
marauders — ^from  Merodeurs,  Their  colonel,  a  brutal  and  licen- 
tious noble,  was  afterwards  slain  by  John  de  Wart,  a  colonel  of 
irregular  horse ;  but  from  his  outrages,  and  those  of  his  soldiers, 
in  me  capture  of  provinces  and  sack  of  towns,  the  name  of 
Merod^  will  ever  be  remembered  with  abhorrence  by  the  maids 
and  mothers  of  Grermany. 

Expecting  nothing  but  instant  death  for  the  value  of  my 
accoutrements  if  discovered,  I  was  happy  to  find  that  the  ruf- 
fians passed  me  without  observation,  and  oent  their  steps  towards 
the  adjacent  village,  between  two  green  hedge-rows  which  oon- 
eealed  me  from  them  ;  I  then  sprang  up,  threw  my  plaid  across 
me,  grasped  mv  black-knife,  and  commenced  my  long  and  solitary 
'ournev  towards  Gliickstadt. 

As  1  walked  quietly  away,  the  noise  of  pistol-shots  and  screams 
announced  that  the  Merodeurs  were  committing  some  outrage 
upon  the  quiet  and  unofiendhig  villagers  ;  and  by  a  blaze  of  light 
that  shot  up  between  the  trees,  it  was  evident  that  several  of  the 
cottages  had  been  set  on  fire. 

I  was  now  in  the  territory  of  Saxe-Lauenburg ;  and,  being 
aware  that  its  duke,  Sodolph  Maximilian,  served  under  Tilly  as 
colonel  of  horse,  and  was  one  of  the  six  brothers  of  that  gallant 
House,  all  of  whom  fought  in  this  war  of  aggression,  I  felt  some- 
what dubious  as  to  mv  chances  of  escapmg  all  the  boors  and 
peasants,  his  vassals,  wnom  I  was  certain  to  meet  before  reaching 
the  territory  of  Hamburg,  over  which  I  knew  tiiat  iCing  Christian 
claimed  sovereignty  as  Count  of  Holstein. 

I  suffered  excessively  from  hunger  and  thirst ;  the  excitement 
so  recently  undergone  conduced  greatly  to  increase  the  latter, 
and  being  aware  that  if  refreshment  was  not  soon  procured  at  all 
tisks,  the  whole  night  would  assuredly  be  passed  without  it,  I 
resolved  to  put  a  bold  face  upon  the  matter,  and,  entering  the 
first  village  1  came  to,  knocked  boldly  at  the  door  of  a  house,  on 
the  front  of  which  swung  a  sign,  bearing  an  eaffle  of  a  colour  so 
undecided  that  it  could  not  £il  to  please  all  tne  troops  wh0|  by 
"hance  or  misfortune,  might  happen  to  march  that  way. 
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The  host  was  somewhat  surprised  to  behold  me ;  but,  bnstline 
oat  my  phdd,  I  swaggered  in  with  an  air  of  unconcern,  and 
orderea  supper  to  be  laid  for  myself  before  my  comrades  came  in. 
As  this  indefinite  term  might  have  referred  to  the  whole  Danish 
army,  the  host  bowed  to  the  very  rosettes  at  his  knees,  and  sum- 
moned S!aroline,  the  jungfer  or  waitress,  to  attend  me.  Such 
was  the  wholesome  terror  imparted  by  the  announcement  of 
approaching  troops,  that  in  their  anxiety  to  please  I  had  host  and 
hostess,  jtmgfer  and  ostler,  all  attending  me  at  once.  Candles 
were  brought ;  a  joint  of  cold  meat,  with  a  piece  of  clean  white 
paper  twisted  about  the  end,  by  which  it  was  to  be  grasped  for 
<»r^R;  eggs,  cheese,  snow-white  bread,  strong  waters,  and 
Danish  beer,  were  all  brought  with  edifying  celerity,  and  I 
supped  sumptuously.  Dismissingall  my  attendants,  I  retained 
omy  the  waitress,  a  pretty  girl  of  Molstein,  the  bright  expression 
of  whose  merry  blue  eyes  announced  a  decided  disposition  for 
coquetry. 

"  Come,  jungfer,"  said  I,  my  spirits  rising  as  I  began  to  feel 
comfortable ;  '*  you  will  take  a  little  glass  of  wine  P" 

"  I  would  rather  be  excused — the  Herr  looks  so  wickedly," 
said  she,  hesitating. 

"My  pretty  JBlaroline — ^that  is  your  name,  I  believe-^what  you 
call  wickedness  is  mere  admiration.  It  is  a  way  we  soldiers  have 
-iiiat  is  aU." 

I  kissed  the  pretty  waitress  in  a  soldierlike  way,  and  she  seemed 
no  way  displeased ;  I  was  giving  myself  all  the  airs  which  I  had 
Been  the  Baron  Karl,  Major  Fritz,  and  others  play  off  with  such 
ease  in  similar  places,  when  the  host  put  in  his  round  stupid  face 
to  say  that  he  "  heard  the  drums  of  my  comrades  approaching;  !'* 
1  had  no  small  trouble  in  concealing  my  discomnosure  at  this 
strange  intelligence,  the  source  of  which  was  in  tJie  good  man's 
bram  alone  ;  for  his  fear  of  soldiers  had  conjured  up  the  distant 
sound  of  drums,  though  drums  are  seldom  beaten  at  night,  and 
never  by  marching  troops.    But  I  immediately  rose  to  depart. 

"  *Tis  my  friends,"  said  I,  putting  on  my  headpiece. 

A  dollar  for  supper,  four  more  for  an  old  rapier  which  I  bought 
from  the  host,  were  paid,  and  I  walked  anxiously  to  the  door. 
The  night  was  calm,  and  no  sound  broke  the  stillness  of  its  starry 
sky  or  of  the  landscape,  which  slept  in  the  pale  splendour  of  the 
August  moon. 

'*  I  am  going  to  meet  my  comrades,"  said  I. 

"What  may  their  force  be,  Mein  HerrP" 

"  About  two  thousand." 

"  Two  thousand !"  reiterated  the  host ;  "  Mein  Gott !  they  will 
eat  us  up." 

"£at  you  up,  rogue  I  I  think  not,  if  they  pay  you  as  I  haye 
ione,  with  rix  inst^  of  slot  dollars,'^ 
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"  You  have  paid  like  a  prince,"  Baid  h^,  boving.  **Two  com- 
panies wearing  tlie  same  carb  as  Main  Herr  passed  throagii  the 
tillage  about  noon — but  they  behaved  like  honest  gentlemen,  and 
paid  for  everything." 

"  That  ia  the  way  to  Korslack,  is  it  not  P" 

"  That  is  the  way  you  have  just  come,  Mein  Herr,"  said  the 
tost,  with  surprise. 

"  Ah !  true — how  stupid  of  me  to  forget  !*' 

''  As  the  Herr  ha^  been  so  kind,"  said  he  again,  *'  perhaps  ho 
will  escort  Karoline  past  these  troops,  so  far  as  the  pathway  which 
leads  to  the  little  chapel  of  St.  Fatto  ;  she  has  to  adorn  tite  altar 
with  flowers  for  service  to-morrow ;  and,  perhaps,  she  will  be 
safer  there,  too " 

"  Thaii  in  a  village  among  soldiers — ^you  think  right.  But  you 
put  great  trust  in  rae.    May  J  not  run  off  with  herP" 

**  I  know  ibat  the  soldiers  of  King  Christian  are  not  like  our 
Imperialists.  Ah !  Mein  Herr,  do  you  imagine  I  would  make 
such  a  request  of  one  of  them  P  It  would  be  setting  the  wolf  to 
guard  the  lamb.  Besides,  the  Herr  has  an  expression  of  so  much 
eandour." 

I  bowed ;  for  the  confidence  this  stranger  placed  in  me  was 
the  highest  con^plimenti  I  ever  received.  In  a  little  hood  and 
cloak,  with  a  large  basket  of  beautiful  flowers  on  her  arm,  the 
jungfer  accompanied  me  through  the  village,  pausing  everjr  two 
or  three  paces  to  hearken  for  the  rat-tat  of  the  drums,  which,  she 
said,  '*  had  ceased."  I  walked  on  by  her  side,  well  satisfied  with 
myself;  for  being  well  supped,  having  a  good  sword  in  my  belt, 
and  a  purse  in  my  pocket,  I  felt  that  I  could  have  faced  the 
devil ;  and  struttecl  on,  chatting  as  gaily  to  my  pretty  companion 
as  if  I  had  been  lord  of  all  Lauenburg. 

At  the  door  of  his  inn  the  host  stood  watching  us  until  we 
reached  the  end  of  the  street,  where  a  little  wicket  gave  admit- 
tance to  the  narrow  lane  that  led  to  the  chapel  of  St.  Patto. 
There  I  bade  my  little  devotee  adieu,  with  proper  gallantry ;  and, 
glad  that  my  brief  halt  had  terminated  so  pleasantly,  walked  on 
quickly  by  the  highway  that  led  to  Xorslack,  a  town  which  lav 
something  less  than  eighteen  of  our  Scottish  miles  distant.  1 
resolved  to  pass  beyond  it,  and  not  halt  again  until  I  reached 
Bergedorf,  m  the  territory  of  the  quiot  and  industrious  Ham- 
burghers,  where  I  expected  to  find  comparative  safety. 

After  the  keen  and  varied  excitement  of  titie  last  day  or  two, 
there  was  something  soothing  and  pleasing  in  this  solitary  night 
march  through  a  strange  and  foreign  country;  and,  like  a 
kaleidoscppe,  my  mind  wsA  full  of  ever-changing  thoughts  and 
figures  as  I  journeyed  on. 

Afidpight  G^e, 
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J  had  pai90pd  throuffk  several  little  villages  of  grotesciTie  old 
hoases,  but  they  were  ourie^  in  silence,  as  their  quiet  inmates 
were  asleep.  JSTot  a  sound  was  heard  in  them  but  tne  occasional 
bay  of  a  watch-dog,  the  bqom  of  a  stork's  wing  overhead,  or  the 
solemn  chime  from  the  ivy-clad  spire  of  an  old  gothic  church ; 
and  I  reflected  with  a  sigh  on  how  soon;— to-morrow,  perhaps-^ 
fierce  Tilly's  lawless  Croats  a^d  Mero4^'s  musketeers  would  carry 
rapine,  murder,  and  a  thousand  crimes  through  these  rural  and 
sequestered  districts'. 

A  white  gauzy  mist  overspread  the  sailing  moon;  a  heht 
shower  fell — just  suf&cie;it  to  lay  the  duat ;  and  then  a  rich 
firaerance  arose  from  the  teeming  earth,  from  the  dewy  fiowers, 
ana  from  the  tossing  leaves.  Again  the  moon  came  forth  un- 
clouded, and  the  shadows  of  the  neeoy  vapour  were  seen  chasing 
each  other  across  the  fields  of  ripening  com. 

I  had  walked  about  tcQ  miles,  when  far  behind  I  heard  the 
hoofs  of  horses  ringing  on  the  hard-beaten  road ;  and  the  fear  of 
being  pursued,  or  overtaken  by  some  patrol,  made  me  look  for  a 
place  of  concealment ;  for  by  the  light  of  the  moon  I  could  dis- 
cern two  horsemen,  diminished  to  mere  black  specks  on  the  far- 
stretching  roadway.  Close  by  mo  w«9  a  lacge  beech-txee  covered 
with  dense  foliage ;  no  oetter  place  of  concealment  offered ;  and, 
Glan|bering  in,  I  hid  pyself  amoiig  the  branches. 

In  less  Sian  two  ^nip^utes  the  riders  came  near,  and,  slackening 
their  pace  as  they  approached,  reined  up  their  blown  and  foam- 
covered  horses  immediately  below  my  lurking-place.  They  were 
bareheaded— pne  l^a  a  i^word  in  hifl  hand ;  tne  other  grasped  a 
pistol. 

"  It  is  useless,  Cfustaf,'*  said  the  last,  in  whom  I  recognised  my 
late  host  of  the  Eagle ;  "  quite  useless,  my  poor  boy  I  The 
vagabond  Scot  cannot  have  had  time  to  accomplish  this  dreadful 
deed,  and  thereafter  proceed  this  length  on  foot.  We  must  long 
ere  this  have  overtaken  him." 

"  Caroline — lujvpov  little  Sacoliner'  sobbed  the  young  man ; 
**to  perish  thupl — Hearen — Heaven — cruel  Heaven !  There  were 
two  wounds  m  her  bosom — here — here — ^just  here!  poniard 
wounds^—" 

"  Had  the  villain  but  murdered  her  alone,  Gustaf " 

"  My  Karolin^  V*  said  Gustaf,  letting  his  reins  fall  as  his  hands 
sank  by  his  side,  and  the  tears  ran  over  his  cheeks ;  *'  so  pure — ^so 
happy — ^so  merry  I" 

"The  Spot  c(ucried  a  poniard." 

"  Th^  assassin !" 

"All  these  Scots  of  King  Christian  carry  poniards,"  continued 
the  host.  "Ph,  Gustaf  1  I  was  indeed  mad  to  trust  him;  but 
he  had  such  an  honest  look.    There  must  have  been  a  fearful 
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struggle,  Gustaf ;  for  in  her  liands  there  were  fragments  of  a 
man's  lace  collar,  and  I  think  the  Scot  wore  one.'* 

This  was  true.   I  had  one  oyer  my  gorget,  or  rather  part  of  it ; 
the  rest  having  been  rent  away  in  some  of  my  recent  scuffles. 

"There  vxis  a  figure  before. ns  on  the  road.  Now,  where  has 
ityanished  \':V* 

<^ Ah!  ii  it  should  bd  the  Soot,"  said  Gostaf,  ** and  concealed 
not  far  from  us !" 

"  In  that  tree,  perhaps." 

"  Fire  your  pistol  into  it." 

"  Come  down,  murderer !"  cried  the  host  of  the  Eagle. 

"  Come  down,  thou  yile  Merodeur  !*'  added  the  young  man,  as 
ihey  each  cocked  a  pistol.  My  heart  beat  Uke  lightning.  It 
was  eyident  that  they  spoke  at  random ;  but  both  leyelled  their 
pistols,  and  fired  right  among  the  foliage.  The  balls  whitened 
the  branches  as  they  crashed  through  the  leayes,  without  touch- 
ing me ;  I  sat  still  as  death,  waiting  for  the  next  act  of  this  des- 
perate drama,  and  feeling  a  violent  inclination  to  let  four  bullets 
By  at  them  in  return,  from  the  pistol-barrels  concealed  in  the 
lock  of  my  sporran. 

There  was  a  pause  as  they  reloaded,  during  which  the  young 
man,  GKistaf,  wept  bitterly. 

Some  frightful  crime  was  undoubtedly  imputed  to  me !  The 
poor  girl  whom  I  had  left  a  few  hours  before  nad  been  most  bar- 
barously murdered,  and  these  men,  her  lover  and  her  master,  had 
come  in  pursuit  of  me ;  but  I  felt  assured  that  to  come  forth  and 
attempt  any  explanation  with  men  so  excited,  and  so  prejudiced 
against  me,  would  be  recklessly  throwing  away  my  life.  Her 
hands  held  the  fragments  of  a  man's  ruff,  and  mine  was  torn — ^but 
by  the  hands  of  Tuly's  soldiers.  Honour  then  required  that,  at 
all  risks,  I  should  no  longer  lurk  within  earshot  of  those  who  im- 
puted to  me  a  crime  so  terrible,  and  I  was  just  about  to  descend 
when  the  lover  exclaimed  furiously — 

"  I  can  never  return  the  way  we  have  come !  On— yet  on — ^for 
my  heart  is  on  fire !"  and,  spurring  their  horses,  they  galloped 
away  at  headlong  speed,  and  were  quickly  out  of  sight. 

The  next  moment  I  dropped  from  the  tree,  and  paused  with 
irresolution.  My  first  impulse  was  to  return  to  the  village, 
though  ten  miles  distant,  and  oonfiront  my  accusers ;  my  second 
reflection  urged  me  to  continue  my  flight,  as  the  cliances  of 
mercy  from  th^  exasperated  peasantry  on  one  hand,  and  the 
Imperialists  on  the  other,  were  very  slender.  Striking  across 
the  flelds,  I  made  a  detour  to  the  right  for  the  purpose  of  avoid- 
ing the  hi^h-road;  about  that  time  the  waning  moon  became 
enveloped  m  doads,  and  I  found  myself  on  the  borders  of  a 
wood. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXm. 

THB  HTJNTEE's  COT. 

I  HAD  lost  the  path,  and  knew  not  which  way  to  turn ;  yet  the 
necessity  for  action  made  me  :vfalk  hastily  forward  in  the  line 
which  seemed  parallel  with  the  road  I  wished  to  pursue ;  but  on 
becoming  confused  amon^  the  trees  and  thickets  of  large  bushes, 
I  lost  the  way  irretrievably,  and  stumbled  on  through  the  wood, 
deprived  of  the  waning  moonlight,  and  even  that  of  the  stars, 
wbile  having^  moreover,  to  fear  the  wild  animals,  and  o^er 
denizens  of  a  more  dangerous  character,  who  usually  haunt  the 
German  forests. 

After  pursuing  a  narrow  path  for  nearly  half  an  hour,  I  came 
to  an  open  space  where  the  trees  had  been  cleared  away,  and  in 
the  centre  of  which  stood  a  hut  of  the  most  rustic  description. 

Four  trees,  yet  rooted,  formed  its  four  comers ;  the  walls  were 
of  spars  with  the  bark  on ;  the  roof  was  composed  of  planks  co- 
vered by  bark  and  moss,  with  large  stones  placed  at  intervals  to 
keep  down  the  eaves,  and  make  the  whole  erection  steady ;  while 
above  the  little  dodrway,  which  was  almost  buried  under  a  moun- 
tain of  sweet  honeysucMe  and  wild  roses,  a  deer's  skull  and  antlers 
were  elevated  on  a  large  pole,  and  served  to  inform  me  that  it  was 
the  dwelling  of  a  huntsman. 

After  some  hesitation  I  knocked,  and  though  the  hour  was  un- 
nsually  late,  or  rather  early,  the  door  was  opened  almost  at  the 
first  summons,  for  a  huntsman  is  as  easily  roused  as  a  soldier. 
Before  me  stood  a  man  half  dressed,  blowing  the  match  of  his 
carbine,  and  viewing  me  narrowly  from  head  to  foot. 

"Your  business,! Mein  HerrP   he  asked,  with  surprise. 

"I  have  lost  my  way,  and  will  reward " 

"HaadsomelyP" 

"Ay,  handsomely,  any  one  who  will  be  so  kind  as  be  my 
guide,"  I  added,  surprised  at  his  parenthetical  remark;  "wiU 
you  do  so  P" 

"  That  depends  upon  which  way  yours  may  be,"  replied  the 
fellow,  gruiuy,  lowering  his  carbine. 
My  way  is  the  road  to  Bergedorf." 

Are  you  sure  it  is  not  Bredenburg  P  there  were  some  of  youp 
itrymen  in  garrison  there  yesterday." 
Nay,  Bergedorf,  I  tell  youl"  said  I,  becoming  impatient  at 
the  fellow's  incivility. 

"  Yon  are  nearly  four  miles  from  the  direct  road,  and  could 
never  find  it  alone ;  but  if  you  would  choose  to  pass  the  night,  or 
rather.  I  should  say  the  remainder  of  the  morning,  with  me,  ^ 


«( 

ooon 
«( 

le 
it 


178  nsniip  boiiLo; 

will  gladly  set  yon  on  the  right  road  for  a  dranght  of  beer  at  the 
first  tavern." 

."  That  would  not  be  a  very  handsome  reward,"  said  I,  entering ; 
"  so  yon  are  not  an  Imperialist,  then  P"  . 

"  1  am  nothing  but  the  humble  servant  of  Mein  Herr,  an^ 
b^ing  under  the  anthori^  of  Ddke  Bodolph  Maziniiliail,  care 
not  a  jot  either  for  the  King  Of  Deninark  ok  the  Emperor  Fer- 
dinand." 

"But  your  lord  serves  under  the  baiineir  of  AnstriA/' 

"  I  have  no  lord,"  replied  the  hunter  gruffly,  as  hd  rihut  the 
door  with  a  bang  that  shook  the  cottage;  "lam  an  eiiemy  to 
all  lords — I  am  a  free  forester,  and  own  no  mastfe  Der  teufel ! 
what  between  the  taxes  of  the  Duke,  the  knights  of  E^temberg, 
who  would  hang  us  for  shooting  the  deer,  and  tliiB  bishops  of 
Anhalt  and  Bremen,  who  would  burn  us  because  we  will  not  go 
to  mass,  life  is  not  worth  having,  i^ave  in  the  woods,  whejre  one  is 
free." 

The  interior  of  the  hut  was  ad  rude  as  itd  eiterior  had  jpro- 
jnised.  In  a  small  chinmey  built  of  roii^h  stones  a  fire  was 
smouldering ;  on  the  plain  wooden  table  something  like  a  cold 
supper  of  meat  and  bread,  with  beer,  in  one  of  those  l^ge  glazed 
bowls  which  come  from  Muscovy,  was  standing,  as  if  waiting  a 
belated  visitor ;  and  by  the  smoky  oil  lamp  that  hung  froin  a 
rafter  of  the  roof,  and  shed  a  light  over  the  rudisly  coiistrncted 
and  humble  edifice,  I  could  perceive  that,  under  mb  bushy  eye- 
brows, my  host  scanned  me  frequently  in  a  scrutinizing  inahner, 
which,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  was  very  tmpleftsant. 

His  bearing  and  expression  were  by  turiis  ftill  of  oily  civility 
knd  sullenness ;  his  ngure  was  strong  and  athletic — short,  and 
somewhat  bow-legged ;  his  head  and  face  were  large,  and  the 
latter  had  a  very  unprepossessing  cast  of  feafNires ;  the  nose  of  a 
hawk,  wide  cracked  lips  of  a  livid  colout,  teeth  like  fangs,  but 
coated  with  tartar ;  a  low  brow  overshadowed  by  a  forest  of  hair, 
and  ears  partly  shorn  off— in  their  mutiliation  announcing  most 
satisfactorily  the  reason  of  his  aversion  to  the  bishop^,  knights, 
and  lords  of  the  district.  In  short,  he  was  hideous. 

"  I  fear  I  have  disturbed  you,  my  friend,"  said  I. 

"  Not  in  the  least — ^make  no  apologies,  I  pray  you.  All  night 
I  have  been  waiting  for  a  friend  who  is  journeying  from  Breden- 
burg  to  the  castle  Of  Lauenburg.  Here  is  his  sut)per,  of  which 
you  may  partake  if  you  choose,  and  then  pass  the  remaihdet  of 
the  mommg  on  these  deerskins,  oir  in  that  poor  bed  in  the  little 
room  within." 

"  Many  thanks,  woodman,"  said  I ;  "though  not  tnuoh  used  to 

luxuries  of  late,  I  shall  be  but  too  happy  to  accept  of  your  little 
bed." 

**  The  Herr  may  please  himself/'  he  muttered  gruffly* 
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"At  what  hour  of  the  morning  do  you  uBuaJly  set  forth  P" 

•*  In  these  woods  all  hours  are  alike,  Mein  Herr — say  six." 

"Bat  I  have  not  a  horologue,  and  how  shall  wc  know  P" 

"  When  the  sun  shines  between  the  forked  branches  of  a  treft 
opposite,  I  know,  at  this  season,  the  hour  of  six." 

"  I  have  five  hours  to  sleep,  thfen — fail  not  to  waken  me,  and 
when  we  pass  the  boundary  of  the  Hamburg  territory  I  will  ^ire 
you  all  I  can  afford  at  prfeserit — ten  rix-doUars  !" 

"*Tis  a  bargain — I  will  not  fail,"  he  replied,  as  a  deep  gleam 
shot  over  his  sullen  eyes,  and  he  ushered  me  into  a  little  room, 
where,  setting  down  the  light,  he  left  me.  The  bed  was  little 
better  than  a  palliasse,  filled  with  dry  rushes  ot  straw,  spread 
apon  a  sparred  frame ;  but  to  me,  who  had  slept  so  often  on  the 
bare  ground  in  my  belted  plaid,  and  when  hunting  had  slumbered 
on  the  winter  moors,  till  my  locks  were  frozen  to  the  ijrhitened 
heather,  even  that  palliasse  was  a  luxury ;  and  dffcer  laying  against 
the  door  a  few  large  billets  of  wood,  to  prevbnt  ingress  without 
my  knowledge,  I  was  about  to  extinguish  the  light,  when  several 
stains  of  blood  upon  the  fioor — ^blood  recently  spilt — ^arrested  me; 
bat  the  quarters  of  a  deer  which  hung  in  a  comer  seemed  suffi- 
ciently to  account  for  them. 

I  blew  out  the  lamp,  and  thrbw  myself  Upon  the  truckle-bed  to 
deep.    , 

l^amiliarity  with  danger  certainly  deadens  at  times  the  keener 
sense  of  it ;  and  now,  when  reflecting  upon  the  adventures  of  that 
moaning,  I  can  perceive  that  my  position  was  full  of  perils,  which 
suflSciently  indicated  thenaselvep.  Far  from  ifay  comrades,  close 
to  the  imperialists,  solitary  and  alone,  I  had  entrusted  niyself  to 
a  foreign  outlaw,  a  man  of  whdto  I  knew  nothing,  save  that  his 
ears  had  been  shorn  off  by  a  common  executioner — the  half-savage 
denizen  of  a  i&erman  forfeat,  who  in  my  sleep  might  slay  me  for 
the  value  of  my  jewelled  brooch  or  gilded  corslet. 

The  small  aperture  which  in  the  daytime  lighted  the  iiiner 
room  of  this  little  log-hut,  overlooked  the  dense  obscurity  of  the 
forest,  and  was  securely  fastened  by  a  crossbar  of  oak.  Retreat 
that  way  was  impossible,  even  had  I  thought  of  looking  for  it ; 
but  that  idea  never  occurred  to  me,  for  suspicions  scarcely  sug- 
gested themselves.  Thus  I  lay  placidly  down  to  sleep,  and  the 
monotonous  rustle  of  the  forest  leaves,  and  creaking  of  the  laden 
branches,  soon  nursed  me  into  the  land  of  dreams. 

I  had  slept  about  two  hours,  when  one  of  those  convulsive 
starts  which  come  so  unaccountably  in  one's  sleep  awoke  me  to 
ail  my  energies.  I  heard  a  noise  in  the  outer  apartment,  and 
through  the  roughly-boarded  partition  saw  a  light  shining  into 
the  darkness  around  me.  The  sound  of  hoofti  were  heard,  and 
leveraL  men  dismounted  at  the  dbor  of  the  hut. 

I  sprang  up*  and,  placing  my  eye  to  the  partition,  behe' 
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throngh  l^e  aperbne  Baadolo,  the  spy,  enter,  accompanied  by 
three  soldiers  of  the  regiment  of  Merod6,  who  immediately 
attacked  the  platter  of  victuals,  and  drained  by  alternate  draughts 
the  wooden  bowl  of  beer. 
I  gave  myself  up  for  lost ! 

"Well,  Bernhard,  mj  jovial  wktoindler,  here  we  are  at  last!" 
-said  Bandolo,  adding,  wim  a  mighty  oath,  "and  a  rough  ride  I 
have  had  of  it  from  Bredenburg.  (Give  me  a  glass  of  strong 
water.)  I  have  just  left  Dunbar,  the  Scottish  major,  there.  He 
will  not  surrender,  he  swears,  while  he  has  breath  to  draw ;  and 
begs  King  Christian  to  relieve  or  reinforce  him,  as  the  post  must 
fim  (some  beef,  Bemhard),  and  as  the  respectable  Hausmeister, 
Otto  Boskilde,  I  bear  his  urgent  letter  to^-^" 
"To  the  Danish  king r 

"  No ;  to  Count  Tilfy !"  said  Bandolo,  with  a  loud  oath  and  a 
hoarse  laugh ;  "  the  old  Scot  may  wait  long  enough  for  succour. 
If  I  could  respect  any  quality  but  wealth,  I  should  certainly 
respect  his  valour.  He  gave  me  six  doubloons  to  carry  this 
letter  to  King  Christian !" 

"  Six  doubloons ! "  muttered  the  Merodeurs,  whose  eyes 
sparkled  at  the  idea  of  such  a  sum  being  in  the  pockets  of  a  man 
who  was  within  arm's  length  of  them. 

"  When  I  give  it  to  Tuiy"  said  Bandolo,  speaking  with  his 
mouth  ftill,  "he  will  pay  me  six  doubloons  more — ^happy  dog! 
Maldicion  de  Dios !    I  shall  retire  from  business  some  of  these 
days,  and  buy  me  a  count's  patent  in  the  Electorate  of  Hanover. 
The  avenues  will  all  be  blocked  up  to-morrow  night,  and  the  poor 
old  fool  of  a  Scot,  who  trusts  to  me  as  the  king's  messenger,  will 
be  deceived  by  me,  as  Count  Tilly's  friend." 
"  Friend !"  reiterated  the  Merodeurs,  with  a  roar  of  laughter. 
"  Then  the  Scot  will  be  taken,"  said  Bemhard. 
"Kay,"  said  a  soldier  of  Merod^;  "he  maybe  taken  dead, 
but  never  alive.    I  am  one  of  Tilly's  old  grumblers,  and  have  met 
with  this  ironheaded  Scot  before.    He  will  never  surrender— but 
I  remember  me,  Bandolo,  he  was  too  free  in  giving  thee  wine  at 
Bredenburg." 

"  Ah !  when  I  said  that  Tilly  was  retreating  towards  the  Weser 
—Hollo,  Bemhard,  another  cup  of  the  strong  water !"  Bandola 
swore  in  German  and  Spanish  alternately,  though  he  was  disguised 
again  in  a  brown  hat,  a  black  cloak,  and  false  paxmch,  like  the 
well-fed  Holsteiner,  our  old  Hausmeister  at  Gliictstadt.  "Print 
Bemhard,  drink  I — to  the  amiable  and  generous  Count  Tilly,  who 
hath  the  face  of  a  rat  with  the  heart  of  a  tiger !  Drink  to  the 
eternal  perdition  of  all  Protestants,  my  merry  Merodeurs,  and  tl 
the  continuance  of  this  glorious  war,  which  pours  the  doublooia 
into  the  pockets  of  Banaolo,  who  will  ere  long  give  you  all  angli^ 
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▼elcome  to  his  county  in  Hanover !   Drink,  drink-*H>r«  malrlettc ; 
I  will  dash  my  glass  in  the  face  of  the  first  who  ref^}>:e8  V* 

'*  Hnsh !"  said  the  forester,  with  a  prolonged  whisper,  lajing 
a  hand  npon  his  month,  and  pointing  towar&  the  litue  chamber 
I  occupied. 

"  Hnsh — ^why  P  is  there  any  one  there  Who  knows  me  P" 

"No." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it — ^for  I  am  becoming  such  a  well-known  rascal ! 
bnt  have  you  women  there  P  if  so,  vou  must  lend  me  another 
raff,  for  mine  was  torn  to  rags  overnight." 

(My  heart  beat  quicker!  I  remembered  the  story  of  the 
village  girl's  death,  and  that  her  clenched  hand  retained  the  frag- 
ment of  a  man's  ruff  or  collar — and  now  I  saw  that  Bandolo  s 
broad  lace  one,  of  point  d'Espagne,  was  nearly  all  torn  away. 
This  ruffian — ^this  bravo — ^the  assassin  of  poor  Dreghom — ^this 
man  of  a  hundred  murders — ^had  just  added  another  item  to  his 
frightful  list  of  atrocities !) 

I  was  pondering  whether  or  not  his  false  paunch  was  pistol 
proof,  while  my  host  whispered  something  rapidlv  in  his  ear. 
The  wretch  set  down  his  glass,  and  grew  red  and  white  by  turns. 

'*  'Tis  h^— 'tis  my  man ! "  said  he,  in  a  low  thick  voice,  as  he 
arose  ancfihmg  aside  his  cloak. 

"  Who—who  P"  asked  the  Merodeurs. 

"A  prisoner  who  has  escaped  from  Tilly's  quarter-guard — a 
scurvy  Scottish  musketeer.  He  knows  me,  Bemhard,  and  hsA 
recognised  me  frequently.  Thus,  if  once  he  reaches  the  Danish 
lines  or  garrisons,  I  can  never  act  the  spy  and  befriend  the  Count 
Tilly  again ;  for  I  tell  you  all  he  has  discovered  me — and  must 
die !  For  Vida  del  Demonio !  I  have  killed  many  a  better  man 
before  this,  and  shall  I,"  he  added,  with  a  satamc  smile  on  his 
fierce  Spanish  mouth,  "shaU  I  leave  in  my  path  this  adder,  whom 
I  can  crush  with  so  little  danger — ^here  in  Bemhard's  hutr-fai' 
from  help  or  succour  P    Has  he  pistols  P" 

"No — ^nor  dagger;  for  of  couive  I  looked  well,"  repli.'-;-  the 
forester,  in  the  same  low  voice. 

**  We  have  pistols  and  daggers,"  said  Bandolo,  as  he  and  th<) 
three  Merodeurs  unsheathed  their  long  poniards,  and  examined 
the  edges  and  points  of  the  keen  broad  blades,  which  gleamed  in 
the  lurid  light  of  the  smoky  lamp.  Its  rays  fell  on  the  dogged 
visage  of  the  forester,  on  the  bloated  and  ferocious  features  of  the 
Merodeurs,  browned  by  exposure,  fringed  by  black  beards,  and 
seamed  with  the  scars  of  battle  and  brawl ;  and  on  the  face  of 
Bandolo,  whose  eyes  gleamed  with  cruelty,  and  whose  lips  were 
compressed  with  determination. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  describe  my  emotions  during  13  ilg 
conversation,  every  word  of  which  I  had  heard  with  a  painiid 
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distmctness,  wMoh  has  iippressed  it  upon  nnr  memory.  I  was 
single-banded  against  £iyo  !  B&sistance,  thouffn  it  migbt  rerenp^e, 
could  never  save  me.  The  window  was  a  fixture ;  the  door  I  had 
not  the  means  of  barricading ;  and  the  roof  of  bark  and  planks, 
against  which  I  thrust  with  all  my  strength,  was  too  soiia  for  a 
single  hand  to  more.  My  goatskin  Highland  t>ur8e,  the  gift  of 
Ian,  with  its  four  concealed  pistol-barrels  (though  each  of  them 
was  not  bigger  than  a  mans  middle  finger),  could  alone  save 
me — and  the  rufBans  thought  I  was  without  pistols. 

I  seized  the  clasp  of  this  priceless  sporran.  I  pulled  the  spring, 
eocked  the  secret  locks,  and  placed  my  skene-dhu  between  my 
teeth.  Then,  while  these  five  men,  intent  on  wanton,  murder, 
were  in  the  very  act  of  examining  their  weapons,  I  softly  opened 
the  door,  and,  by  a  single  turn  of  my  hand,  fired  the  contents  of 
four  barrels  right  amongst  them,  and  then  with  sword  and  skene 
in  hand^  dashed  through  in  the  smoke,  and  gained  the  ontet 
door. 

It  was  all  the  work  of  a  moment ! 

Two  Merodeurs  had  fallen  wounded,  and  so  completely  wfere 
the  third,  Bandolo,  and  the  forester  taken  by  surprise,  that  I 
had  time  to  give  the  spy  a  bdck-handed  blow,  which  broke  his 
right  arm,  and  thereafter  reach  theil*  horses,  which  the^erodeurs 
had  stolen,  and  which  were  fortunately  standing  close  by^  with 
their  bridles  thrown  over  the  broken  branch  of  a  tree. 

Though  kilted,  and  in  no  way  prepared  for  riding,  I  sprang 
across  the  saddle  of  the  first  nag  that  came  to  my  hand,  and, 
dashing  at  random  along  the  fbrest  road,  was  soon  far  from  the 
hunter's  cot — that  almost  fatal  trap  in  which  I  had  so  witlesbly 
enclosed  myself. 

Thus,  between  the  sunset  a]ld  sunrise,  I  had  thrice  narroT^ly 
escaped  death. 

•  Avoiding  by  something  like  a  miracle  the  vast  fbroes  of  TUly, 
who  were  then  moving  on  to  capture  Bredenbu^,  I  reached 
Hamburg  in  safety.  Long  before  this  I  had  let  loose  the 
Merodeur's  horse ;  for,  being  aware  that  it  was  stolen,  I  fbared 
suspicion  or  discovery  if  found  with  it  in  my  possession. 

Thus,  I  could  not  overtake  Major  Wilson's  party,  as  they 
were  a  full  day's  march  before  me  on  the  Gliickstadt  road. 

Though  anxious  to  reinforce  the  gallant  Buhbar  of  Dyke  at 
Bredenburg,  their  honour  was  pledged  to  refrdn  from  hostilities 
tmtil  they  had  reached  the  place  mentioned  in  their  capitulation, 
and  thus  the  poor  sergeant-major  was  lefl  with  only  four  hundred 
of  our  Highlanders  to  contend  with  a  column  of  the  Imperialists, 
ten  thousand  strong. 

This  column  was  led  by  Tilly  in  person,  and  it  invested  on 
all  sides  the  town  and  castle  of  JDredenborg,  the  principal  strong* 


OB,  THE  ea^ysnsa  icqsketeebs.  183 

Iiold  of  iiie  Counts  of  Bantzau,  a  noble  and  warlike  family  of 
Golstein.  I  heard  the  cannonading  on  my  right;  hand,  while 
proceeding  on  my  solitary  way ;  but  I  only  le^Omed  the  frightful 
Blaugliter  when  x  rejoined  the  regiment. 

Whether  owing  to  Bandolo's  treachelry,  or  that  King  Christian 
remembered  our  quarrel  about  the  Scottish  and  Danish  crosses, 
and  omitted  wilMIy  to  send  duccbur,  I  knew  not ;  but  succour 
never  camej  and  l)uikbar  rbfased  all  terms,  rowing  that  "  the 
Scots,  who  never  feared  the  Bomans — ^nathless  what  that  liar 
He^isippus  said — woUl4  never  surrender  to  G-ermans  or  Spaniards, 
wbue  mey  had  breath  tb  draw!"  and  this  answer  will  be  Ibund 
in  the  Amsterdam  Couraht. 

The  place  was  stormed  on  all  sides;  aiid  old  Dunbar,  who 
maintained  the  breabh  for  nearly  an  hour  with  his  t^o-handed 
sword,  was  killed  by  a  musket-shot,  aiid  every  one  of  his  brave 
Scots  were  put  to  the  sword,  save  Ensign  William  Ltunsdaine, 
who  escaped  by  swimming  the  wet  eraff. 

Before  Captains  Carmichdel  aiid  Duncan  Forbes,  with  the 
last  of  the  four  hundred,  were  slain,  nearly  a  thousand  of  the 
Imperial  dec^  were  piled  up  within  the  slimy  fosse. 

Our  Highlanders  all  died  like  good  soldiers  and  true ;  for;  of 
the  four  companies  who  perished  there,  three  were  composed  of 
the  Tcry  flower  of  thb  great  Clan  Chattan.* 
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Thb  ImperiBlists  were  rapidly  penetrating  into  Holstein,  and 
everywhere  tne  troops  of  King  Christian  were  falling  back  before 
them ;  tlie  Lords  Nithsdale  and  Spyne  with  their  Scottish  bat- 
t^ions,  the  Count  de  Montgomerie  with  his  regiments  of  French 
Protestants,  were  all  retiring,  and  the  advance  of  Wailenstein, 
who  was  marching  out  of  Hungary  with  his  powerful  army  to 
reinforce  Tilly,  promised  to  lay  prostrate  for  ever  thb  pride  and 
power  of  Denmark.  Yet  the  heart  of  the  gallant  Christian  IV. 
never  failed  him ;  and  in  that  ferocious  and  desultory  war,  his 
little  army  of  thirty  thousand  Danes,  Soots,  and  Germans,  dis- 
puted hand  to  hand  every  inch  of  the  groimd  over  which  they 
were  compelled  to  retreat. 

*The  Imperialists  on  this  occasion  shamefully  mutilated  the   body  of 
Dunbar.    "  They  ripped  up  his  breast,"  according  to  Colonel  Munro;  "  tooke 
<mt  his  heart,  sundelred  his  gummas,  and  stuck  his  heart  in  his  mouth ;  they 
also  killed  our  preacher,  who^  being  on  his  knees  begging  life^  was  denied 
merejr.* 
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When  beaten  ftom  one  castle  or  town,  tbey  ganisoned  the 
next ;  and  thus  the  ImperialiBts,  whose  natural  brutality  was 
inflamed  by  fanaticism  and  exasperated  by  resistance,  committed 
the  most  atrocious  cruelties  upon  the  poor  inhabitants — canying 
fire  and  sword,  death  and  devastation,  whererer  their  drums  heat, 
or  their  banners  wared. 

At  Hamburg  I  met  with  Major  Fritz,  of  the  Sleswig  mrLsketeers, 
with  whom  I  travelled  to  Gluckstadt  in  his  coach,  a  comfortable 
vehicle,  covered  with  carving  and  gilding,  and  made  by  Heinricli 
Andersen  of  Stralsund,  in  Pomerania,  the  same  person  who 
obtained  a  royal  patent  from  James  YI.  to  run  a  st&ge  coach 
between  Edinburgh  and  Leith.  Andersen  was  then  tke  most 
famous  coach-manufacturer  in  Europe. 

Gluckstadt  was  almost  the  last  fortress  in  the  Grerman  states 
possessed  by  Christian  lY.  There  my  comrades  received  me 
with  a  true  Highland  welcome,  and  the  warm-hearted  Ian 
embraced  me  like  a  brother — as  one  recovered  from  among  the 
dead.  Some  changes  had  taken  place  since  we  were  last  in  that 
city. 

The  large  house  of  the  spy  in  the  Platz  was  now  converted 
into  a  barrack  for  the  Laird  of  Craigie's  pikemen,  and  old  dame 
!Kriimpel  had  been  turned  adrift,  to  resume  her  former  occupation 
of  fish-fag.  The  theatre  had  been  turned  into  a  cavalry  stable 
for  the  Baron  Karl's  pistoliers,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  old 
Diibbelstiem,  the  burgomastez;  who  was  a  strict  Calvinist,  and 
professedly  hostile  to  idl  such  amusements. 

All  the  troops  were  marched  to  church,  to  join  in  solemn 
prayer  for  the  success  of  their  arms  against  the  foe,  who  was 
now  almost  at  Hamburg. 

"  We  pray  earnestly  to  Heaven  for  success,"  said  the  Baron 
Karl  to 'me  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  leant  with  a  lounging  air  against 
one  of  the  shafted  pillars  of  the  great  church ;  "  Tilly  and  his 
Jesuits  are  probably  saying  solemn  mass  for  the  success  of  their 
arms  also." 

"  How  is  Heaven  to  judge  between  us  ?"  asked  Major  Pritz, 
whose  mother  was  one  of  the  principal  ladies  at  the  Imperial 
court. 

"  Come  now,  Fritz,"  said  the  baron ;  "  do  not  be  staring  at 
that  lady  in  a  way  so  peculiar." 

"  Excuse  me,  gentlemen,"  said  Pritz,  slipping  from  among  us ; 
"  'tis  a  little  beauty  I  met  at  Hamburg." 

On  seeing  the  major  approach,  the  lady,  who  was  elegantly 
dressed,  but,  according  to  a  dangerous  custom  then  fashionable, 
wore  a  black  velvet  mask,  retired  from  the  church,  and  Fiiiz, 
who  in  such  a^airs  was  undaunted,  followed  her.  After  having 
been  in  camp  for  some  time,  he  had  a  great  desire  to  make  some 
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fiportant  conquest  among  the  fair  sex.  His  inamorsfta,  who 
wked  round  at  him  slyly  from  time  to  time  with  two  bright 
yes,  seemed  to  be  the  uttle  wife  of  a  citizen,  and,  to  a  half 
^om-out  rake  like  the  major,  there  was  something  excessively 
ttractive  in  the  pretty  white  stocking,  drawn  smoothly  over  the 
landsome  leg  and  ankle,  which  she  shewed  from  time  to  time, 
rhen  holding  up  her  silk  dress.  The  major  followed,  stroking 
iis  short  nmstache,  and  saying  a  hundred  fine  things,  to  which 
the  responded  briefly,  and  by  bursts  of  laughter — ^for  so  he 
ifterwards  told  us ;  bnt  she  ]ed  him  a  devil  of  a  dance  through 
ill  Gliickstadt,  and  to  the  barrier  of  the  Hamburg  road. 

"I  did  not  think  Gliickstadt  contained  a  neck  and  ankles  half 
K)  pretfy,"  lisped  the  major ;  **  but  upon  my  soul,  little  one,  I 
lon't  thmk  I  am  very  wise  in  following  you  so  far." 

"  It  is  better  to  be  happy  than  wise,  replied  the  lady,  in  her 
Boft  low  voice. 

The  miLsketeer  was  enchanted. 

"i  '^^ — ^^  ^'  coxdd  only  see  its  pretty  face  !**  said  he. 

"  Come  with  me  to  Jrinneberg,  ana  you  may." 

'*  That  is  only  twelve  nules-^-I  will  go  wilJa  you  to  the  end  of 
the  earth."  b  J 

"^  A.  long  way.  Major  Fritz,"  kughed  the  lady. 

"  The  deuce,  my  pretty  one,  you  know  my  name !— we  are 
^^^^ted,  it  seems."  Again  the  little  mask  laughed  im- 
Dioderately,  and  the  major  thought  her  the  merriest  conquest 
ne  had  ever  made.  He  handed  her  into  one  of  Heinrich 
^ndersen's  hackney  coaches,  and,  just  as  the  gates  were  closing, 
ihej  drove  off  for  Pinneberg. 

The  major  was  confounded  by  all  the  charming  mask  told  him 
<>i  his  most  secret  affairs ;  the  amoimt  of  his  income — ^his  expec- 
|4tiona  from  his  uncle,  the  Baron  of  Uberg,  and  his  cousin,  the 
Uunt  of  Flensborg ;  his  love  adventures,  too,  were  all  known  to 
^iieT--iti  was  very  perplexing !  Pinneberg  was  reached — ^the 
^jor  proposed  they  should  alight  at  the  door  of  a  celebrated 
restaurant,  but  the  lady  declined  peremptorily,  and  he  was  com- 
Medto  let  her  please  herself.  They  stopped  at  the  door  of  a 
cnanning  littie  nouse ;  the  servants  were  richly  liveried,  the 
vestibule  lighted  and  carpeted.  She  led  him  up  stairs,  into  a 
^'^^ficent  apartment,  where  a  cold  collation — wine,  fruit, 
J^stal  and  pl]^k<>— lay  on  a  spotless  table-cloth,  under  the  perfumed 
^ght  of  wax  candles,  placed  in  beautiful  girandoles. 

"1  am  dying  with  curiosity,"  said  the  major ;  "  do  tell  mo 
jonr  name,  or  at  least  show  me  the  charming  face  I  have  come 
«>  far  to  sec!" 

The  lady  took  off  her  mask,  and  he  beheld  his  own  mother^^ 
'  ^he  Banmess  Fxitz,  of  Yibiirg,  who  he  thought  was  at  Vienna. 
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The  oM  lady  laughed  heartily  at  the  trick  she  had  played,  and 
repeated  all  her  son's  soft  speeches  over  again.  4-t  nrst  he  was 
ready  to  sink  with  mortincation — then  he  uttered  a  shout  of 
laughter ;  but  the  most  serious  part  was  to  follow.  The  old  lady 
— for,  notwithstanding  her  youthful  figure  and  grace,  she  teas 
very  old — told  him  that  she  had  come  all  the  way  fronci  Vienna 
to  Gliickstadt,  for  the  purpose  of  entrapping  him,  and  bringing 
him  over  from  the  allegiance  to  the  paltry  Count  of  Holstein 
(Christian  IV.),  that  he  might  enter  the  Imperial  service,  where 
higher  honours  and  greater  rewards  awaited  nim  than  coiild  ever 
be  obtained  by  adherence  to  falling  Denmark. 

"I  am  extremely  sorry,  madam*  that  it  is  quite  out  of  my 
power  to  gratify  you,"  replied  the  maior,  as  he  walked  towarcw 
the  door.  "  An !  treacherous  old  r'  vil !"  he  muttered,  on  finding 
himself  confronted  by  six  or  cighu  of  Camargo's  .stoutest 
pikemen. 

By  this  trick,  and  his  own  folly,  he  was  made  a  prisoner,  and 
carried  away  to  Yienna ;  after  which,  for  a  long  time,  we  heard  no 
more  of  him. 

After  a  four  days'  halt,  the  companies  of  Major  Wilson  were 
commanded  to  march  with  all  speed  to  the  upper  Elbe,  with 
orders  to  cross  into  Silesia,  and  join  Major-general  Slammersdorf, 
who,  on  that  side  of  the  river,  was  maintaining  a  desperate  and 
desultory  struggle  with  the  Imperialists. 

"Dioull"  said  Ian,  as,  with  our  pipes  playing,  we  marched 
from  Gliickstadt  on  a  dark  foggy  morning,  about  the  end  of 
August;  <' Heaven  be  praised  we  are  again  out  of  this  dull  solemn 
town,  with  its  high  bastions  and  deep  ditches,  where  the  slime 
floats  and  the  frogs  squatter  in  the  mud — its  dull  canals  and 
duller  streets — its  fat  burghers  and  dose-clipped  trees.  I  would 
give  a  bonnet-full  of  silver  for  one  glimpse  pf  a  dark  pine  forest 
or  a  steep  heather  mountain;  for  there  is  nothing  about  ua  but 
what  is  nat  and  stale  as  Bostock  beer." 

"  M'Farquhar,  are  the  pretty  market  maidens — ^those  blooming 
Holsteiners,  with  their  red  petticoats  and  handsome  legs,  their 
bright  eyes  and  rosy  cheeks — aU  as  nothing  P"  asked  M' Alpine. 

**  Yea,  as  less  than  nothing  to  me,"  replied  Ian,  as  he  fastened 
his  graceful  plaid  with  the-brooch  of  Moina,  and  began  to  hum 
his  favourite  song,  "  The  bonnie  brown-eyed  maid,"  and  shook 
the  great  eagle's  wing  which  adorned  the  cone  of  his  helmet ;  "  I 
should  be  sorry  if  they  made  me  the  more  pleased  with  Gliick- 
stadt. Believe  me,  cousin  Angus,  I  shall  never — ^if  I  can  avoid  it 
—do  aught  that  will  cause  me  regret !" 

"  Or  remorse — ^you  are  right,"  muttered  M* Alpine,  as  a  cloud 
passed  over  his  face,  and  he  adjusted  that  broad  scarf  of  crape 
which  he  had  made  a  vow  to  wear  to  the  last  of  his  days. 

We  had  no  idea  of  how  we  were  to  reach  Silesia,  as  TiUy's 


OB,  THE  gOOTTISH  MUSKFTEERS.  187 

troops  lay  partly  between  us  and  ihat  country  (of  wnich  the 
Emperor  is  duke,  as  King  of  Bohemia) ;  and  Wallehstein,  against 
whom  we  were  advancing,  had  just  succeeded  in  driving  into 
Hungary  Count  Mansfeldt,  that  great  leader  and  champion  of 
the  Boheijiian  Queen,  who  was  compelled  to  sell  his  baggage  and 
artillery,  and  disband  his  soldiers,  after  which  he  retired  to  Zara, 
where  ne  died  of  a  broken  heart.  Christian,  Duke  of  Brunswick, 
died  about  the  same  time,  and  the  unfortunate  King  of  Denmark 
was  left  single-handed  to  cope  with  the  two  greatest  generals  of 
the  German  empire. 

On  came  Wailenstein,  and  he  poured  his  army,  one  hundred 
thousand  strong,  like  an  irresistible  torrent,  into  Mechlenburg, 
Brandenburg,  and  Silesia;  General  Slammersdorf  was  there 
irretrievably  beaten  and  outflanked.  The  Danes  and  their 
auxiliaries,  Scots  and  Germans,  now  retired  from  all  their 
outposts  along  the  Havel,  the  Elbe,  and  the  Weser ;  and 
Wailenstein  prepared  at  once  to  carry  the  war  into  the  heart  of 
Denmark. 

We  received  these  startling  tidings  from  the  Baron  of  Klos- 
terfiord,  who  oyertook  us  at  Horst,  with  a  despatch  from  the 
ling,  ordering  Major  Wilson  to  change  his  route,  and  with  all 
speed  join  the  remnant  of  Slammersdorf  s  defeated  army,  which 
was  iijtrenching  itself  at  the  Isle  of  Poel,  being  almost  cut  off 
from  the  king,  who  was  then  retiring  out  of  Holstein  into 
Denmark,  with  his  main  body,  abandoned  by  his  former  allies, 
the  liandgrave  of  Hesse-Cassel,  and  the  electoral  Duke  of 
Brandenburg. 

The  remainder  of  our  valiant  regiment  were  with  Sir  Donald 
Mackay,  xmder  Slammersdorf,  and  our  hearts  yearned  to  be  with 
them,  that  together  we  might  stand  or  fall  in  the  good  cause  of 
Denmark  ;  for,  remembenng  the  glorious  struggles  of  our  own 
native  country  for  that  freedom  which  we  transmit  to  our  pos- 
terity, unfettered  as  we  received  it  from  our  Celtic  fathers,  we 
had  a  sincere  interest  in  seeking  by  our  valour  to  defend  the 
Danes  from  the  mighty  masses  or  the  aggressive  empire. 

If  these  Danes  proved  stanch  to  their  fatherland,  we  had  no 
fears  for  Denmark  or  its  king.  Our  own  history  has  shown  us 
how,  against  greater  powers  than  those  of  the  Imperialists, 
Scotland  has  preserved  her  name,  her  nationality,  and  her  liberty, 
amid  the  wars  of  long  successive  ages,  since  that  remote  time 
when  her  frontier  formed  the  boundaries  of  theE'Oman  empire  on 
the  west,  and  all  who  dwelt  heyond  were  free. 

One  sword  drawn  for  freedom  on  the  slope  of  the  Grampians 
has  ever  been  worth  a  thousand  in  the  ranks  of  the  invader ;  for 
God  will  ever  aid  a  people  fighting  for  their  liberties,  and  the 
land  he  has  given  them. 

We  were  sixty  miles  distant  from  the  Baltic,  and  Tilly  ha^ 
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actually  poshed  ^ward  hia  advanced  posts  between  xa  and  it 
shore ;  yet  we  pressed  on,  and  passed  tne  whole  distance  in  ai 
incredibly  short  time ;  for  we  could  usually  march  thirty  miles 
day,  though  our  soldiers  carried  knapsacks  or  clothes-Dags  lik 
the  Swedes. 

We  saw  nothing  of  the  Imperialists  but  the  smoke  of  burnin; 
villages,  which  rose  at  the  verge  of  the  flat  horizon,  and  servei 
frequently  to  indicate  where  meir  ravagers  were  at  work ;  bu 
they  were  so  far  off  that  our  men  never  once  unstrapped  th( 
hammerstalls  from  their  locks  and  matches. 

Two  unpleasant  affairs  happened  to  me  on  this  march. 

During  a  halt  at  Segeberg,  where  for  a  few  hours  we  occupied 
the  old  castle  which  the  Emperor  Lothaire  built  to  keep  the 
Sclavonians  in  check,  I  remember  having  a  serious  quarrel  mil 
Mr.  Amias  Paulet,  an  English  cavalier,  thio  had  come  to  seek  his 
fortune  in  these  wars.  \Vhile  taking  a  glass  of  Wurzburgei 
together  in  a  tavern,  his  name  unfortunately  led  me  to  ask  if  lie 
"  was  any  relation  to  that  Sir  Amias  Paulet,  the  infamous  abettor 
of  Elizaoeth  in  her  treachery  to  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots  P" 

He  bluntly  told  me  that  he  was  the  younger  son  of  the  said 
Sir  Amias,  though  a  man  well  up  in  years ;  and  thereafter  spoke 
of  our  queen's  memorv  in  a  manner  which  I,  as  a  Scottish  gentle- 
man, considered  insulting  to  myself.  I  threw  my  glove  in  his 
face,  drew  my  sword,  and  required  him  "to  retract;  but  Gaffer 
Englishman,  being  a  stout  and  brave  fellow,  declared  that  he 
"  would  see  me  in  a  warmer  climate  than  Holstein  before  he  would 
do  so !"  Upon  this,  I  invited  him  to  the  parade,  before  the  cast 
gate,  where  the  Danish  guard  came  forth  to  see  the  sport,  aj 
enforce  fair  play.  There  at  the  second  pass,  I  ran  him  fail 
through  the  lungs,  and,  with  my  sword  at  his  throat,  compelli 
him  to  retract,  as  a  lesson  in  future  to  speak  mercifully  of  tl 
dead,  and  of  injured  women.  I  left  him  in  charge  of  the  ca 
tellan,  without  having  time  to  see  to  his  wound,  for  our  piper  bl^ 
the  gathering  for  the  march  in  ten  minutes  after  the  rencontrj 
but  he  recovered,  to  die  long  afterwards,  a  prisoner,  poor  felloj 
in  the  hands  of  the  Imperiausts,  at  the  Castle  of  Dillingen,  oo 
Danube. 

My  next  little  affair  was  nothing  less  than  burning  the  liou 
of  a  contumacious  boor  about  his  ears. 

Marching  by  a  road,  each  side  of  which  was  richly  borde 
by  laden  fruit  trees,  or  fields  skirted  by  wild  hops  wound  o 
hedges,  where  the  mint  and  the  red  barberry  grew  in  ti 
ditches,  we  passed  a  farm-house,  a  picturesque  little  place,  tt 
stories  high,  painted  brown,  surrounded  by  a  gallery,  to  whic^ 
flight  of  steps  gave  access,  and  having  a  broad-e^ved  roof*  OQ^' 
with  turf  of  emerald  green. 
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I  oommaiided  tlie  rear-guard,  which  consisted  of  twenty  mus- 
keteers, all  M'Phersons.  Hot  and  dusty  with  our  march,  I 
halted,  and  civilly  requested  a  draught  of  water  for  each  man. 
This  modest  request  the  host — ^a  sulky  boor,  who  appeared  at  the 
door  with  four  servants,  armed  with  crossbows  and  carbines,  and 
dressed  in  white  coats  and  peaked  hat's — acceded  to  most  unwil- 
lingly ;  for,  Kke  a  true  Grerman,  he  looked  coldly  on  the  soldiers 
of  Chnstian^  because  the  tide  of  war  was  setting  in  hard  against 
them.  • 

Perceiving  this,  I  demanded,  instead  of  water,  a  glass  of  Sostock 
beer  for  every  man,  and,  accompanied  by  Sergeant  Phadrig  Mhor, 
entered  the  lutchen  of  the  house,  where  the  first  objects  I  observed 
were  two  of  those  many  pasquils  or  caricatures  of  his  Majesty 
James  VI.,  which  were  then  circulated  through  all  Germany,  in 
ridicule  of  the  poor  and  tardy  assistance  he  sent  to  his  son-in-law, 
the  timid  Elector  of  Bohemia.  One  represented  the  king  in  a 
Scots  bonnet  and  plaid,  with  a  number  of  men  striving  in  vain  to 
draw  his  sword  from  its  scabbard ;  the  other  depicted  three  armies 
marching  into  Bohemia — King  James  VI.  of  Scotland,  at  the 
head  of  a  hundred  thousand  ambassadors.  Christian  IV.  at  the 
head  of  a  hundred  thousand  herring  barrels,  and  the  States- 
general  leading  the  same  number  of  butter-firkins. 

I  endeavoured  to  deface  or  tear  down  these  pasquils,  upon 
which  the  farmer  dealt  me  a  blow  with  the  boll  of  his  carbme, 
that  would  assuredly  have  ended  all  my  campaigns  but  for  the 
interposition  of  Phadrig's  axe ;  after  which,  to  punish  the  fellow, 
we  cleared  the  house,  tnrew  the  grate  with  its  burning  coals  into 
the  middle  of  the  floor,  heaped  the  furniture  thereon,  and  leaving 
the  whole  place  in  flames,  hurried  after  our  main  body.  It  made 
little  difference  to  the  farmer,  as  the  Croats  would  imdoubtedly 
have  burned  his  premises  next  night. 

Without  snapping  a  musket,  we  reached  the  western  shore  of 
the  Baltic,  and,  seizing  such  vessels  as  we  could  find  (being  on 
the  king's  service),  sailed  through  the  Gulf  of  Lubeck,  and  reached 
the  Isle  of  Poel,  where  Slammersdorf  lay,  with  the  wreck  of  his 
Silesian  army,  only  ten  thousand  strong,  including  horse  and , 
artillery,  but  all  resolute  and  well-appomted  men.  Our  arrival 
there  caused  the  utmost  astonishment,  for  the  major-general 
considered  himself  as  completely  cut  off  from  all  communication 
with  Holstein ;  and,  indeed^  one  day  after,  even  we  could  not 
have  reached  the  Baltic  by  the  same  route. 

At  Poel,  our  Highlanders  were  mustered  under  baton  by  Sir 
Donald,  and  were  found  to  be  about  eight  hundred,  for  so  had 
the  defence  of  Bredenburg,  Lauenburg,  and  the  Boitze  reduced 
them.  No  lesff  than  seven  nundfed  men  had  fallen  in  these  paltry 
affiurs  since  onr  first  landing  at  Gliickstadt. 
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By  this  sad  sla/aghter  I  fonnd  myself  a  captain,  and  Ian  8ti6' 
oeeded  to  poor  Dunbar's  commission ;  our  old  patents  or  com- 
missions being  assigned  to  other  cavaliers,  who  were  on  theii 
way  from  Scotland  with  six  hundred  new  recruits  from  the  High* 
lands.  On  the  day  after  our  landing  at  f  oel  I  carried  my  half 
pike  as  captain,  and  went  ijirough  the  pleasant  ceremony  ei pre- 
sentation to  the  regiment — a  custom  which  we  Scots  have  copied 
into  our  army  from  our  ancient  allies,  the  French. 

The  whole  battalion  being  drawn  up  in  line,  and  in  review 
order,  the  colours,  pikes,  and  drums  in  the  centre,  musketeers 
and  pipers  on  the  nanks,  the  officers  in  front  with  theit  half  j)ikes 
advanced,  the  colonel,  Sir  Donald,  bearing  mv  new  commission 
in  one  hand,  led  me  forward  with  the  other,  fully  accoutred  with 
back,  breast,  and  head  pieces,  sword,  pistol,  sieel  gloves,  aud 
dagger,  and  said  in  Gaelic — 

"  Grentlemen  and  soldiers,  by  the  will  of  the  king,  you  will 
receive  and  acknowledge  Philip  Rollo,  of  the  Craig^  to  be  cap- 
tain  of  the  company  ktely  commanded  by  M'Farquhar  of  tkat 
Hk ;  and  you  will  obey  in  that  capacity  for  the  good  of  the 
Danish  service.** 

Immediately  upon- this  the  regiment  presented  arms»  the  dnuns 
beat  the  Point  qf  War,  the  pipes  struck  up  "  Maekay*s  Salute"— 
the  officers  crowded  round  and  drew  o£r  their  gloves  to  congrata- 
late  me ;  after  which  we  all  spent  a  merry  nicnt  in  my  qimrters 
6ver  a  few  dozen  of  right  W iirzburger,  whue  my  company  re^ 
galed  themselves  on  Bostock  beer. 

M'Alpine  also  became  a  captain,  and  Ensign  Lumsdaine,  the 
only  survivor  of  Bredenburg,  a  gallant  cadet  of  t^e  faimly  of 
Ijnvergellie,  in  Angus,  became  my  lieutenant. 

^he  most  pleasant  feature  In  this  promotion  was,  that  my  in- 
cfeased  exchequer  enabled  me  to  repay  to  the  Baron  Earl  the 
money  he  had  so  generously  advanced  to  me  in  the  days  of  wj 
first  foUy  at  GlUckstadt ;  for  I  had  been  sorely  afraid  I  might  be 
ahot  inaction^  and  leave  that  debt  unpaid. 


CHAPTEB  XXXV. 

JKuLitot'at^ttAt  StiittMBBSDO&F  had  once  t>e6n  one  of  tiiQ 
hapoiest  old  fellows  in  the  Danish  service ;  but  having  had  the 
misfortune  to  distinguish  himself  at  Carelia,  in  the  Swedish  war, 
and  never  having  that  good  service  requited  as  he  thoxight  it 
deserved,  he  forthwith  became  a  grumbler;  and  "  the  affair  at 
Cbrelia*'  was  the  pet  gzieyfiace  of  hia  life*    Erezy  old  soldier  has. 
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One,  This  martial  fingment  of  the  Danish  wars  had  lost  a  le^  at 
the  siege  of  Elfsliurg,  an  arm  at  Marstrandt,  and  had  left  nis 
best  eye  with  the  Imperialists  at  Lutter^  having  altop^ether  re- 
ceived eight  wounds,  tnree  of  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  ayex^ 
ringwePB  fnoridL 

While  he  employed  onr  most  skilful  trenchmattem  and  sturdy 
soldiers  in  fortifying  the  Isle  of  Poel  with  ravelins  and  Redoubts, 
stockades  and  era^,  we  heard  that  King  Christian  attributed 
his  successive  defeats,  and  lastly,  the  desertion  of  his  allies-^the 
Landgrave  of  Hesse- Cassel  and  the  Duke  of  Brandenburg — to 
the  secret  intelligence  derived  by  the  Emperor  from  behind  the 
Banish  lines,  and  to  the  endless  intrigues  of  TillV)  maintained 
by  the  medium  of  his  able  scoutmaster,  Bandolo,  whom  I  had  so 
frequently  encountered }  and  for  whom,  in  consequence  of  my 
information  and  description,  a  strict  watch  was  maintained 
throughout  the  whole  Danish  frontiers ;  and  orders  had  been 
issued  to  kill  him,  without  mercy,  wherever  he  should  be  found. 
**  To  discover  this  fellow  will  be  no  easy  task,"  said  our  friend, 
the  Baron  Xarl,  as  he  sat  with  me  on  a  gun-carriage,  overlook* 
ing  our  soldiers  who  were  at  work  in  the  trenches ;  "  for  he  ii 
mjaster  of  several  languages,  and  possesses  a  great  power  of  visa^> 
with  a  mind  which,  to  the  cunning  of  the  fox,  unites  the  ferocity 
of  the  tiger ;  he  is  a  very  Proteus,  and  may,  for  aught  we 
know,  be  among  us  at  this  tery  moment,  and  in  this  litSie  Isle 
of  Poel." 

"  i  could  almost  rejoice  at  that  idea,"  said  I ;  "  for  believe  me, 
Herr  Baron,  I  have  a  heavy  account  to  settle  with  him." 

"  You  are»  indeed,  particularly  his  enemy,  and  have  most  cause 
to  dread  him,  having  oeen  the  means  of  rendering  his  character 
fint  known  to  us,  and  making  the  king  aware  that  Otto  Boskilde, 
the  stout  and  respectable  burgher  of  Gliickstadt,  who  resided 
there  in  time  of  truce,  was  the  bravo  Bandolo,  the  tool,  the  paid 
spy  of  Count  Tilly.  We  know  the  man  now,  and  that  he  is  a 
Kmrce  of  terror  even  to  that  terrible  Tilly,  to  Wallenstein,  to 
Curlstcin,  and  Merod6 — to  the  very  men  he  serves,  and  who  pay 
him  like  a  prince ;  for,  though  suspected  of  a  hundred  assassina- 
tions at  I9aples  and  Yiennaj  this  subtle  Spaniard  has  oon^ued 
to  elude  every  inquiry." 

"If  the  Count  of  Carlstein  was  aware,  as  t  am»  of  the  man'a 
presumption,"  said  I,  remembering  bitterly  the  daring  proposa; 
ne  had  made  to  Tilly  concerning  Ernestine,  he  would  assuredly 
have  him  hanged." 

"Hanged!  what— the  righif  hand  of  the  venerable  Jesuit  I" 
reiterated  the  bantering  baron ;  "  why,  this  amiable  individual 
is  as  necessary  to  the  leader  of  the  Imperialists  as  his  soothsayer* 
and  stargazers ;  for  we  know  that  old  John  of  Isarda  neve 
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fights  a  baHle  withont  having  an  omen  of  victprf,  or  a  long  eon* 
snltation  with  the  stars.  But,  come — let  us  have  a  flagon  ofWine; 
and  harkee,  my  Fourrier,  broach  this  beer  cask  for  our  thirsty 
pioneers/' 

The  Danish  baron  was  the  beau-ideal  of  a  soldier ;  his  figure 
was  tall  and  strong ;  his  hair  was  just  becoming  grizzled ;  bat 
his  healthy  brown  cheek  and  white  teeth  declared  his  ha^py 
temper  ;  while  his  broad  brow  and  bold  bright  eye  betrayed  ao 
open  heart  and'fearless  soul.  He  was  a  man  whose  line  intellects 
neither  war  nor  time  could  destroy. 

"If  Bandolo,"  said  I,  "were  but  once  covered  by  my  pistol, 
he  should  have  such  mercy  as  he  gave  my  poor  companion  at 
Bredenburg." 

**  Cousin  Philip,"  said  Ian,  "  a  wretch  so  vile  deserves  not  to 
die  by  the  hand  of  a  gentleman.  And  yet,  good  sooth !  it  is  not 
meet  that  the  blood  of  the  humblest  of  our  companions  should 
dye  this  foreign  earth  unavenged." 

"  There  spoke  the  true  Celt ! "  said  the  baron,  laughing ;  "but 
I  fear  me.  Major  M'Farq|uhar,  you  shall  have  many  to  avenge 
before  we  see  Xing  Christian's  camp  again ;  for  cut  off,  as  we  are 
here  in  Poel,  by  the  thousands  of  the  enemy,  if  the  king's  ships 
do  not  afford  us  timely  relief  in  flight,  we  shall  have  but  two 
alternatives — ^to  die  b^  our  cannon,  or  die  of  starvation." 

To  prevent  all  possibility  of  the  latter  catastrophe  we  laid  the 
whole  country  under  contribution,  as  far  as  .GrevismtLhlen,  in 
Mecklenburg ;  still,  as  the  Imperial  troops  were  pouring  into 
Holstein,  and  a  strong  body  of  them  under  the  Scottish  colonel, 
Graham,  had  seized  the  free  town  of  Wismar  in  our  immediate 
vicinity,  the  chances  of  our  ever  rejoining  the  main  army  under 
the  king,  or  reaching  him  through  the  duchies  of  Sleswig  and 
Holstein  became  extremely  slender. 

After  remaining  at  Poel  more  than  a  month,  working  con- 
stantly to  strengthen  the  isle,  and  only  laying  aside  the  shovel 
and  pickaxe  to  take  up  the  sword  and  musket,  disproving  the 
assertion  of  Gtistavus-Adolphus,  "that,  with  all  their  bravery  in 
the  field,  the  Scots  were  too  proud  to  work  as  pioneers,"  eight 
ships  of  Leith,*  in  the  Danish  service,  came  from  Copenhagen  to 
transport  us  to  a  point  of  Holstein  where  we  were  to  land,  and, 
at  all  risks,  cut  a  passage  to  the  king,  whose  circumstances  were 
now  more  desperate  than  ever. 

These  orders  were  a  source  of  sincere  satisfaction  to  my  con* 
rades,  but  I  must  own  to  feeling  a  singular  indifference  on  th» 
matter ;  for  it  seemed  that,  by  this  removal  towards  Denmark,  I 
was  conveyed  further  from  that  pretty  chateau  in  Luneburg,  and 

*  Gostaviu  had  at  this  time  perenteen  Scottish  ships  of  war  in  hit  service.-^ 
e  Hephom's  Memoirs. 
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fi'om  Ernestine,  to  w^om  I  owed  so  mucli,  and  whose  memory 
«ame  ever  and  anon  to  me  with  mingled  sensations  of  gratitude, 
^easure,  and  jealousy,  for  I  knew  not  how  high  the  Count  of 
Koeningheim  might  stand  in  her  favour ;  at  all  events,  he  was  her 
father's  choice,  and  handsome  enough  to  be  a  dangerous  rival  to 
me.  Betuming  from  the  daily  turmoil  of  the  trenches  to  indulge 
in  reverie,  I  frequently  asked  myself,  "  What  am  I  to  Ernestine, 
or  what  is  Ernestine  to  me,  that  I  should  think  so  much  about 
herP — nothing,  of  course."  But  her  image  was  ever  before  me, 
and  I  pondered  frequently  on  the  distance  that 'lay  between  us 
from  Poel  to  the  shore,  and  from  thence  to  Luneburg — a  bird's 
flight  of  seventy  miles — and  the  chances  of  our  ever,  or  rather 
never,  meeting  more,  were  all  considered  again  and  again.  I  knew 
that  I  could  never  see  her  more  but  at  the  price  of  my  liberty,  and 
perhaps  my  life.  This  probably  enhanced  her  value,  for  we  are 
strange  and  perverse  mortals — ever  prizing  that  which  is  beyond 
our  reach.  It  seemed  odd  to  me  that  I  should  think  so. much  of 
this  dark-haired  girl — ^that  the  interests  of  my  heart  should 
wander  so  far  beyond  the  Imperial  outposts,  and  that  there 
should  now  be  a  being  who  excited  imaginary  fears  and  pleasures 
in  my  breast — a  being  of  whose  existence  1  was  perfectly  igno- 
rant three  months  ago.  '*  Let  me  fling  these  fancies  from  me," 
thought  I ;  "  they  are  absurd !" 

Leaving  Major-general  Slammersdorf  to  defend  the  Isle  of 
Poel  with  two  thousand  men,  Bernard,  Duke  of  Saxe- Weimar, 
embarked  with  eight  thousand  horse  and  foot,  including  our 
regiment  of  Stratbnaver,  and  sailed  for  Heilinghafen,  a  town  in 
the  province  of  Wagria  (an  appendage  of  Holstein),  which  forms 
a  peninsula  in  the  Baltic ;  and  there,  without  loss  or  accident, 
in  a  beautiful  day  of  September,  that  gallant  prince  landed  his 
vhole  force,  with  their  horses,  arms,  and  cannon. 

Notwithstanding  the  vast  number  of  Tilly's  forces,  we  had 
few  doubts  of  our  ability  to  force  a  passage  through  them, 
when  led  by  the  immortal  Duke  of  Saxe- Weimar,  the  bravest  of 
eleven  brave  brothers,  all  of  whom  had  bled  for  German  liberty. 
His  valour  at  the  great  siege  of  Brissac,  before  the  gates  of  which 
he  was  victorious  in  four  pitched  battles,  where  he  cai)tured  four 
eenerals,  and  where  he  had  no  less  than  six  horses  killed  under 
nim,  together  with  his  long  and  desperate  combat  with  Colonel 
John  dp  Wert,  have  embalmed  his  memory  in  the  annals  of  Grer- 
man  chivalry;  even  as  his  generosity,  which  bequeathed  his 
whole  fortune  to  the  wounded  officers  and  soldiers  who  followed 
his  banner,  was  long  the  theme  of  the  veterans  of  Christian  and 
Gustavus.  Duke  Bernard  was  all  that  a  soldier  should  be» — 
handsome,  gallant,  frank,  and  lavish  of  his  means ;  for  no  soldier 
of  any  nation  ever  lacked  money  while  the  conqueror  of  Savelli  and 
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the  preceptor  of  Tarenne  liad  a  guilder  tg  spare  ov  a  Jewel 
to  Bell. 

We  cavalierB  of  fortune  adored  him,  and  it  was  witli  the  utmost 
exultation  that,  on  a  beautiful  evening  of  September,  as  I  h&ve 
said,  when  the  last  rays  of  the  sun  were  shining  on  the  broad  blue 
Baltic,  on  the  flat  green  isle  of  Fehmarn  and  tne  narrow  Sound, 
that  we  put  off  in  boats,  pulled  by  the  blue-bonneted  mariners  of 
our  eight  native  ships,  and  with  three  hearty  cheeni  dref  up 
under  our  colours  in  the  streets  of  Heilinghafeu, 

War  and  rapine  have  changed  the  town  since  those  days ;  but 
I  remember  that  its  houses  were  old  and  irregular — that  their 
upper  stories  projected  far  over  the  lower,  andliad  steep  gables, 
with  galleried  fronts  that  rested  on  gaudily  painted  wooden 
columns.  Inscriptions  in  Latin  or  German  wei^e  carved  upon  the 
door-lintels  to  keep  away  evil  spirits,  as  in  our  Scottish  towns  at 
home;  and  the  orowsy  storks,  with  drooping  wings,  nestled 
under  the  lee  of  the  chimneys.  We  saw  these  birds  everywhere 
perched  upon  trees,  steeples,  and  house-tops ;  for  they  are  con- 
sidered sacred  and  useM,  as  they  kill  the  little  snakes  and  adders 
that  are  bred  among  the  slime  and  corruption  of  the  marshes. 

The  setting  sun  gilded  the  rent  edges  of  th^  ruddy  clouds ; 
dotted  with  white  sails,  the  Souud  of  Fehmarn  aud  the  blue 
Baltic  stretched  far  away  to  the  dim  horizon ;  but  few  persons 
were  abroad  iu  the  streets  of  Heilinghafen,  though  seyeral  gazed 
with  fear  and  apprehension  from  the  upper  windows,  as  the  troops 
passed  through  the  town,  accompanied  by  all  the  sounds  of  a 
marchiug  army,  the  tramp  of  feet,  the  shrill  flfes  and  brattling 
drums,  me  trumpets  of  the  cavalry,  and  t]xe  sharp  clang  of  hoofs, 
with  the  hoarse  lumbering  roll  of  the  artillery  over  the  hard  and 
stony  streets. 

Sheathed  in  bright  steel,  with  the  colours  of  Weimar  on  his 
housings,  and  his  mother's  crest,  the  demi-eagle  of  Anhalt,  on 
his  helmet,  Duke  Bernard,  accompanied  by  Sir  Donald  Mackay, 
rode  at  our  head,  mounted  on  Raven,  that  fkmous  black  horse 
which  he  had  so  often  ridden  in  battle,  which  the  Imperialists 
believed  to  be  euchanted,  and  which,  at  his  death,  he  solemnly 
bequeathed  to  the  Count  of  Nassau. 

His  first  dispositions  were  to  order  the  Barou  of  Elosterfiord, 
with  his  troop  of  pistoliers,  to  ride  at  full  speed  towards  Olden- 
burg, for  the  purpoie  of  reconnoitring ;  while  I,  with  my  com- 
pany of  Hi  ijhland  musketeers,  followed  double  quick  to  support 
nim,  with  instructions  to  lie  en  perdue  in  a  wood,  which  I  would 
find  some  miles  in  front  of  the  town. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Sir  Donald,  jestingly,  as  we  filed 

forth,  "I  Jiope  you  have  put  your  worst  doublets  under  your 

armour,  fbr  there  will  be  many  a  helmet  on  the  grass  to-morrow." 

'  By  my  faith,  colonel,"  replied  Ian,  "  I  havp  but  one— my 
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best  ^nd  worst ;  so,  if  ever  it  comes  to  tlie  dnrm-head,  Temembery 
gentlemen,  that  Tilly's  Croats  abstracted  my  wardrobe  on  the  Elbe." 

**  Yes,  but  will  it  not  be  rather  extravagant,  M'Farquhar,  to 
be  killed  with  diamond  buckles  on  yom:  brogues  P"  asked 
Fhadrig  Mhor,  his  henchman  and  fosterer. 

"  What,"  retorted  my  cousin,  "  would  you  have  Ian  Dhu  to  lie 
on  the  field  without  other  badge  than  his  eagle's  feather  to  show 
that  he  deserves  a  deeper  grave  or  a  higher  cairu  than  a  gUlie 
or  trencherman  P  " 

"Farewell,  Sir  Donald,  ajid  farewell  Jan,"  said  I ;  "  forw9^d, 
gentlemen  and  soldiers ! "  and  with  our  muskets  trailed,  ^t  a 
double  quick  march,  we  took  the  road  towards  the  pass  of 
Oldenburg — the  last  road  which  many  among  ua  were  ever  to 
tread  again. 

By  the  time  w6  were  clear  of  the  town,  we  could  see  the 
pistoliers  far  in  advance  of  us,  with  their  forked  pennon  of  red 
silk  flutteriug  on  the  win(I,  and  their  bright  helmets  flashing  aa 
they  galloped  to  the  front  along  the  level  roadway,  from  which 
the  polished  hoofs  of  their  horses  rolled  up  the  imoke-like  dust.. 

Our  hearts  beat  high  with  excitjement.  Tor  we  expected  every 
moment  to  see  them  rein  up  and  halt,  as  a  signal  that  the 
enemy's  outposts  were  in  sight ;  but  they  continued  galloping 
OB,  and  at  last  disappeared  beyond  that  wood  which  had  been 
indicated  to  me  by  the  duke,  and  we  scanned  the  horizon  in  vain 
for  those  columns  of  smoke,  which,  from  burning  villages  and 
rmged  fhrms,  invariably  announced  the  scene  of  Tilly's  opera- 
tions, and  the  movements  of  his  troops. 

The  ripe  corn  waved  in  the  unshorn  ^Ids  on  each  side  of  i^ ; 
but  with  the  moon  a  thick  mist  rose  as  usual  from  the  meadows 
and  pasture-lands,  which  gleamed  like  silver  lakes  through  a  veil 
of  gauze.  We  passed  a  few  wayside  cottages,  roofed  with  red 
tiles  or  bright  yellow  thatch ;  their  owners  had  fled,  and  no 
places  were  occupied  but  the  wooden  dovecot — a  perforated  box, 
or  old  beer-barrel,  elevated  on  the  summit  of  a  painted  post,  or 
on  some  scathed  and  leafless  tree.  Shortly  after  the  rising  of 
the  moon,  a  n^an  rode  past  us.  He  was  dressed  like  a  peasant  of 
Holstein,  in  wide  breeches  having  rows  of  metal  buttons  at  the 
iides  s  a  low  oroad  hat  and  canvas  doublet,  belted  with  a  rough 
baldric ;  coarse  grey  stockings,  red  garters,  aad  woodenwioled 
ihoes.    He  rode  a  strong  and  active  horse.   ^ 

"  Softiy,  sir,"  said  I,  "  a  word  with  you." 

He  stiu  rode  on  without  attending  to  me. 

"Harkee,  fellow — dost  hearP'*  1  added,  as  Grillian  M'Bane 
blew  the  match  of  his  musket.  Upon  this  the  peasant  tum^ 
back  his  horse,  ^d  touohed  his  hat. 
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"  Are  you  deaf,  fellow  P  " 

*'  A  little,  sir,"  said  he,  pointing  to  a  bandage  wHicb.  endrded 
his  head ;  "  a  Croatian  sabre  has  laid  bare  my  head  from  ear 
to  eye." 

"  Are  you  a  Dane  P  " 

"  I  am  of  Sohonburg." 
Have  you  travelled  far  to-day  P  " 

About  three  pipes,"  said  he,  taking  his  pipe  from  his  moutL 
Where  did  you  come  from  last  P  "  I  asked,  impatiently. 

"  Oldenburg,  Mein  Herr." 

"  Have  you  seen  anything  of  the  Imperialists  P  " 

*'  Heaven  be  blessed,  no !  They  would  have  made  but  a 
mouthful  of  me.  J  am  a  poor,  inoffensive  man — a  dealer  in 
cattle,  Mein  Herr.    I  am  gomg  to  Heilinghafen." 

'*  You  will  find  customers  enough  and  Un  spare,  my  Schon- 
burger;  for  Duke  Bernard  is  there  in  quarters  with  eight 
thousand  hungry  men." 

The  trader  appeared  somewhat  startled  by  this  intelligence, 
but  politely  begged  me  to  be  assured  that  the  Imperialists  had 
not  yet  passed  uie  Stoer ;  and  then  asked  if  I  required  his  ser- 
vices in  any  way,  on  which  I  thanked  him,  and  we  parted.  He 
galloped  off. 

His  last  observations  had  been  less  brief  than  others ;  they 
caused  something  of  a  familiar  voice  and  manner  to  flash  upon 
my  memory.  I  paused  and  looked  back ;  he  had  tamed  aside 
from  the  Heilinghafen  road,  and  was  riding  headlong  through 
the  ripe  cpm-field  in  an  opposite  direction,  but  far  beyond  our 
reach. 

"  Oh  no ! — ^it  cannot  be— and  yet,  his  voice !  Fool  that  I  am 
»— was  I  blind  P  "  I  exclaimed. 

"What — what  is  itp"  asked  Lieutenant  Lumsdaine  and 
Phadrig  Mhor  together. 

"  But  for  his  white  eyebrows  and  beardless  face,  I  could  have 
bworn  that  was  Bandolo." 

"  Oh — impossible !"  said  Lumsdaine ;  "Bandolo  wandering 
here,  in  that  way ;  besides,  like  a  true  German  or  Dutchman,  he 
measured  the  distance  by  the  smoking  of  his  pipe.  Chmning 
as  he  is,  I  do  not  think  a  Spaniard  woiud  ever  ha^  thought  of 
that.    It  was  so  natural." 

"  True — ^but  this  man  is  a  spy  by  profession,  and  practises  all 
these  little  things." 

"  Dioul !"  muttered  Phadrig  Mhor,  shaking  his  halbert ;  "  why 
did  you  not  think  of  that  before,  captain  ?" 

"There  was  a  glamour  before  his  eyes,"  said  Gillian  M'Bane 
in  a  whisper. 

"  1^0,"  replied  Phadrig,  gravely,  as  he  shouldered  his  enor- 
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jQOTUiaxe;  "but  the  spj's  time, is  not  yet  come;  it  may  oome 
frith  our  next  meeting,  if  the  captain  looks  better,  for  the  oldest 
man  that  ever  lived  had  to  die  at  last." 

I  was  both  ashamed  and  exasperated  at  being  so  outwitted  by 
a  rascal  like  this  Spaniard. 

"  Mar  my  tongue  be  blistered !"  thought  I ;  "  for,  if  that  was 
really  tiandolo,  between  his  cunning  and  my  folly  Duke  Bernard 
will  never  reach  tlie  main  army."  I  remembered  the  accurate 
numerical  information  I  had  afforded,  and  had  no  doubt  he  was 
ridingas  fast  as  his  horse's  heels  could  carry  him  to  communicate 
with  Tilly,  who  as  yet  was  ignorant  of  our  landing. 

We  h  Jted  at  the  wood — the  remnant  of  a  venerable  fir  forest, 
coTering  about'  a  square  mile.  I  placed  a  sentinel  in  front  of  it, 
and  towards  the  road ;  then  we  penetrated  to  the  centre,  and 
there  in  an  open  sptu^e  piled  arms,  lighted  a  fire,  and  after  care- 
fully fencing  it  round  with  stones  to  prevent  it  reaching  the 
roots  of  the  treeSi  prepared  to  oook  the  provisions  our  haversacks 
contained. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

A  ITOEEST  ON  PIBE  ! 

The  poultry  gleaned  up  by  our  foragers  from  the  houses  we  had 
paased  (deserted  houses,  remember),  and  the  beef  provided  by 
our  Fourrier  de  Campement  before  leaving  the  good  ship, 
Scottish  Crown,  of  Leith,  were  boiled  together  in  camp-kettles ; 
tod  while  I,  with  Lieutenant  Lumsdaine  and  my  ensign,  Hugh 
Bose  (of  the  Kilravock  family),  and  Phadrig,  with  Gillian 
M'Bane,  and  three  other  gentlemen-musketeers  of  my  company, 
formed  one  little  mess,  the  rest  of  our  comrades  formed  another, 
and  were  squatted  on  the  grass,  rending  the  tough  beef  with 
their  teeth,  and  cutting  the  fowls  with  their  dirks  and  skenes, 
tod  each  was  as  merry  as  a  man  may  be  whose  life  is  so  im- 
certain  as  a  soldier's,  and  who  tries  to  make  the  most  of  it  while 
it  lasts. 

Phadrig  and  Gillian  were  both  duinewassals,  and  when  at 
home  in  Strathdee  both  wore  the  wing  of  the  lolar  in  their 
lx)nnets.  Honest  Phadrig  had  lately  declined  a  commission  in 
toother  Scottish  regiment,  preferring  his  sergeant's  halbert  to  the 
certainty  of  rank  and  being  separated  from  Ian  Dhu,  whom  his 
aother  had  nursed,  and  to  whom  he  was  hereditary  henchman, 
loving  him  with  that  strong  and  reverential  love  which  none  but 
a  Scottish  Celt  or  an  Irish  peasant  can  understand. 

Supper  oyer,  we  rolled  our  plaids  about  us,  and,  after  posting 
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fresh  sentinelB  at  the  verge  of  the  wood,  lay  down  to  sleep  on 
the  soft  dry  moss  and  grass  which  grew  under  the  thick  trees  of 
this  old  primeval  wood-^the  last  n*agmeut  of  ^n  ancient  forest 
that  once  nad  spread  from  sea  to  sea. 

At  the  same  aour  last  night  we  had  been  breasting  the  waves 
pf  the  Baltic. 

Watching  the  changing  ^atnres  of  the  wood  a^  the  last  embers 
shed  their  ntM  light  upon  the  tossing  branches,  I  endeavoured 
to  court  sleep — ^but  in  vain,  for  the  anxiety  necessarily  felt  by 
every  officer — especially  a  young  one — when  in  charge  of  that 
most  important  of  all  duties,  an  outpost,  kept  me  restiessly 
wakefiil.  I  knew  that  the  Baron  of  £losterfi5rd  was  far  in  ad- 
vance of  me  with  his  pistoliers ;  but  then  I  expected  momently 
to  hear  the  sharp  report  of  pistols  and  clang  of  hoofs  upon  the 
distant  roadway,  announcing  that  his  Feconnoitring  troop  was 
driven  in  by  Tilly's  !Eeitres. 

As  the  few  brands  that  crackled  on  our  watch-fire  l^rightened 
and  reddened  up  to  die  away  again,  I  lay  watching  the  varying 
and  fantastic  shadows  of  the  midnight  wood,  the  gnarled  trunb 
of  whose  red  pines  shone  ruddily  in  the  casual  glow,  then 
wavered  indistinctly,  ^ni  became  black'  evon  as  their  wiry  foliage, 
or  the  deeper  black  beyond,  where  the  thick  vista  stretched 
away  into  obscurity.  Above,  not  a  star  was  visible ;  for  the 
thick,  broad  branches  were  densely  interwoven,  and  formed  a 
roof,  beyond  which  the  tall  black  spires  of  the  Btb  rose  against 
the  sky ;  and  as  the  passing  wind,  when  penetrating  to  the  place 
where  we  lay,  fanned  the  oying  brands  into  a  scarlet  glow  again, 
the  parsing  gleam  revealed  the  old  knotty  stems  and  branches 
twisted  into  a  thousand  fantastic  shapes,  red  and  black,  or  silver 
grey,  Kke  the  freakish  demons  and  stinted  gnomes  of  Danish 
story,  or  the  rude  carvings  in  some  grotesque  cathedral  aisle. 

In  the  middle  and  dark  ages,  that  peninsula  had  been  covered 
by  dark  forests,  in  whose  depths  the  pagan  Wends,  when  spread- 
ing along  the  shores  of  the  JBaltic,  worshipped  their  foiir-headed 
fod  of  light ;  even  in  his  own  time  (the  llth  century),  Adam  of 
Iremen  tells  us,  that  only  the  shores  of  Denmark  were  inhabited, 
the  interior  being  all  a  dark  aud  impenetrable  forest.  X  remem- 
bered the  wild  Holstein  legend  of  the  Pale  Horse,  which  yearly 
bore  the  assassin  of  St.  Erik  the  king,  sweeping  over  hiU  ^^^ 
hpllow,  accompanied  by  shadowy  hounds  and  the  distant  echoes 
of  infernal  horns,  from  that  morass  near  the  Eyder,  where, 
embarrassed  by  the  weight  of  his  armour,  he  sunk  and  died; 
to  the  river  where,  in  the  preceding  year,  he  had  thrown  the 
body  of  his  murdered  prince,  and  from  thence  to  the  royal  vault 
at  Kingsted,  where  the  canonized  vietipi  lay.  Once  in  each  re- 
taming  year,  Bince  that  fiital  night  In  1262,  the  Hol5tein«»s  see 
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the  shsdowy  assassin  making  his  terriblo  pilgrimage  to  tHe  scenea 
of  his  sorrow,  his  crim^,  and  his  grave,  where  horse  and  man  go 
down  with  a  shriek  that  startles  the  Eyder  in  its  oozy  bed. 

I  thought  of  this  and  many  another  tale,  while  to  my  drowsy 
eyes  all  was  becoming  indistinct :  my  bare-kneed  comrades  slept 
beside  me  soundly  and  in  close  ranks ;  oiBcers  and  men  lay  aiae 
by  side,  for,  like  friendship  and  misfortune,  campaigning  levels 
loany  l)et^  distinctions.  The  lingering  light  of  the  fire  fell  upon 
their  pilea  muskets  with  one  last  gleam,  and  then  expired. 

The  almost  palpable  darkness  of  ihe  forest  banished  my 
^wsiness,  and  I  began  to  reflect  on  the  strange  tide  of  circum- 
Btances  which  had  brought  me  so  far  from  my  secluded  home, 
that  old  tower  among  the  woods  and  rocks  of  Gromartie,  an^ 
from  my  quiet  and  gloomy  little  chamber  at  the  King^a  College, 
in  the  granite  city,  to  the  land  of  these  wild  scenes  and  bloody 
conflicte ;  and  all  because — but  you  will  laugh  when  I  say  it— 
ta  anti(][ue  silver  spoon  would  not  suit  my  poor  little  mouth 
irben  4  child. 

I  smiled  at  my  father's  ridictdons  prejudices,  and,  hl0ssing  the 

fK)r  old  man,  uttered  a  fervent  wish  tli^t  in  this  protn^sted  war 
might  yet  win  me  a  name,  which  would  make  liim  hail  with 
pride  the  return  of  the  son  he  had  banished.  Already  I  was  a 
captain  of  musketeers,  and  I  made  a  mental  resolution  that  the 
fame  of  many  a  great  feat  shpuld  precede  my  return  to  my  home, 
or  that,  like  too  many  perhaps  of  my  gallant  comrades,  1  would 
wy  my  bones  on  the  foreign  battle-neld  for  ever. 

And  Ernestine :  I  thought  then  of  Ernestine — of  her  goodness 
^d  her  beauty ;  of  her  fjither's  wishes  concerning  that  rough 
^eitre,  Go^nt  iCcBningheim ;  I  writhed  in  my  plaid  at  the  thought 
of  them,  and  grasped  my  dirk  on  recalling  the  conversatio4 
between  TiWy  and  his  ruffian  follower. 

By  separation  from  Ernestine,  the  tender  impression  she  had 
Blade  upon  me  was  increased — for  such  is  the  strength  of  ima- 
gination. This  fancy  or  attachment  I  might  doubtless  have  van^ 
quished  by  an  effort ;  but  I  had  no  reason  to  exert  this  effort,  and 
» the  fancy  lingered  in  my  breast,  and  strengthened  there. 

Something  startled  me. 

Baising  myself  on  an  elbow,  I  looked  round.  Near  me  a  hun» 
^d  men  were  sleeping  in  the  darkness ;  but  beyond,  at  the 
^MFts  of  the  wood,  a  strange  glow  appeared  between  the  trees. 
Some  distant'town  was  perhaps  in  flames ;  but  no,  it  grew  redder, 
Deeper,  broader,  and  then  came  a  crackling  sound,  with  a  strong 
"^ell  of  smoke  and  burning  T^ood.  On  turning  round,  the  same 
Jppearanoe  met  my  eye  op  two  opposite  points ;  and  the  lights 
brightened  so  fast,  that  I  could  see  the  helmets  of  the  sleepers 
tm  beiidia  me  shining  in  tiie  yvt  distant  gleam. 
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Our  sentinels  fired  their  miiskets.     A  pang  of  horror  an^ 

lismay  shot  throuj^h  my  heart. 

"  Up,  up !  gentlemen  and  comrades ! "  1  exclaimed,  starting  U 
my  feet ;  "  to  your  arms — to  your  arms !  In  three  places  tk 
wood  is  on  fire  ty 

At  this  appalling  cry,  the  whole  company  sprang  to  their  feet 
and  unpiled  their  arms. 

'^  The  Imperialists  are  upon  us !"  cried  Lumsdaine. 

"  The  four  comers  of  the  wood  are  on  fire,"  added  HughEose^ 
drawing  his  claymore. 

' *  losa — losa .' **  shouted  the  soldiers ;  "  here  come  the  flames!" 

"  What  matters  it,  Captain  RoUo,"  said  Phadrig  Mhor,  bran- 
dishing his  Lochaber  axe,  and  belting  his  plaid  about  his  giaot 
figure ;  "  the  cowards  would  smoke  brave  men  like  rats,  but  we 
will  break  through,  and  do  as  Conan  did  with  the  deviL  If  bad 
they  give,  they  will  get  no  better.  Into  your  ranks,  my  braTj 
lads — close  in,  close  m ! " 

"  Put  your  plaids  above  your  bandoliers,  or  they  will  explode!' 
I  exclaimed ;  "  hammer-stall  ypur  locks  and  matches — follow  m 
—forward !  ** 

"  Quick,  Donald  M'Vurich ! "  cried  Phadrig,  administerij 
cuff  with  his  gauntlet  to  a  Highlander  who  lingered  to  poke  11^ 
dirk  into  an  abandoned  camp-kettle,  in  the  faint  hope  of  fishing 
out  something  that  might  be  left ;  "  into  your  ranks !  Is  faidt 
i'fhacail  na  t-fheosag  !  By  the  Holy  Iron !  your  teeth  are  longer 
than  your  beard !" 

How  shall  I  describe  the  scene  of  horror  that  immediately 
ensued ! 

Around  us  the  whole  wood  was  in  flames ! 

Many  of  the  pines  were  aged,  dry,  and  decayed,  and  they  stood 
in  a  bed  of  parched  moss,  thickly  strewn  with  the  old  leaves  and 
the  withered  branches  of  past  summers.  Eunning  like  wildfire 
along  this  inflammable  stratum,  the  spreading  flame  caught  the 
pines  by  their  hollow  trunks,  and,  narrowing  on  all  sides  to  ih& 
centre,  its  frightful  circle  rapidly  enclosed  us.  The  glare,  as  the 
flame  shot  from  pine  to  pine,  from  root  to  root,  and  branch  to 
branch,  though  almost  smrouded  in  the  suflbcating  smoke  of  the 
|;reen  wood,  was  blinding;  and  the  heat,  blaze,  and  smoke 
mcreased — approaching  nearer  and  more  near. 

My  company  became  bewildered  as  the  fiery  circle  narrowed 
round  them ;  they  were  uncertain  whether  to  advance  or  retreat 
—to  keep  together  or  to  break  and  scatter.  Volumes  of  smoke 
and  columns  of  fire  surrounded  us ;  every  knot  and  gnarl  on  iht? 
trunks  of  the  trees,  every  leaf  and  blade  of  grass,  every  check  in 
our  tartans,  became  visible,  as  the  red,  livid  glow  that  hemmed 
us  in  became  closer  and  closer.    Prom  the  broad  yellow  blaze 
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which  sheeted  all  the  backgroimd,  the  solemn  pines  came  forward 
in  black  outline — gloomy,  tall  and  towering,  like  conical  spires. 
My  soldiers  were  appalled ;  for  the  same  hrave  hearts  that  would 
kve  stormed  a  breach  or  charged  a  brigade  with  all  the  heedless 
Talour  of  their  race,  now  quailed  at  the  prospect  of  being  roasted 
aKre ;  and  I  tursed  my  own  folly  in  bivouacking  so  far  in  the 
eentre  of  the  wood,  instead  of  lying  on  its  skirts ;  but  who  could 
kve  foreseen  such  a  horrible  catastrophe  P  Was  it  the  result  of 
chance,  or  the  diabolical  sjHrit  of  Bandolo  ? 

"Dioul! "  snorted  Phadrig  Mhor,  half  choked,  and  half  blinded; 
"  we  wander  here  like  hornless  cattle  in  a  strange  fold.  Oich  I 
we'll  all  be  birselled  in  our  iron,  like  partans  in  their  shells ! " 

Surrounded  on  all  sides  by  failing  and  flaming  trees,  and  a 
terrific  glare  which  brightened  and  reddened  as  the  forky  flames 
waved  in  every  puff  of  wind ;  while  the  roar  of  the  conflagration, 
the  hiss  of  the  green  branches,  and  the  crackling  of  the  knots 
nd  fissures  sia  the  old  flr  trunks  were  torn  assunder,  increased, 
till  at  last  we  felt  the  frightful  glow  upon  our  faces ;  and  the 
burning  moss,  as  the  spreading  m*e  consuming  it  almost  under 
cur  feet,  raised  a  smoke  that  had  already  suffocated  more  than 
one  of  my  poor  comrades. 

Driven  from  their  nests  in  the  branches  above,  and  their  lairs 
m  the  roots  and  brambles  below,  the  birds  and  other  wild  tenants 
of  the  wood  flitted  about  us  blinded  by  terror. 

Bewildered  as  we  were,  another  minute  had  perhaps  destroyed 
M;  for  the  crash  of  every  tapering  pine,  as  it  fell  prostrate  across 
pur  devious  path,  shot  a  million  of  sparkles  and  burning  brands 
in  every  direction.     Suddenly  I  perceived  one  dark  spot ! 

There  a  rivulet  trickled  through  the  moss,  in  a  broad  and 
iwampy  channel,  which  the  flame  could  not  pass,  and  thus  as  yet 
the  trees  that  overhung  it  were  untouched. 

"This  way,  comrades!"  I  exclaimed;  "follow  me — quick! 
Let  XLS  pursue  the  track  of  the  burn  :  on — on !  we  have  not  an 
iostant  to  lose." 

This  saved  us ;  but  still  we  had  many  perils  to  encounter,  and 
hy  the  way  lost  several  men,  who  were  suffocated  by  the  smoulder-. 
ing  moss,  and  the  smoke  it  emitted,  or  were  mutilated  by  the 
ttplosion  of  their  bandoliers,  or  by  the  falling  trees :  for  every 
JDoment,  as  I  have  said,  some  tall  pine  sheeted  with  flarne  came 
thundering  down  across  our  tortuous  path,  hissing  in  the  little 
stream,  scorching  our  bare  legs,  and  blinding  us  still  more  with 
sparks  and  smoke.  In  a  few  minutes  we  were  free,  though 
fifteen  men  were  left  behind  us  ;  and  next  day  we  found  them 
roasted  in  their  corslets  like  tortoises  in  their  shells. 

On  getting  clear  of  this  frightful  place,  the  smoke  <^f  whick 
enveloped  all  the  country,  and  rolled  across  the  waters  of  the 
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Souiid,  we  found  otmelres  upon  the  highway,  whefe  (tee  of  otir 
ientinels,  who  had  been  posted  in  front  of  the  wood  joined  us. 
The  fourth  we  found  lying  dead,  with  a  poniard  bnned  in  lii« 
neck,  and  his  musket  gone,  together  with  all  the  nlver  buttons 
which  had  adorned  his  doublet.  To  the  poinard  was  attached  a 
Blip  of  paper.    On  this  one  word  was  written — Bandolo  I 

**  And  this  act  of  horror  has  been  his  !*'  I  exclaimed,  looking 
back  to  the  yet  blazing  wood;  "trahr,  Count  Tilly  fights  with 
worthy  weapons."  # 

**  Tush  I"  said  Lieutenant  Lumsdaine,  shaking  &om  his  plflid 
and  hair  the  sparks  that  yet  remained  there ;  "  I  heard  Tilly  order 
poor  Dunbar  s  heart  to  be  torn  &om  his  gallant  breast,  and  thea 
to  be  forced  between  his  toeth  I  He  saw  this  done  by  the  hands 
of  Bandolo,  and  then  he  turned  deliberately  to  pray  to  an  old 
pewter  Madonna  that  adorns  the  band  of  his  steeple-crowned  hsi 
Ah ! — ^you  don't  quite  know  Tilly  yet." 

And  his  ruffian  had  escaped  me  but  a  few  hours  before,  thoitgk 
I  had  determined  to  have  shot  him  like  a  wild  beast,  if  there  wai 
not  time  for  hanging  him.  In  imagination,  I  often  had  him 
within  my  grasp  as  closely  as  once  upon  a  time  he  was ;  and  now 
1  had  seen  him,  conversed  with  him,  and  been  again  baffled  by 
his  confidence  and  matehless  cunning !  *  When  I  thought  of  that, 
and  the  sixteen  brave  men  we  had  lost,  I  clenched  my  hands  and 
ground  my  teeth  with  grief  and  anger. 

"  Gentlemen  and  soldiers !"  I  exclaimed,  unsheathing  mj 
sword ;  "  like  true  Highlandmen,  swear  with  me  to  avenge  the 
deed  of  this  night.  By  wayside  or  hillside,  bjr  field  or  hj  forest* 
in  hall  or  in  homestead,  swear  that,  if  you  cannot  give  hun  up  to : 
graver  justice,  you  will  slay  this  man  Bandolo  without  mercy, 
even  as  the  kin^^  has  commanded ;  for,  had  he  a  thousand  hves, 
his  crimes  require  them  all." 

The  whole  company  imsheathed  their  claymores,  took  one  step 
forward,  and,  raising  their  eyes  to  heaven,  with  their  blades 
raised  aloft,  exclaimed  in  Gaelic,  and  with  an  energy  excited  by 
the  hot  smart  of  many  a  scorch  and  scaT^ 

"  By  M'Farquhar's  soul,  and  by  our  fathers'  graves,  we  swear 
it!" 

Then  in  the  Highland  fashion,  when  liwearing  thus  upon  the 
J^oly  Iron,  they  kissed  the  bare  blades,  and,  thrusting  the  points 
into  the  turf  at  their  feet,  stood  for  a  moment  in  solemn  sUence. 

"  Now,  my  brave  hearts,"  said  I,  "  fall  into  your  ranks — ^take 
off  your  hammerstalls  and  prepare  for  service  1  Hark,  I  hear  th^ 
clink  of  hoofs  I" 

"  And  the  drone  of  the  Piob  Mhor,"  added  Phadrig,  pricking 
up  his  ears ;  "hark  you,  my  captain^f  that  is  not  Beidlach  na 
"Qrai^e,  call  me  a  Lowland  Dodaohk" 
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And  as  he  spoke,  the  monking  wmd-*-^for  it  wm  ih&x  about 
the  liour  of  three — ^brought  towards  us  distinctly  the  notes  of 
the  bagpipe. 
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TflS  korsemeii  eame  up  rapidly.  We  challenged,  and  they 
proved  to  be  the  baron's  troop  of  pistoliers  retiring  from  the 
iront  with  a  dozen  of  prisoners,  whom  they  had  taken  somewhat 
by  mistake,  when  falling  suddenly  among  the  cantonments  of 
the  enemy,  having  been  misled,  as  their  leader  informed  us,  by 
the  statements  of  a  Schonburg  cattle-dealer  as  to  the  locality  of 
Tilly's  outposts. 

So  dense  was  the  smoke  which  had  rolled  from  the  burned 
Wood  across  the  country,  that  we  could  scarcely  discern  each 
other,  and  the  baron's  inquiries  about  the  conflagration  which 
Had  so  greatly  alarmed  hmi  were  soon  Satisfied ;  and  now,  like 
a  tme  man  or  the  sword,  perceiving  that  among  the  prisoners 
there  were  two  ladies  on  horseback,  I  approached  to  discover 
whether  they  were  young  or  old,  pretty  or  plain,  and  prepared 
to  sympathize  with  them.  Both  were  clad  in  dart  riding  habits, 
and  broad  hats  with  gracefully  drooping  feathers ;  and  both  wore 
masks  of  black  velvet. 

"  We  have  given  the  enemy's  outguards  an  alerte,'*  said  the 
baron,  "  and,  in  revenge  for  it,  some  of  the  restless  Croats  will 
assuredly  come  this  way.  Allow  me  to  direct  that  you  should 
bait  your  Inusketeers  here,  until  I  report  unto  the  Duke  of  Saxe- 
Wiemar  the  utter  impracticability  of  attempting  to  make  any 
hnction  with  the  king  s  troops  by  the  way  of  Holstein ;  besides, 
I  have  just  learned  that  he  nas  fallen  back  on  Flensburg,  and 
tbat  the  whole  duchy  is  in  the  possession  of  Tilly*s  troops,  while 
those  of  Wallenstein  are  daily  pouring  in  from  Silesia.* 

"  Then  we  must  again  seek  night  by  our  ships." 

"  Such  would  be  our  wisest  course  ;  but  no  doubt  Duke  Ber- 
^^,  who  is  brave  as  a  lion,  will  endeavcfur  to  fall  down  into 
Holstein,  if  the  sword  can  cut  a  nassage  for  him.  He  will  re* 
member  how  Mansfeldt's  Scots  ana  Germans  hewed  their  passage 
through  the  Spaniards  at  Fleura.*' 

"And  your  fair  prisoners — ^who  are  theyP" 

"  Ladies  of  rank,  I  believe,  or,"  he  added,  with  one  of  his  impu- 
dent wmks,  "  ladies  atta^ed  to  the  stajff  of  one  of  Tilly's  generals. 
By  her  voice,  and  her  hands,  when  ungloved,  I  could  swear  that 
uie  tailest  one'^^she  wh6  sits  in  her  sadme  so  erectly— is  the  most 
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beantiftd  woman  in  Germany.  Ton  my  sonl,  I  am  qmie  en- 
chanted, and  shall  become  ensnared  at  last,  like  Mark  Antony. 
As  for  that  little  one,  with  her  nose  somewhat  retrousse,  she  is, 
also,  enchanting." 

'*  Where  did  yon  pick  them  np  P"  I  asked,  a  little  piqued  at 
hearing  any  woman  so  praised — ^but  one, 

"  We  fell  suddenly  upon  them  near  a  village — shot  four  of  the 
escort — scattered  the  rest — dismounted  the  officer  (a  dainty 
cavalier  wearing. a  black  velvet  hat  and  T<rhite  feather),  and  car- 
ried them  off,  with  three  other  prisoners  and  ten  horsemen,  as 
you  may  perceive." 

"  Sir,"  said  one  of  the  ladies  in  a  low  voice,  urging  her  horse 
sidelong  towards  me ;  "I  beseech  you  to  protect  me  from  insult, 
if  you  have  not  forgotten  that  old  chateau  of  Luneburg." 

"  Ernestine !"  said  I,  as  my  blood  rushed  back  upon  my  heart. 

The  Count  of  Carlstein  had  obtained  the  baron's  castle  and 
estate ;  and  now  the  baron  had  unwittingly  made  reprisals  by 
seizing  the  count's  two  daughters.  Here  was  a  catastrophe  the 
end  of  which  it  was  impossiole  to  foresee. 

"Ah,  madame!"  said  I,  timidly  touching  the  hand  which 

Oed  her  riding  whip,  "  I  owe  you  my  life,  and  with  that  life 
.  protect  you.    And  this  is " 

"  My  sister  Gabrielle !" 

f*  Ah,  Herr  Zombeek ! — ^I  knew  it  was  the  Herr  Xombeek," 
cried  Gabrielle,  almost  riding  me  over,  as  she  pushed  her  horse 
towards  me ;  "ah,  speak  to  me — ^I  hav^e  not  had  one  good  laugh 
sinceyou  left  us.    How  merry  we  used  to  be  I" 

"  Ton  are  safe  among  us,  ladies,"  said  I,  kissing  the  little  hand 
of  the  childlike  Gabrielle ;  "for  we  have  no  re,s;iments  of  Croats 
or  Merodeurs  under  the  banner  of  Christian  IV." 

"  His  soldiers  have  indeed  the  reputation  of  being  good  and 

fentle,  as  they  are  valiant  and  strong,"  replied  the  haughty 
Imestine ;  "  but  we  are  now  prisoners,  and  at  the  mercy  of  thesa 
uncourteous  pistoliers " 

"  Mention  my  name  to  any  one  who  would  insult  you ;  and 
believe  me,  madame,  it  will  be  a  sufficient  protection  in  tW 
Danish  camp." 

"  Oh  yes  P'  said  Gabrielle,  bustlmg  up  in  her  saddle,  **  I  will 
just  say  our  firiend  is  Herr  Kombeek — or  M'Combeet  is  itP" 

"The  Highlanders  call  me  M'Combich,  because  I  am  the 
friend  of  their  chief;  but  my  proper  name " 

Here  the  baron  uttered  an  impatient  cough. 

" Klosterfiord,"  said  I;  "you  will  protect  these  ladies,  and 
see  them  conveyed  to  a  place  of  safety.' 

"  Undoubtedly—*!  hare  commanded  a  baggage  guard  before 
this." 
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"In  both  I  have  discovered  friends- 
"What!  is  one  the  senora  Prud 


It 
Tf  luu,  I  IS  uuc  uie  senora  xrua " 


Pshaw !"  I  exclaimed,  placing  my  glove  before  his  month ; 
"treat  them  with  every  respect;  to-morrow  we  shall  have  a 
cartel  .for  their  release.  They  are  the  daughters  of  the  great 
Count  of  Carlstein,  camp-master  and  colonel-general  of  the  Im- 
perial horse." 

"  Der  teufel !  the  holder  of  my  fief  in  Lunebnrg !" 

"The  same." 

"By  Jove !  my  boy,  I  shall  take  most  particular  care  of  them," 
replica  the  baron,  twirling  his  mustaches;  "they  are  my  pri- 
Boners,  and  the  price  of  ransom  lies  with  me.  This  is  a  fortunate 
stroke  of  the  goddess — that  blind  jade  with  the  wheel.  Ha! 
ha!  Sir  Count--thou  hast  my  domam,  with  its  parks  and  woods; 
wy  house,  with  its  library,  its  wine-cellar,  and  other  appendages — 
I  nave  thy  daughters.  Let  us  see  which  we  value  most.  Ten 
my  Bonl,  as  things  gO)  I  would  rather  have  the  women  than  the 
old  house." 

Knowing  the  baron  to  be  somewhat  of  a  gay  man,  and  a  rou^, 
I  felt  my  anger  rise  at  his  remarks ;  while  he,  probably  piqued  at 
the  familiar  terms  on  which  I  stood  with  his  fair  captives,  said 
suddenly — 

"  You  will  halt  here,  my  friend,  until  orders  are  sent  to  you  to 
withdraw,  and  fear  not  for  the  ladies.  I  have  had  the  care  of  all 
the  women  of  an  army  before  this— ^" 

"Now,  Karl,  I  must  protest  against  this  appropriation." 

"  Der  teufel !  appropriation — are  they  not  my  prisoners  P  ha  I 
ha !  ha !  Do  you  want  both,  my  unconscionable  Scot  P  Wait 
till  to-morrow,  and  we  may  share  the  spoil  in  fair  camaraderie, 
but  not  till  then.    Pistoliers — forward — trot !" 

The  troop  moved  pff  towards  Heilinghafen ;  I  received  a  wave 
of  the  hand  from  Ernestine ;  Gabrielle  brandished  her  whip,  and 
then  the  whole  group  disa][>peared  into  the  smoke  which  still 
rested  on  the  face  of  the  peninsula,  for  we  occupied  but  a  narrow 
headland  which  jutted  out  into  the  Baltic. 

Anj  pleasure  which  I  felt  at  the  prospect  of  being  able  again 
to  enjoy  the  society  of  Ernestine  and  her  sister,  and  of  having  it 
perhaps  in  my  power  to  return  them  the  kindness  with  which 
they  had  treated  me  at  Luneburg,  was  considerably  clouded  by 
the  knowledge  that  they  were  the  prisoners  of  this  gay  and 
pix>voking  baron,  whose  gallantry  and  mtrigues  had  gained  him 
rather  an  evil  reputation  in  our  camp,  and  at  the  quiet  court  of 
Copenhagen.  Besides,  though  both  of  us  were  captains,  he  was 
doubly  my  senior  officer,  for  the  Danish  pistoliers  ranked  next 
to  the  king's  regiment  of  guards.  I  knew  not  how  he  might  be 
ciiiposed  to  treat  them ;  for  the  appropriation  of  his  Qerr 
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property  by  the  cotint,  would  naturally  make  the  baftm*  a  little 
vindictive.  One  reflection  consoled  me  ;  while  they  were  Damgh 
prisoners,  I  knew  that  Ernestine  would  be  safe  from  the  addresses 
of  Count  Koeniogheim  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  daring  strata- 

§ems  of  his  worthy  rival,  Count  Tilly's  friend,  on  the  ot£er ;  but 
len  they  might  be  expoied  to  the  insults  of  druiikea  soldiers  or 
hostile  boors,  to  the  hardship  and  danger  of  that  wandMrinf^  and 
desultory  warfare  we  were  aoout  to  maintain  among  the  Danish 
Isles ;  and,  if  I  was  shot  or  taken  prisoner,  they  might  be  utterly 
Imfriended. 

My  speculations  had  just  reached  this  point,  and  I  was  about 
to  become  pathetic  at  the  double  prospect  of  my  own  demise  and 
their  unprotected  condition,  when  day  began  to  dawn ;  a  rising 
wind  rolled  away  the  vapour,  and,  amidst  the  beautiful  green  of 
the  landscape,  we  saw  the  scathed  site  of  the  burned  wood*  and 
the  blackened  trunk  of  many  a  pine,  standing  scorched  and 
branchless  among  the  mass  of  ashes  ftnd  charooaL  In  some 
places,  a  slight  puff  of  smoke  arose,  to  show  where  the  embers 
yet  were  smouldering. 

On  that  dark  spot  lay  the  bodies  of  sixteen  of  our  comrades 
— men  who  yesterday  morning  were  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  life 
and  all  their  faculties ;  but  we  had  no  time  to  bury  thenEi*  so 
their  poor  remains  were  left  to  the  wild  animals,  the  "  devouring 
dogs  and  hungry  vultures,"  or  to  the  polecats  and  weasels  that 
lurked  among  the  adjacent  marshes. 

While  the  morning  was  yet  grev,  the  right  win^  of  our  regi- 
ment under  the  colonel.  Sir  Donald,  came  up  with  pipes  playing ; 
we  joined,  and  together  advanced  towards  tne  enemy. 

*'  I  have  heard  of  all  that  has  happened  overnight.  Captain 
EoUo,"  said  the  colonel ;  ''  and  this  day,  before  sundown,  you 
shall  perhaps  have  ample  room  to  revenge  your  danger  and  loss. 
Duke  Bernard  has  ordered  us  to  seize  the  pass  of  Oldenburg  and 
maintain  it  against  TUly  until  he  has  re-embarked  his  Utx>ps  for 
Flensburf^,  as  we  have  not  the  slightest  chance  of  successfully 
reaching  it  by  the  way  of  Holsteih.  Our  Scottish  ships,  and 
three  others  of  the  Danish  fleet,  are  now  close  in  snore  at 
Heilinghafen." 

"  But  can  we  underiyike  this  desperate  service  with  lumour  to 
ourselves?" 

**  With  honour  to  ourselves  we  can  undertake  anyUiing,"  said 
Ian,  proudly ;  "  and  with  honour  to  ourselves  we  hope  to  fulfil 
whatever  we  undertake.  Look  on  the  blade  of  my  sword,  Philip, 
and  see  what  my  ancestor,  Giliespoc  M*Farquhar,  wrote  tiieie 
before  he  drew  it  against  the  Danes  at  the  glorious  battle  of 
Lmioarty,  where  we  fought  under  King  JCenneth  III." 

laa  held  the  bladcj  then  brown  with  agei  before  mj  ayes»  aavd 
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I  read  upon  it  the  noble  sentiment,  in  the  old  Gaelic  letter, 
"Na  iarruig  mi  gun  obhair,  *sna  cuir  air  ais  mi  gun  onair"* 

"If  ever  I  fall  in  battle,  Philip,  this  sword  is  yours,  but  you 
must  convey  it  to  my  father's  house  in  Strathdee  $  for  while  tney 
possess  this  sword,  the  Clan  Farquhar  will  flourish,  at  least  unto 
the  tenth  generation."    ' 

The  sun  rose  brightly  from  the  azure  Baltic,  the  flowers  put 
forth  their  perfume,  and  with  our  war-pipes  pouring  an  old 
Highland  march  on  the  breeze — ^the  cool,  fresh  breeze  of  the 
autumn  morning  that  floated  over  t^e  fleldsL—we  advanced,  with 
the  fate  of  Duke  Bemaord's  army  in  our  hands  (for  we  had  to 
cover  their  retreat  or  perish),  and  entered  the  narrow  pass  of 
Oidenburgi  four  hundred  strong ;  all  stout  fellows  of  the  best 
dans  in  Scotland — ^resolute  hearts  as  ever  met  death  front  to 
front,  by  flood  or  field.  ^ 

In  an  hour  we  reached  Oldenburg,  a  venerable  town  where 
Otho  the  Gteat  founded  a  bishopric  in  the  eighth  centuij.  It 
onee  had  a  noble  harbour ;  but  in  the  wars  of  Margaret  of  Ben- 
mark,  whoee  chemise  was  carried  on  a  lance  against  the  armies 
of  the  Count  of  Holstein,  the  port  and  town  were  alike  destrojredy 
since  when  it  has  been  a  poor  place,  and  of  little  consideration. 
Bat  it  is  of  great  antiquity ;  for  I  remember  reading  in  an  old  MS. 
history,  that  on  Harold  iClack,  King  of  Sleswig  m  826,  turning 
Christian,  and  being  defeated  in  battle  by  his  subjects  near  Flens- 
l)Q]|r,  he  took  shelter  in  Oldenburg,  and  had  himself,  with  his 
favourite  wife  and  charger,  built  up  in  a  stone  wine  tun,  where 
the  lady  is  heard  to  sinff,  the  charger  to  neigh,  and  the  king  to 
wind  his  war-bom,  until  this  day.  We  made  the  MS.  up  into 
liftU  otftridges ;  thus  the  reader  may  be  assured,  this  account  of 
Harold  Klack's  exit  would  be  found  in  no  other  book  extant  than 
these  manoirB. 

We  took  possession  of  the  pass,  and  proceeded  at  once  to  cut  a 
Innoh  across  the  road,  to  throw  up  a  breastwork,  and  ^et  under 
wrer,  o)i  being  further  reinforced  by  the  baron's  pistoliers  and  a 
few  Danish  fi^d  cidverins  of  brass,  upon  travelling  carriages. 

*  It  is  curious  that  many  old  Persian  sabres  are  similarly  inaorilMt— Z)ftN0 
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!ff0fe  %  Btkwil]. 


CHAPTEE   XXXVIIL 

THE  PASS  OF  OLDENBUfiG. 

Heee  a^ain,  as  at  Boitzenburg  and  elacTrhefe,  the  desperate 
duty  of  k^ping  Tilly  in  check  until  Duke  Bernard's  Danisk 
forces  were  re-embarked,  was  reserved  for  the  Highlanders  of  the 
regiment  of  Strathnaver.  "Well  did  the  duke  know,  that  if  they 
failed,  no  other  troops  could  perform,  this  all  but  hopeless  and 
most  arduous  duty.  jBent  on  cutting  off  the  retreat  of  our  able 
and  valiant  leader,  Tilly  was  marching  all  his  force  against  that 
little  peninsula,  the  neck  of  which  is  occupied  by  the  venerable 
Oldenourg. 

In  the  pass  or  hollow  way  through  which  the  high-road  wound, 
we  threw  up  a  strong  barricade  or  redoubt  of  earth  and  turf, 
embrasured  for  six  pieces  of  cannon,  with  the  talus  sloped  for 
musketry ;  a  ditch  lay  in  front,  and  in  the  angle  a  small  sally- 
port, by  which  our  troop  of  pistoliers  could  pass  out  and  retire 
again.  We  had  this  small  troop  of  horse  to  assist  us  if  compelled 
to  retire ;  for  it  was  then  becoming  customary  to  post  squadrons 
of  cavalry  between  platoons  of  infantry — a  taetique  first  adopted 
by  the  Swedes  after  their  great  defeat  in  1614. 

We  made  the  place  very  strong,  flanked  it  out  to  give  a  cross 
fire,  and  availed  ourselves  of  some  ruinous  walls,  the  fragments 
of  an  ancient  fort — old  perhaps  as  the  day^of  Dan,the  supposed 
founder  of  the  Danish  monarchy.  The  whole  day  we  toiled,  and 
with  evening  saw  our  barricade  completed,  then  we  rested  for  a 
time  from  our  labours,  which  included  the  demolition  of  several 
houses  for  materials  to  construct  the  work,  and  the  usual  appro- 
priation of  their  furniture  for  fuel  to  make  ourselves  comfortable. 

On  this  evening — the  last  which  many  were  doomed  to  see — 
the  sun  set  gloriously.  Sinking  behind  crimson  bars,  like  an  orb 
of  burning  gold,  it  lingered  long  in  the  shining  west,  for  the 
scenery  was  level,  or  gently  undulated,  and  interspersed  by 
clumps  of  pale-green  birch  and  darker  beech,  and  little  marshy 
lakes,  where  the  wild  goose  and  the  snow-white  swan  were  float- 
ing as  yet  undisturbed.  Towards  the  pass  where  we  were  posted, 
the  sunlight  stole  along  the  verdant  hollows,  tinging  with  a  deep 
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purple  flush  the  little  stream  which  last  night  had  saved  us,  and 
was  now  gliding  on  without  obstruction,  and  stealing  impercep- 
tibly towards  the  Baltic.  The  horizon  was  all  of  a  violet  hue ;  the 
spire  of  Oldenburg  seemed  a  cone  of  flame,  and  the  ocean  a  mirror 
of  blue  and  gold.  The  corn  was  waving  in  yellow  ear;  the 
heather  moss  was  in  purple  flower,  just  as  we  might  see  it  in  our 
own  dear  mountain  nome ;  the  honey-bee  was  floating  over  the 
wild-flowers  that  grew  by  the  wayside ;  while  the  woodlark  and 
goldfinch  sang  in  the  scattered  coppice,  and  the  brown  sparrow 
and  the  robin-redbreast  twittered  on  the  green  hedges.  I  remem- 
ber that  Ernestine  told  me  a  beautiful  old  German  legend  about 
that  honest  bird  the  robin,  and  how  its  breast  first  became  red- 
dened by  flying  against  the  side  of  our  wounded  Saviour,  when 
bleeding  upon  the  cross.  It  is  an  ancient  and  pretty  legend, 
and,  Hke  otliers,  will  soon  be  forgotten. 

In  the  warm  sunshine,  I  lay  on  the  grassy  sward  reflecting  on 
the  deadly  struggle  which  was  about  to  ensue,  and  had  inevitably 
to  be  encountered  before  I  could  have  the  least  chance  of  again 
seeing  Ernestine. 

I  miffht  be  carried  on  board,  wounded  perhaps,  to  be  again 
under  ner  tender  care ;  or  I  might  perhaps  be  placed  on  board 
another  vessel ;  or,  more  likely  than  either,  i  might  be  left 
behind,  shot  in  the  pass,  to  lie  there — ^left  unburied  by  the 
Imperialists ;  left,  like  too  many  of  our  brave  men,  to  gorge  the 
maws  of  the  wolf  and  the  raven. 

Amid  this  gloomy  reverie,  I  heard  the  drums  beat  and  the 
pipes  sound  the  gathering ;  all  my  dark  thoughts  were  forgotten 
in  a  moment ;  I  fastened  my  plaid,  drew  my  sword,  and  sprang 
tip  to  lead  my  company  to  its  duty. 

The  Imperialists  were  coming  on,  and  now  were  less  than 
half  a  mile  distant ;  the  head  of  the  first  column  was  marching 
straight  towards  us,  as  we  could  distinctly  perceive  by  the  cloud 
of  dust  which  rolled  along  the  roadway,  and  the  brightness  of 
their  arms,  which,  as  they  were  advancing,  reflected  the  sun's 
rays  steadily  and  perpendicularly,  for  it  is  necessary  to  march 
vith  arms  shouldered  when  the  matches  are  lighted.  If  the 
glitter  of  arms  is  varied  and  uncertain,  outposts  may  always  be 
assured  that  the  enemy  are  retiring. 

Galled  by  our  six  pieces  of  cannon,  which  every  moment 
ploughed  frightful  lanes  through  their  deep  formation,  three 
heavy  columns  came  on,  leaving  a  long  train  of  killed  and 
wounded  behind  them.  The  din  of  this  cannonade  brought 
out  the  other  wing  of  our  regiment  from  Heilinghafen  to  sup- 
port us. 

Loud  and  long  blew  Torquil  Gorm,  our  piper-major,  and  his 
companions ;  and,  as  the  wild  pibroch  of  Mackay  floated  over  tb^ 
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level  country,  we  heard  the  drums  of  the  Imperialists  heating  in 
defiance  and  reply.  By  the  aid  of  his  Galileo  glass.  Sir  Donald, 
our  colonel,  discovered  that  the  attaclring  column  was  the  fero- 
cious regiment  of  Merod^,  with  the  red  cross  and  hlack  eagle  on 
its  colours. 

Their  cannon  slew  many  of  our  men ;  the  first  struck  was  my 
ensign,  Hugh  Eose,  of  Xilravock,  whose  lez  was  torn  off  imme- 
diately below  the  kilt,  by  the  ball  of  a  spirole,  or  serpentine  gun, 
and  he  was  carried  to  the  rear  across  the  Lochaber  axes  of  Phadrig 
Mhor  and  Sergeant  M'Gillvray ;  but  the  brave  boy's  spirit  never 
quailed,  and  he  frequently  cried —    * 

"  Stand  by  the  white  oanner — the  br attach  hane!  Stand  by 
the  Scottish  cross,  my  brave  comrades !  I  shall  march  with  you 
on  a  wooden  stump  yet." 

"  Children  of  the  Gael,"  cried  our  colonel  in  Gaelic ;  "  keep 
shoulder  to  shoulder ;  here  is  the  white  banner  of  Clan  Aoidh— 
blow  your  matches — guard  your  pans — give  fire !" 

Like  a  stream  of  red  light,  the  rapid  musketry  poured  deatli 
over  the  summit  of  the  dark  earthen  bank,  and  we  saw  the  Im- 
perialists falling  over  each  other,  like  fish  shaken  out  of  a  net ; 
while  the  thirsty  soil  literally  smoked  with  their  Austrian  blood. 
There  was  a  momentary  pause !  But  the  ranks  were  closed  np ; 
the  coloura  were  bent  wrward,  and  their  oflScers  with  brandished 
pikes  and  rapiers  led  them  on.  A  lurid  streak  of  fire  ran  along 
their  ranks ;  closely  and  simultaneously  it  flashed  from  all  the 
levelled  muzzles,  and  a  hail  storm  of  bullets  was  poured  against 
us,  but  they  generally  sank  thick  and  fast  into  the  breastwork, 
or  swept  harmlessly  over  our  heads.  A  few  rattled  among  our 
helmets,  and  I  heard  a  heavy  clattering  on  my  right  and  left,  ss 
a  few  of  our  soldiers  fell  prone  with  aU  their  accoutrements  on 
the  ground. 

On  pressed  the  undaunted  foe  with  tumultuous  shouts ;  with 
standards  waving  and  Jioarse  drums  beating  rapidly,  they  spread 
before  us  like  a  glittering  mass,  and  our  men  fired  point-blank 
into  it,  being  sure,  as  the  colonel  said,  that  '*  every  bullet  would 
kiU  more  than  its  man." 

"  To  your  duty !  to  your  duty !  my  brave  hearts  of  Strath- 
naVer  I  level  low,  and  level  surely !  *  exclaimed  our  colonel, 
waving  his  sword  over  the  parapet,  his  scarlet  plaid  and  rich 
Spanisn  doublet  making  him  the  aim  of  a  hundred  muskets, 
"They  break,  but  they  do  not  recoil ;  they  are  again  advancing. 
Well  done,  men  of  J^ochnaver-side — ^my  father's  people !  To  your 
duty  clan  Aoidh,  clan  Vurich,  and  clan  Chattan ! "  he  added,  to 
compliment  apd.  encourage  the  men  of  the  various  tribes  who 
"T^posed  the  regiment. 

n,  M*Coll  of  that  Hk,  Munro  of  Oulcraigie,  M*Ken»ie  of 
>n,  and  others,  imitated  his  example ;  and  a  wild  Highland 
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eheer  j^spoaded  to  the  bold  chieftain  of  Mackay,  the  hero  of  a 
linndred  feudal  confliotg  and  daring  creaghs ;  while  the  rattle  of 
brass  butts  and  ramrods,  the  casting  about  of  muskets,  with  the 
incessant  and  rapid  fire  Yolleyed  over  the  breastwork,  evinced 
how  arduously  our  soldiers  fbught ;  and  every  time  the  smoke 
cleared  away,  we  saw  the  brave  pikemen  of  Camargo,  and  th# 
hardy  musketeers  of  Merod^  writhmg  on  the  ground,  and  rolling 
over  each  other  in  their  agony.  In  many  places  there  were  others 
who  lay  still  enough,  indeed. 

Led  by  officers  of  the  most  heroic  courage  and  devoted  seal,^- 
among  whom  I  recognised  the  Count  of  Carlstein,  conspicuous  by 
his  brUliant  armour,  red  plume,  and  beautiful  horse,  brandishing 
IronkeiOdT — again  the  first  column  flung  themselves  like  a  living 
sea  against  the  redoubt,  and  leaped  into  the  rough  trench,  officers 
and  musketeers,  pikemen  and  halberdiers,  pell-mell,  with  stan* 
dards,  scaling-ladders,  axes,  and  sledge-hammers. 

**  Pikes  against  stormers,"  cried  Sir  Donald ;  "  pikemen  to  the 
front— shoulder  to  shoulder,  my  children  !  Fire)  musketeers ! — 
fire  low,  and  push  with  3^ our  pikes,  my  gallant  pikemen  \  The 
hull^t  misses,  but  the  pike  never.  To  your  auty,  my  brave 
dninewassals — ^my  true  bcottish  cavaliers !  Claymore — claymore 
and  biodag ! " 

Loaded  to  their  muzzles  with  musket-shot  and  grape,  our  cannon 
iwept  the  ditch,  and  cleared  it  of  all  but  the  dead  and  the  dying, 
who  lay  there  in  frightful  heaps,  with  their  maimed  bodies  and 
torn  armour  drenched  in  that  red  current  which  the  thirsty  soil 
imbibed.  Again  and  again  they  came  on,  and  again  and  again 
ve  repelled  3iem'-*maintaining  the  pass  against  them  for  two 
hours  with  the  moat  desperate  valour. 

Thrice  I  saw  the  count— the  brave  father  of  Ernestine — ^fall, 
when,  struck  by  successive  shots,  his  horse  sank  under  him ;  but 
he  seemed  to  have  a  charmed  life,  and  thrice  his  noble  horse  was 
a^ain  dragged  to  its  feet  by  the  assistance  of  Count  Kosningheim, 
his  aide-de-camp,  whose  sword-arm  was  tied  up  by  a  blood-stained 
aearf.  Thus  was  the  contest  continued  until  our  men  became 
exhausted  by  casting  about  their  muskets,  and  their  bandoleers 
Were  emptied. 

We  then  fell  back  and  gave  plaee  to  our  left  wing  under  Ian  1 
ai^aiu  the  fury  of  the  Imperialists  was  severely  curbed,  and  again 
the  deadly  smfd  was  renewed  with  them,  till  the  encumbered 
ditch  was  almost  piled  breast-high  with  dead.  For  every  High- 
landman  who  lay  killed  or  pounded  behind  the  redoubt,  at  least 
ten  Austrian s  lay  before  it ;  for  in  showers  our  cannon-shot  tore 
through  their  dense  ranks,  which  were  eight  and  twelve  deep,  an 
ancient  order  of  battle  which  Tilly  obstinately  retained,  and 
wliieh  is  coeval  with  the  wars  of  Julius  Cajsar. 

To  me  this  carnage  was  nothing  then ;  my  blood  was  fair^ 
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roused,  a&d  the  poor  shattered  fragments  of  humanil^  that  lay  in 
the  trench  were  of  little  more  moment  than  the  fallen  leayea  of 
a  forest.  Yet  I  could  recal  the  time  when  I  had  shuddered  at 
the  puncture  of  a  doctor's  lancet ;  but  none  save  an  old  soldier 
can  know  how  (for  a  time)  such  scenes  will  harden  the  human 
heart. 

We  formed  in  rear  of  the  left  win?,  and  almost  beyond  musket- 
shpt ;  but  our  hearts  were  still  on  nre,  and  again  we  longed  to 
join  in  that  fierce  strife  before  us.  The  sun  had  set,  but  the 
moon  was  rising  from  the  Baltic  to  aid  the  long  lingering  twilight 
of  the  north,  and  above  the  clouds  of  snow-white  smoke  which 
enveloped  the  sconce,  the  pass,  and  the  assailing  columns,  we  saw 
the  black  ravens . floating  in  mid-air;  for  these  dire  birds  had 
learned  to  know  the  sound  that  usually  preceded  their  ghastly 
banquets. 

Our  dead  and  wounded  lay  around  us  thickly ;  and  among  the 
former  I  found  my  poor  young  ensign,  Hugh  Sose.  He  lay 
within  three  feet  of  a  bright  brooklet,  which  gurgled  among  the 
long  grass  and  the  wild-flowers.  Left  to  bleed  to  death,  the  un- 
happy suflerer  had  evidently  expired  in  a  futile  attempt  to  reach 
the  water,  and  many  others  who  had  crawled  so  far  lay  ^ead 
within  it :  thus,  crimsoned  with  their  blood,  that  flower-bordered 
rivulet  soon  became  a  hideous  puddle ;  yet  therein  our  wounded 
and  weary  would  still  continue  to  slake  their  thirst,  crowding 
and  jostling  each  other  as  they  drank  out  of  their  helmets  and 
hands. 

As  I  viewed  this  painful  scene  by  the  cold  glare  of  the  moon, 
I  thought  of  the  old  Danish  ballad  of  the  great  battle  at  Chalons, 
where  the  vassal  kings  of  Attila,  the  scourge  of  God,  fought 
against  the  warriors  of  ^tius ;  for  it  is  related  that  there  a 
similar  incident  occurred. 

Meanwhile,  the  roar  of  musketry  continued  in  front,  and  the 
brave  men  of  our  left  wing,  under  my  valiant  kinsman  the  major, 
kept  the  foe  in  check  until  the  night  was  fairly  set  in,  when 
Bittmaster  Hume  of  Carrolside,  colonel  of  the  Scottish  pistoliers, 
arrived  from  Duke  Bernard  with  an  order  for  us  to  retire,  as  his 
troops,  horses,  and  cannon  were  all  re-embarked ;  but  this  was 
afterwards  proved  to  be  a  mistake.  Immediately  upon  this  our 
cannon  were  spiked  to  render  them  useless — a  fashion  first  intro- 
duced by  Gaspar  Vimercalus  of  Bremen ;  the  redoubt  was  aban- 
doned ;  our  lefb  wing  fell  back  double  quick,  and  formed  with 
the  right  into  one  solid  square,  with  tne  pikes  without,  the 
musketeers  and  colours  witmn. 

We  retired  as  fast  as  we  could,  aware  that  if  the  Imperial 
cavalry  and  artillery  got  through  the  barricade  at  the  pass,  all 
would  be  over  with  us ;  as  the  former  would  inevitably  cut  us  to 
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pieces  if  we  formed  line,  and  the  other  might  slaughter  us  by 
Fhole  companies  if  we  retreated  in  square. 

With  yells  of  fierce  triumph,  like  a  pack  of  unkennelled  blood- 
hounds, we  could  perceive  theregimgnts  of  Merod^  and  Camargo 
swarming  over  the  deserted  breastwork,  where  their  helmets  and 
weapons  flashed  and  glittered  in  the  moonlight  as  they  formed  in 
some  order  and  pursued  us  double  quick. 

At  that  decisive  moment  they  received  a  sudden  check ;  for. 
the  gallant  Baron  of  Klosterfiord,  taking  advantage  of  their 
partial  formation,  advanced  against  them  with  his  troop,  which 
was  principally  composed  of  sturdy  Holsteiners. 

"Holstein,  Holstein !"  cried  the  baron,  rising  in  his  stirrups 
and  brandishing  his  sword. 

"Holstein  Glaube!  Holstein  Glaube!"  cried  the  pistoliers, 
and  with  plumes  of  white  horsehair  waving  on  their  steel 
helmets,  and  the  blue  blades  of  their  rapiers  flashing  in  the 
moonlight,  they  swept  forward;  and  their  heavy  horses — the 
large,  dark,  glossy  bays  of  Holstein  and  Jutlana— buifst  head- 
long into  the  Austrian  ranks,  and  rode  right  through  them. 
There  was  a  tremendous  crash — a  yell — a  horrible  confusion, 
and  a  flashing  of  swords ;  then  a  discharge  of  fire-arms  was 
followed  by  me  sound  of  a  trumpet,  and  the  brave  pistoliers 
rejoined  us  at  a  hand  gallop,  leaving  only  a  few  of  their  num- 
ber behind  them.    It  was,  indeed,  a  brilliant  charge ! 

Captains  M'Kenzie  of  Kildon,  the  Eed  M* Alpine,  Sir  Patrick 
Mackay,  and  the  laird  of  TuUoch.  with  Lieutenant  Stuart,  and 
five  ensigns,  were  severely  wounded  in  this  aflair ;  so  many 
officers  had  been  killed  that  we  had  scarcely  enough-  left  to 
command  our  pikes ;  and  the  colonel's  own  copipany,  which  was 
almost  entirely  composed  of  young  duinewasssils,  or  Highland 
cavaliers  of  good  family,  was  literally  reduced  to  a  skeleton. 

Between  us  and  the  enemy  it  was  now  a  race  for  who  should 
first.reaeh  Heilinghafen ;  but  in  rapidity  of  movement  they  were 
no  match  for  the  bare-kneed  men  of  the  Scottish  mountains. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE  HIGHT  OF  H0BB0B8  AT  HEILINGHAFEN. 

Without  firing  another  shot,  we  reached  Heilinghafen,  and 
found  the  town  in  a  state  of  unparalleled  uproar.  Terrified  by 
the  noise  of  the  cannon  and  musketry  at  Oldenburg,  and  still 
more  by  the  rapid  advance  of  the  enemy,  the  mariners  of  the 
Danish  and  Scottish  ships,  and  their  masters  and  mates,  would 
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not  leave  their  anchorage  to  haul  in-shore  and  embark  the  eroeps, 
who  were  all  crowded  on  the  beach  and  mole— officers  and 
Boldiera,  horse  and  foot,  women,  baggage  and  pioneers,  pikemen 
and  musketeers,  without  fcfrmation  or  discipline,  and  struck 
with  a  panic  by  the  vicinity  of  the  foe — a  panic  which  our 
appearance,  as  we  advanced  m  dense  column  towards  the  heach 
or  pier,  with  arms  sloped  and  matches  lighted,  increased. 

f  thought  of  Ernestme  and  Gabrielle.  Where  were  they  auiicl 
all  that  frightful  commotion  P 

The  enemy  were  close  at  our  heels ;  there  was  not  a  moment 
to  be  lost  between  deciding  upon  instant  embarkation,  or  a 
surrender  of  the  whole  eight  thousand  men  to  Count  Tillj. 
Duke  Bernard  and  his  bravest  and  most  distinguished  officers, 
oven  the  Baron  Karl  and  Bittmaster  Hume,  had  lost  all  autho- 
rity, for  a  terror  of  the  victorious  Imperialists  bore  all  before  it ; 
and  there,  as  Jf  to  tantalize  us,  was  our  fleet  lying  in  the  road- 
stead, with  the  looseped  lails  glimmering  in  the  broad  moonlight, 
which  shed  a  blaze  of  splendour  on  the  wide  blue  Baltic. 

A  mole,  or  broad  pier  of  stone,  which  jutted  out  into  the  ssa, 
was  densely  crowded  bya  column  of  cavalry,  nearly  a  thousand 
German  Bieitres  and  i^anish  lancers,  who  were  waiting  the 
approach  of  two  large  vessels,  the  Scottish  Crown  of  Leith  and 
a  l)ane,  whose  crews,  morp  courageous  th^^l  other?,  were  fast 
warping  inwards,  and  had  approached  within  fifty  yards  of  the 
shore.  A  shout  of  rage  burst  rrom  our  ranks,  when  we  found  our- 
selves compelled  to  halt  before  this  hopelessly  disorganised  mass. 

"Duke  of  Saxe- Weimar,"  said  our  colonel  to  the  general, 
"  after  holding  the  pass  of  Oldenburg  for  the  whole  evening 
against  ten  thousand  men,  are  my  brave  soldiers — ^tbe  children 
of  my  tribe — to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  foe,  because  these 
Danish  cowards  will  neither  fight  nor  fleeP" 

"  Taunt  me  not.  Sir  Donald  Mackay,"  replied  the  brave  Ber- 
nard, lifting  the  umbriere  of  his  helmet  by  one  hand,  ^nd  reining 
in  JRaven,  his  fiery  war-horse,  by  the  other ;  **  for  they  have 
scaled  their  own  doom — not  I.  tfut  they  have  covered  with  dis- 
grace the  name  I  have  won  me  on  two-and-twenty  battle-fields." 

"  Seven  hundred  brave  hearts  yet  remain  to  you,"  replied  the 
stately  chief,  who  waM  an  old  comrade  of  the  duke,  **  and  these 
will  embark  your  excellency,  or  perish  on  the  shore." 

**  By  the  grey  stone  of  M'Gregor,  we  will!"  added  M'Alpine, 
who  led  the  first  company. 

*•  Dioul !  it  was  well  said,  stout  colonel,"  said  Ian ;  "shall  ^c 
be  the  victims  of  these  hen-hearted  cowards  P  Are  tlxese  figures 
in  iron  women  or  slaves?" 

"  Let  us  clear  the  pier  of  tbQ  horsemen !    Let  us  attack  and 
11 1  to  pieces  this  band  of  cowaxds  who  bar  the  way!"  cried 

Alpine. 
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"let  ni  fofm  square  and  fire  on  them/*  ss^id  M'Kenzie  of 
£ildon. 

"  But  they  will  charge  us,**  added  another  officer. 

"Pioull"  said  Ian,  ** let  us  charge  them,  and  then  their  blood 
be  on  their  own  heads.  Hark — by  the  Holy  Iron  I  there  are  the 
oannoniers  of  the  enemy." 

"Pikemen  to  the  front — to  the  front  against  horsemen!"  cried 
Sir  Donald  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  while  ]iigh  in  his  stirrups  he 
raiaed  his  towering  form.  "  Heed  not  the  wolves  behind,  but 
bear  away  those  sheep  in  front !  Shoulder  to  shoulder,  High- 
londmen — -forward,  charge!" 

At  this  terrible  moment  the  yell  of  our  pibroohi  and  the  dist 
tant  boom  of  the  Imperial  cannon,  were  but  additional  spurs  to 
M.  Formed  in  line,  eight  ranks  deep,  the  whole  breadth  of  the 
mole,  our  pikemen  rushed  like  a  hedge  of  steel  upon  the  mass  of 
mailed  horsemen,  whose  officers  strove,  bi;t  vainly,  to  pnt  them 
in  some  order  to  resist  an  attack  so  unexpected, 

"Draw  swords — unsling  carbines!  blow  matches — goad 
flanks!  Penmarki  Denmark!  Vivat  Christian  IV!"  we  heard 
them  exclaiming,  and  endeavouring  by  the  unsparing  use  of  their 
iwords  to  enforce  obedience,  but  in  vain.  Tne  horses  in  front 
recoiled  madly  upon  those  in  rear,  and  in  two  minutes  the  unwieldy 
crowd  was  driven  over  the  shelving  edge  of  the  open  pier,  head- 
long into  the  water,  where  they  fell  in  piles  over  each  other 
mreing  heavily  down,  horses  and  riders,  for  our  charge  was  so 
fatally  victorious  that  the  old  Count  of  Eantzau  alone  escaped. 

The  fiery  temperament  of  the  Highland  soldier  admirably 
caloulates  him  for  the  assault  and  charge ;  thus,  in  «very  battle 
since  the  field  of  Luncarty,  a  charge  of  clans  has  been  irresistible. 
In  the  onset,  the  fierce  enthusiasm  spreads  along  the  line  from 
heart  to  heart,  like  wild-fire  or  lightning ;  for  if  the  impetuous 
nuh  and  shook  of  falling  headlong,  and  weapon  in  hand,  among 
the  ranks  of  a  shrinking  foe,  will  kindla  a  blaze  of  chivalry  even 
in  the  dullest  heart,  how  much  must  it  inspirit  and. inspire  a  race 
of  hereditary  soldiers,  like  the  clans  of  the  Scottish  Gael! 

Along  the  side  of  the  pier,  on  both  hands,  the  scene  was 
literally  ^wful  I 

Heihnghafen  was  now  in  flames ;  for  the  Puket  like  a  wise 
general,  to  prevent  the  foe  from  finding  shelter,  had  fired  the  old 
wooden  town  in  six  places,  and  thus  six  columns  or  sheets  of  fire 
iheda  livid  blaze  of  light  upon  the  harbour,  where  in  a  seething 
laasB  of  foam — the  result  of  their  frantic  efibrts — a  thousand 
armed  horses  and  their  mailed  riders  were  drowning  or  struggling 
for  life.  Among  the  froth  and  surf,  the  men  clung  wildly  to  each 
other,  and  to  their  horses,  sinking  in  groups,  and  rising  singly  to 
disappear  again.    The  cries  of  the  despairing  and  the  drowning 
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the  splasliing  of  their  futile  straggles  for  life,  aa  they  swam  or 
sank  among  a  mass  of  maddened  chargers,  terrified  by  the  blood- 
red  blaze  shed  from  the  burning  town  upon  the  water,  were 
piteous  in  the  extreme.  The  commotion  made  by  them  in  the 
surf,  actually  rolled  it  in  billows  on  the  shore — ^billows  which 
soon  became  tinged  with  blood ;  for  the  Imperial  cavalry,  which 
now  came  up  with  a  few  light  falconets,  cruelly  opened  a  fire 
upon  this  frightful  chaos,  and  tbus  the  few  of  the  iJaniBh  horse- 
men who  might  have  escaped  the  waves  and  a  watery  grave, 
perished  under  the  shower  of  iron  poured  upon  them  from  the 
shore. 

Our  soldiers  made  a  halt,  and  a  half-smothered  cry  of  pity  rose 
from  their  ranks ;  for  these  drowning  troopers  had  been  our 
comrades  in  more  than  one  encounter. 

At  that  moment  a  man  appeared  at  the  edge  of  the  mole,  to 
which  he  had  scrambled  up — Heaven  alone  knows  how — and  with 
a  light  hatchet  he  hewed  with  furious  zeal  to  sever  the  warps  by 
which  the  ships  were  approaching  to  save  us. 

"  Bandolo,  the  spy  !**  I  exclaimed,  recognising  my  Sch6nberg 
trader  in  the  canvas  doublet.     "  By  Heaven,  it  is  Bandolo!" 

Gillian  M*Bane,  Donald  M' Vurich,  and  another  soldier,  levelled 
their  muskets ;  all  fired  at  once,  and  with  a  yell  Bandolo  tumbled 
headlong  into  the  water,  to  swell  the  list  of  the  drowning. 

"  Ah,  sjjy  and  assassin,  thou  art  gone  at  last !"  thought  I. 

"  Captain  Kollo,  the  enemy's  horse  are  close  upon  us.  Cover 
our  rear  with  your  company  until  Duke  Bernard  is  on  board," 
said  Sir  Donald,  as  he  passed  me  on  foot,  dragging  by  the  bridle 
his  snorting  charger. 

Aided  by  a  temporary  gangway,  our  soldiers  crowded  on  bdard 
the  first  ship  that  reached  the  mole ;  and,  in  token  that  she  was 
ours.  Sir  Donald  planted  the  Scottish  ensign  on  her  poop. 

Though  they  were  fired  at  by  the  panic-stricken  Danes,  who 
crowded  the  beach  in  thousands,  two  regiments  of  Austrian 
horsemen  swept  along  the  pier  to  cut  us  off;  but  with  my  com- 
pany of  musketeers  I  boldly  confronted  them.  Ian,  M*Alpine> 
Phadrig  Mhor,  and  stout  sergeant  M*Gillvray  were  close  by  m? 
side,  and  we  all  fell  on  with  pike  and  musket,  like  true  Scottisli 
hearts.  M*Alister  of  Lairgie,  a  poor  young  ensign,  who  had  lost 
Kildon's  company  in  the  confusion  and  joined  mine,  was  shot 
dead ;  but  I  snatched  from  him  the  Brattach  Bajie,  the  white 
banner  of  Mackay,  as  he  fell  into  the  water,  and,  throwing  myself 
forward  with  it  in  my  left  hand,  and  a  cocked  pistol  in  my  right— 

" Gentlemen  and  comrades  !'*  I  exclaimed,  "if  you  would  not 
lose  your  honour,  defend  this  standard,  for  thus  far  shall  the 
enemy  come — ^but  no  farther."  I  placed  the  staff  between  tw« 
stones  of  the  pier,  and  a  fresh  confiict  began  around  it.    I  ^^ 
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the  aim  of  a  liundred  pistols  ;  but,  thougli  horsemen  seldom  or 
never  hit  their  mark,  the  bullets  tore  the  standard  to  pieces. 

Conspicuous  among  the  black-mailed  E»eitres,  I  recognised  the 
Count  of  Carlstein  in  his  polished  steel,  with  his  scarlet  plume, 
the  golden  fleece  at  his  breast,  and  his  beautiful  charger  Bellochio 
streaming  with  blood. 

"  On— on,  Kceningheim  !"  we  heard  this  splendid  soldier  ex- 
claiming as  he  brandished  his  sword — ^the  famous  Ironhewer  (so 
often  mentioned  in  the  Svedish  Intelligencer.)  "  Charge  with 
your  lances  and  Beitres !  To  the  left— -to  the  left ;  upon  the 
iDanes  and  down  with  them,  but  spare  the  poor  lads  in  tartan ! 
Close  up — close  up !  forward  Koeninghiem,  for  my  daughters  are 
on  board  one  of  those  very  vessels !" 

How  my  heart  beat  at  these  words,  which  I  heard  distinctly 
amid  the  hellish  uproar  around  me  and  below. 

On  came  the  Ileitres  and  lancers  mingled,  their  armour  dimmed 
by  blood  and  dew ;  on — on,  seeming  like  men  and  horses  of  black 
marble,  when  seen  between  us  and  the  red  blaze  of  the  town, 
now  sheeted  with  flame,  in  tlieir  rear.  There  was  a  shock,  as  with 
levelled  weapons  and  bare  knees  on  the  ground,  our  pikemen 
met  them  like  a  waU;  then  sharp  swords  rang  on  polished 
helmets ;  bright  lances  reeking  with  blood  flashed  in  the  air ;  as 
they  were  thrust,  withdrawn,  and  thrust  again ;  banners  rustled 
and  ballets  whistled ;  musketry  rattled  and  cannon  boomed  alon^ 
the  echoing  beach ;  while  the  dull  roar  of  the  conflagration,  and 
the  last  cries  of  the  still  drowning  horsemen,  made  up  a  medley  of 
horrors  which  no  mortal  pen  could  ever  relate,  or  pencil  portray. 

From  the  poop  and  forecastle  our  musketeers,  under  Kildon  and 
Culcraigie,  now  opened  a  fire  upon  the  Austrian  horsemen,  level- 
ling right  over  our  heads,  while  our  drums  were  beating  for  us 
to  retreat  on  board,  that  the  warp  might  be  cut  or  cast  off*. 

"  On— on,  Koeningheim !  On,  Halbert  Cunningham  of  the 
Boortree-haugh!"  I  heard  the  count  again  crying,  but  in  his  o^n 
mother  ton^e ;  for  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment  his  Ger- 
man passea  away.  '"Let  us  spare,  if  we  can,  our  kindly  Scots ; 
but  press  on — thou  to  recover  thine  affianced  wife — ^I  my  daugh- 
ters. To  your  pistols,  my  Keitres,  and  fire  on  the  Danish 
mariners ;  to  your  pistols  !'* 

All  my  company  were  now  on  board,  save  myself  and  a  few 
more.  All  at  once  I  found  myself  beneath  this  brave  soldier  of 
fortune,  who,  in  his  rage  and  anxiety  to  recover  his  daughters, 
had  forced  a  passage  to  the  very  gunnel  of  the  ship.  Bj  one 
downward  blow  his  sword  broke  mine;  his  next  would  have 
been  through  me ;  but  I  sprang  upon  him  and  grasped  Ironhewer 
hv  the  blade,  which  almost  cut  my  gloves  and  hands  to  boot. 
To  the  very  edge  of  the  pier  ho  spurred  his  plunging  horse,  and. 
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in  Btriving  to  shake  me  from  hifl  sword,  kicked  me  repeatedly 
witli  liis  heavy  jackboots,  which  were  strongly  ribbed  with  iron ; 
for,  in  his  blind  efforts  to  thrust  me  into  the  water,  it  was  evi- 
dent that  he  never  recognised  me. 

"Count,  count  1"  1  exclaimed,  hanging  wildly  on  his  sword; 
but  in  a  moment  I  was  free,  for  by  one  blow  of  his  ponderous 
Highland  blade,  Ian  almost  clove  asunder  the  head  of  his  already 
wounded  horse.  Then,  with  its  rider,  the  dying  Bellochio  fell 
heavily  into  the  water,  while  Phadrig  Mhor  like  a  giant  grasped 
me  by  the  pWd,  and  half  dragged,  haJf  threw  me  oa  board  of 
the  ship. 

"  Save  him,  Ian  I'*  I  exclaimed ;  "  let  us  save  him  at  least— he 
is  the  father  of  Ernestine !" 

"  The  father  of— who  do  you  say  P"  asked  Ian  and  Phadrig. 

"Ernestine "        _  . 

"  Who  is  she  P" — ^but  it  is  too  late — ^too  late— *he  is  swept  away  P 
If  he  were  Father  Adam,  or  Father  Time  himself,  we  ooold  not 
save  him;  away  with  the  warp — out  sweeps — ^hurrah!"  cried 
twenty  voices. 

At  that  moment  a  horseman  in  full  armour  galloped  madly 
along  the  mole ;  burst  through  the  Austrians  like  a  thunderbolt ; 
and  dealing  a  deadly  blow  at  ICoeningheim,  who  tried  to  intercept 
him,  then  urged  ms  horse  to  a  frantic  leap,  and  bounded  on 
board  of  the  ship,  which  was  already  in  motion  and  receding 
from  the  pier !  It  was  one  of  the  most  daring  feats  of  horseman- 
ship ever  performed  1 

**  It  is  the  Duke — ^Bernard  ef  Saze- Weimar  I"  cried  a  hundred 
voices,  all  expressive  of  astonishment. 

What  a  scene  did  the  water  around  us  exhibit  1  Here  and 
there  a  drowned  or  dying  horse  drifted  past,  with  the  rider's 
spurred  boots  still  in  the  saddle,  thoueh  perhaps  his  whole  body 
was  reversed  and  below  water ;  a  few  kettle-drums  were  floating 
about  like  anchor-buoys ;  here  and  there  rose  and  sank  a  gaunt- 
leted  hand  or  a  helmeted  head  f  and,  thick  as  rushes  on  a  moun- 
tain lake,  the  demi-pikes  and  cavalry  standards  were  floating  on 
the  surge. 

Swimming  near  a  dead  horse,  we  saw  one  solitury  trooper, 
who  cried  to  us  to  save  him. 

His  horse  was  white,  and  the  drenched  plume  in  his  helmet 
was  red.  It  was  the  count,  and  Ian  recognised  him ;  this  wsb 
fortunate,  for  a  severe  bruise,  obtained  I  know  not  how,  incapa- 
citated me  from  renderinie;  the  least  assistance  at  that  time. 

"For  your  sake,  Phihp,  I  will  save  him,*'  said  my  gallant 
cousin ;  "  a  brave  soldier  is  ever  grateful ;  but  now,  while  I  souse 
me  overboard^  make  our  m«ster-mari»&r  lay  bis  foreyavd  to  tb 
wind." 
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laa  tiirew  off  his  lielinet  and  cuirass,  tied  a  cord  to  his  waist, 
fi])rang  oyer  and  swam  to  the  sinking  veteran,  whom  he  saved 
from  a  miserable  death.  The  count  had  Misenhatier  grasped 
firmly  in  his  hand;  but  poor  Bellochio  had  gone  to  feed  the 
fishes  of  the  Sound. 

The  moment  the  count  and  his  rescuer  were  both  on  board,  we 
bore  awaj ;  and,  by  the  dying  blaze  of  Heilinghafen,  could  per- 
ceive the  wreck  of  Duke  idernard's  army  surrender  their  horses, 
Uieir  cannon,  colours,  drums,  and  themselves  to  the  Imperialists 
-in  all  thirty-six  troops  of  horse,  and  Jive,  strong  regiments  of 
Danish  and  German  Infantry.  Bittmaster  Sumes  Scottish 
pistoliers,  who  had  preserved  their  discipline,  cut  a  passage 
tovrards  Elensburg  in  triumph ;  but  of  the  foot,  the  regiment  of 
Stratlmftver  had  fuone  escaped  1 


CHAPTEE  XL. 
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By  this  stroke  of  misfortune,  forty  stand  of  Danish  colours,  even 
tiiose  of  Karl's  pistoliers  (guUs  with  the  nettle-leaf  of  Holstein), 
^came  the  tropnies  of  Count  Tilly  j  and  the  fertile  provinces  of 
Holstein,  with  north  and  south  Jiiteland,  were  lost  by  King 
Christian,  whose  operations  'irom  that  day  until  the  great  siege 
of  Stralsundy  were  out  a  series  of  flights.  The  wreck  of  his  own 
anny  retired  across  the  Little  Belt,  whDe  another  column  of 
lafantry,  which  had  escaped  to  the  northern  promontory  of  Jute- 
^d,  and  passed  the  Liimflord  into  Yendsyssel,  were  there  forced 
to  lay  down  their  arms ;  and,  for  a  time,  the  Austrian  eaale 
spread  his  wings  from  the  bank^  of  the  Elbe  to  the  shores  of  m^ 
okapr  Back. 

The  ship  on  board  of  which  we — ^with  the  general — had  so 
fortunately  escaped,  was  the  Anna  Catharina,  so  named  after 
tHe  Qneen  of  Denmark,  and  built  by  Sinclair,  a  Scottish  ship- 
l)mlder,  who  was  then  master  of  the  Danish  dockyards.  She 
Was  a  lar^^e  ship  with  two  flush  decks,  a  forecastle,  and  poop 
horned  with  three  gigantic  lanterns;  she  had  thirty  ports  for 
demi-culverins,  and  elsewhere  carried  twenty  falconets;  with 
^68e,  Lin  and  some  of  our  cavaliers  sent  an  occasional  shot  at 
uie  shore  as  the  yards  were  squared,  and  before  a  western  breeze 
^e  bore  away  from  Holstein  for  the  Danish  Isles,  with  our  prow 
turned  towards  the  Little  Belt. 

Cleaning  their  arms,  stanching  wounds,  cooking,  lauehing,  and 
Basking  light  of  the  past  danger,  our  soldiers  trowdaa  the  fore- 
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decks ;  bat  in  the  great  cabin,  full  of  deep  and  bitter  tbonghts, 
Bernard  of  Saxe- W  eimar  sat  writing  to  the  king  a  sad  detul  of 
tlie  loss  of  his  troops  and  territories. 

Aroand  him,  on  conches,  on  lockers,  on  gun-carriages,  and  on 
the  floor,  were  a  number  of  Highland  officers,  many  of  them 
severely  wounded,  resting  after  the  toils  of  the  late  contests  at 
Oldenburg  and  Heilinghafen ;  and  on  their  bronzed  faces,  their 
dark  tartans,  and  battered  armour,  the  light  of  an  iron  lamp  fell 
fitfully,  as  it  flickered  and  swimg  from  a  beam  of  the  deck  aoore. 
Near  the  duke  sat  the  master,  a  short  thickset  man,  red-bearded 
and  sunburned,  wearing  a  flat  fur  cap,  and  an  enormous  pair  of 
crimson  breeches.  He  had  a  keg  of  schnaps  under  his  arm,  and 
from  it  he  was  liberally  filling  the  quaighs  of  those  around  him. 

"  Thy  name  P"  said  the  duke  abruptly,  laying  down  his  pjen. 

"Nickelas  Yaldemar,  your  excellency,"  replied  the  skipper 
humbly  removing  his  fur  cap,  being  somewhat  startled  by  tlu 
abruptness  of  the  duke's  manner. 

"  Kneel  down,  sir,"  said  Bernard  unsheathing  his  sword. 

"  I  beseech  your  excellency  to  spare  me — to  pardon  me,  if- 

if "  faltered  the  poor  man,  tottering  down  on  his  knees,  and 

eyeing  the  bright  blade  askance  with  startled  eyes  ;  "  if— if,"  ht 
paused  again. 

"  If  what,  sir — dost  think  I  am  going  to  kill  thee  P" 

"  If  I  was  too  long  of  hauling  inshore ;  but  I  assure  your  ex- 
cellency that  the  wind  was  right  ahead—" 

•*  Nay,  my  good  man,  better  late  than  never.  Of  all  nj 
coward  fleet,  thou  and  yoiider  gallant  Scot  didst  alone  wari 
shoreward,  and  saved  me  with  the  help  of  this  brave  regiment; 
for  that  good  deed  I  dub  thee  knight— arise.  Sir  Nickelai 
Valdemar  1" 

"  Knight  Valdemar !"  reiterated  the  honest  skipper,  drawiafl 
up  his  punchy  figure  to  the  full  extent  of  its  short  height,  anti 
taking  a  complacent  view  of  himself  from  his  red  beard  to  hu 
brass  shoe-buckles.  "  Knight  Valdemar  I  oh,  your  excellenpy! 
what  news  this  will  be  for  my  poor  old  mother,  who  sells  tallo^ 
and  pitch  at  Helsingor.  I  shall  now  carry  my  pennant  througi 
the  Sound  at  the  mainmast-head,  like  the  king  himself  or  an; 
other  knight  of  the  Dannebrog— 'and  who  shall  say  me  nay  P  ^^ 
the  admiral  of  Zeeland  himself.  Knight  Valdemar ! — oh,  youi 
excellency " 

"  Your  ship  is  named " 

"  The  Anna  Catharina,  your  excellency." 

"  Oh — did  you  receive  on  board  the  prisoners  I  sent  you  j^' 
terday  morniug  ?" 

"  Four  in  number — ^yes,  your  excellency." 

"  The  Count  of  Carlstein  would  pay  hia  respects  to  the  Dukeol 
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Saxe- Weimar,"  said  Ian,  entering  unlielraetod,*and  leading  in  the 
brave  Imperialist,  who  had  now  somewhat  recovered  from  the 
effect  of  his  dangerous  immersion. 

"  The  Count  of  Carlstein,  now  colonel-general  of  the  Imperial 
horse !  I  knew  not  that  a  soldier  so  renowned  in  arms  was  our 
prisoner,*'  replied  the  duke,  rising ;  and  then  they  saluted  each 
other  with  the  utmost  politeness. 

"  We  meet  under  different  circumstances  now  than  when  last 
we  met,  Saxe-Weiraar,'*  said  the  count  with  a  smile. 

"Yes,  at  Liitter,  just  below  the  castle  wall.  I  was  at  the  head 
of  my  Grcrman  cavalry,  and  you " 

"At  the  head  of  Cronenborg's  invincibles." 

"  We  had  a  tough  two  hours  of  it  with  pistol  and  spada,"  said 
the  duke,  laughing ;  "  but  remember  that  now,  saved  as  you  have 
been  from  drowning.  Count  of  Carlstein,  you  are  not  to  be  consi- 
dered as  our  prisoner.  Go — I  free  you ;  retain  that  sword  which 
you  have  ever  drawn  with  honour  against  us,  and  unransomed 
rejoin  your  victorious  soldiers  on  the  first  opportunity ;  for  us, 
thev  are  too  fatally  victorious.  To-day  I  have  lost  my  dukedom, 
and  to-morrow  Denmark  may  lose  her  crown." 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  gallant  Bernard !  This  is  so  like  the 
modem  mirror  of  chivalry  we  consider  you;  like  that  gallant 
warrior  who  defended  himself  amid  the  flight  and  carnai^e  at 
Liitter  with  the  strength  and  valour  of  Achilles.  But  I  will  not 
hold  my  freedom  so  cheap,  and  from  this  hour  you  must  consider 
lay  castle  and  town  of  Geizar  in  Bohemia  your  own.  It  may 
lepay  you ;  but  how  can  I  repay  tKe  debt  of  eternal  gratitude  I 
o^c  unto  this  gallant  Scottish  gentleman — ^my  countryman — my 
friend ;"  said  the  count,  taking  the  hands  of  Ian  in  his  own ;  "  for 
in  a  moment  of  unparalleled  peril,  at  the  risk  of  his  own  life,  he 
KtYedmine  from  amid  that  mass  of  drowning  Danes  and  plunging 
chargers.  Ha — I  have  here  another  friend  1"  he  added,  in  our 
own  Scottish  tongue,  as  he  turned  to  me ;  for,  dubious  of  how  he 
might  greet  me,  I  stood  a  little  back  from  the  group,  and  leaned 
Dpon  the  handsome  sword  M'Alpine  had  given  me.  "  By  my 
iottl,  young  sir !  you  nearly  ruined  me  with  Count  Tilly,  by  that 
escapado  at  Luneburg.  What  the  deu.ce  were  you  doing  under 
the  auld  carle's  bed  ?  He  vowed  by  all  the  saints  of  Home  that 
I  had  a  design  to  assassinate  him." 

"I  entered  the  chamber  of  Tilly  by  mistake,"  said  I;  "and 
By  blundering  follower,  in  hia  fear  and  confusion,  crept  under 
the  bed." 

"And  now,  sirs,"  said  the  count,  as  he  suddenly  changed 
countenance ;  "may  I  ask  if  you  know  aught  of  two  ladies  who, 
»ith  their  servants,  were  yesterday  taken  prisoners  by  a  patrol 
yf  KlosterBord^s  pistoliers  P" 
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"  They  were  delivered  to  the  Duke  of  Saxe- Weimar,"  replied 
Sir  Donald  Mackay." 

"  Duke,  duke !  these  ladies  are  my  daughters/'  said  the  count 
— ^with  a  faltering  accent. 

"  They  have  been  treated  as  such,"  replied  the  duke,  "and  I 
rejoice,  count,  in  being  able  by  one  graceful  act  of  kindness  to 
draw  a  veil  over  the  horrors  of  to-night." 

The  duke  suddenly  drew  back  a  double  door,  revealing  another 
cabin  beyond,  where  we  saw  two  ladies  seated  together,  half  em- 
braced, and  near  a  table  lighted  by  a  lamp. 

"  Ernestine — Gabrielle !"  cried  the  count.  He  sprang  forward, 
and,  with  a  mingled  cry  of  surprise  and  joy,  his  daughters  threw 
their  arms  around  him. 

Tlve  keen  blue  eyes  of  the  gallant  Bernard  glistened,  and  with 
much  good  feeling  ne  softly  closed  the  door  upoi^  this  tender 
scene. 
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As  I  ascended  to  the  upper  deck  my  heart  was  full  of  joy  at  the 
thought  that  Ernestine,  whom  I  had  considered  all  but  lost  to 
me  for  ever,  was  so  suddenly  restored ;  that  her  father  was  with 
us,  and  that  we  were  now  all  together  sailing  quietly  on  the 
Danish  waters,  and  far  from  the  rival  he  ha3  proposed — that 
Count  Koeningheim,  whom,  though  he  was  a  brave  and  honest 
fellow,  I  cordially  .wished  at  the  bottom  of  the  Red  Sea, 

The  first  sentiment  that  Ernestine  had  awakened  within  mo 
returned  with  renewed  force :  the  sound  of  her  voice— one  j^limpse 
of  that  well  remembered  form — had  recalled.it  all,  as  it  were, 
from  the  depth  of  my  heart,  and  I  felt  that  I  loved  her  as  she 
deserved  to  be  loved.  But  the  count,  her  father ! — ^the  thought 
of  him  gave  me  an  unpleasant  twinge.  "What  would  he,  a 
Catholic,  an  Imperialist,  a  noble  and  high  military  officer  under 
that  ambitious  Emperor  who  had  bestowed  upon  him  so  many 
princely  gifts,  think  of  me  loving  his  daughter ;  for  I  was  but  a 
poor  soldier  of  fortune — a  captain  of  musKcteers,  under  the  un- 
fortunate King  of  Denmark. 

My  heart  sank  at  the  comparison ;  but  I  reflected  that  the 
count  was  brave,  generous,  ana  not  indisposed  to  love  me :  that 
he,  too,  had  probaoly  left  our  Scottish  hills  a  poor  cavalier,  with 
no  other  inheritance  than  his  sword:  and  that  my  birth  and 
blood  were  perhaps  as  good  as  his  own.  My  heart  rose  again  at 
these  thoughts,  and  now  I  looked  towards  the  shore. 
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The  wind  had  clianged.  We  were  lying  a  westward  course,  and 
nad  run  about  fifteen  Danish  miles  ;  the  lights  of  the  burning 
town  had  disappeared  upon  our  larboard  quarter,  and  we  were 
now  off  the  mouth  of  the  bay  of  £iel ;  the  glassy  sea  and  tljo 
level  shores  within  it,  lay  sleeping  in  the  moonlight,  in  the  cold 
white  liistre  of  which  our  sails  shone  like  new-fallen  snow.  Here 
and  there,  to  mark  a  promontory  or  a  shoal,  a  great  beacon  of 
coals  or  other  fud  was  blazing  on  the  summit  of  a  cairn  or  an 
ancient  tower,  and  shedding  a  long  and  tremulous  line  of  light 
upon  the  heaving  water. 

As  we  passed  the  mouth  of  the  Kielerfiord,  we  saw  afar  ofr  the 
capital  of  Holstein,  with  its  spires;  for  the  pure  blue  of  the 
northern  sky  made  all  beneath  it  distinct  to  us,  as  at  noonday ; 
tod  what  a  change  of  scene  was  that  quiet  shore,  with  its  gentle 
slopes,  its  thatched  farm-houses  and  green  islets,  its  clumps  of 
waving  trees  and  glassy  water,  all  steeped  in  the  silver  splendout 
of  a  full  autumnal  moon,  when  compared  to  the  carnage  and  the 
terrors  I  had  witnessed  a  few  hours  before! 

The  pride  of  my  profession  sank  in  my  breast,  and  a  disgust  at 
ifar  almost  arose  within  me.  Por  a  moment  I  wondered  not  at 
ihe  old  Banish  story  of  Adolphus  IV.,  the  conquering  Count  of 
Bolstein,  who,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  exchanged  m  old  age 
kia  armour  for  the  cassock  of  a  mendicant  friar,  and,  surrender. 
flg  all  he  possessed  to  God  and  the  poor,  begged  his  bread  from 
loor  to  door  through  the  streets  of  yonder  town,  l^is  capital  of 
fiel;  and  I  sorrowfully  reflected  that  in  another  day  the 
^ciorious  legions  of  Tilly  would  spread  over  these  fair  districts 
ike  a  desolating  flood. 

Like  a  courteous  noble  and  gallant  soldier,  Duke  Bernard  re- 
igned the  great  cabin  to  the  count  and  his  daughters ;  and  he 
opped  with,  us  that  night  on  salted  Hamburgh  beef  and  Bostock 
>eer.  We  drank  deep  bickers  to  the  health  of  Christian  IV.  5  to 
JUT  countrywoman  the  fair  Queen  of  Bohemia ;  atid  to  the  con- 
Bfiion  of  those  Imperialists,  agauist  whom  the  little  power  of 
Denmark  was  struggling  so  fruitlessly ;  and  the  lights  of  Skovbye 
lere  shining  on  the  waters  of  the  Lesser  Belt  before  we  rolled 
ourselves  in  our  plaids,  and  lay  down  to  sleep  on  the  hard  planks 
'f  the  lower  decK ;  for  there — as  in  the  field — the  dfficer  could 
ire  no  better  than  the  private  musketeer. 
I^ext  morning  the  wind  blew  freshly  from  the  shore;  the 
rater  was  rough,  and  the  Anna  Catharina  lurched  heavily. 
A  message  from  the  count  and  his  daughters  invited  Ian  and 
le  to  join  them  at  breakfast  in  the  great  cabin ;  and  we  put  our- 
rlves  in  the  best  attire  that  circumstances  would  permit.  Wo 
ere  still  in  our  iSghting  doublets.  Phadrig  Mhor,  with  a  piece 
f  buff  belt,  polished  our  corslets  and  gorgets  till  they  shone  like 
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mirrors ;  we  adjusted  our  plaids  and  garters*  curled  our  long 
love-locks,  gave  our  mustaches  a  trim,  and  presented  ourselyes  ai 
the  cabin  door.    I  heard  my  heart  beating. 

"  The  brave  gentleman  who  saved  me  from  a  frightful  death," 
said  the  count,  presenting  Ian  to  his  daughters,  who  hastened 
towards  him  witn  their  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  their  young  hearts 
brimming  with  gratitude. 

Ernestine,  at  all  times  self-possessed,  presented  her  pretty 
hand  with  the  air  of  a  princess ;  but  the  more  impulsive  or  less 
guarded  Gabrielle  clasped  lan's  hands  in  her  own,  and  kissed 
them  before  he  could  prevent  her. 

**  'Tis  well  that  a  certain  Moina  is  not  here,"  thought  I  j  "for 
the  young  lady  might  have  good  reason  to  be  jealous." 

"  And  nere  is  that  other  brave  soldier  who  was  the  means  of 
nearly  drowning  me,"  continued  the  laughing  count;  our  old 
friend,  Herr  Kombeek,  as  Gabrielle  calls  him." 

"I  am  lost,"  thought  I.  "They  will  never  forgive  me  fflf 
that,  count,"  I  said ;  "  on  my  honour  I  did  all  that  man  could  do 
to  avoid  you.  I  grasped  your  sword  at  the  risk  of  having  my 
hands  cut  off,  and  cried  aloud  to  you.  I  knew  not  that  you  re- 
cognised me,"  I  added,  at  the  recollection  of  how  he  had  striTCB 
to  throw  me  into  the  water. 

"  Nor  did  I,  my  brave  friend,  until  the  moment  when  my  poor 
horse  Bellochio  was  cloven  through  the  head  by  your  major'a 
broadsword,  and  then  I  fell  over  the  ^ier.  My  dear  fellow,  I  do 
but  jest.  We  met  there,  not  like  friends  as  we  do  now,  but  as 
enemies  in  our  harness — enemies  under  banner  and  baton;  an: 
what  would  it  have  mattered  then  if  you  had  shot  me,  instead  oi 
wounding  Merod^'s  captain-lieutenant,  for  I  saw  your  pistol 
bring  him  down  P" 

"Shot  jo\xr—you,  count!"  I  reiterated  with  a  shudder,  aal 
glanced  at  Ernestine.  "Oh!  I  should  never  have  forgiTefl 
myself  for  so  tinfortunate  an  act — not  even  until  my  ayicJ 
hour." 

"  Tush — ^heed  it  not,  captain ;  let  us  to  breakfast,  and  dismiss 
all  memory  of  the  last  night's  camisado,  with  its  contingent 
horrors.  Let  us  converse  about  poor  old  Scotland,  and  tell  me 
whether  our  unwise  king  and  valiant  kirk  are  likely  to  be  em- 
broiled." 

On  such  a  topic,  I  alone  could  afford  any  information.  Ian, 
as  a  Highland  gentleman,  disliking,  or  perhaps  disdaining,  the 
Lowlanders,  neither  cared  for  nor  knew  of  anything  that  passed 
beyond  the  Highland  frontier ; — the  fishing  and  hunting  exp^ 
ditioDS  of  his  clan,  and  the  endless  feuds  and  intrigues  of  his 
neighbours,  the  Grants  and  Erasers,  their  creaghs,  battles,  and 
lawsuits,  had  sufficiently  occupied  his  attention  to  prevent  him 
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entering  into  politics ;  though  to  please  our  kinsman,  M*Coll  of 
that  Ilk,  he  had  once  marched  five  hundred  claymores  as  far  as 
the  Garioch  to  fight  the  Gprdons  of  Huntly. 

Eminently  liandsome  and  noble  in  aspect  and  bearing,  he  was 
the  beau  ideal  of  a  Scottish  chief;  and,  had  his  heart  not  b€|en 
left  in  his  own  beloved  glen,  I  might  have  found  him  a  formid- 
able though  unintentional  rival ;  for  the  fair  sisters  chatted  with 
him  without  cessation,  and  as  their  conversation  was  maintained 
in  a  strange  compound  of  German  and  Spanish,  mingled  with 
onr  own  language,  the  medley  and  its  mistakes  excited  frequent 
and  immoderate  bursts  of  merriment. 

The  breakfast  passed,  and  my  breast  expanded  with  delight, 
for  I  found  myself  firmly  established  as  the  friend  of  the  count 
and  his  two  charming  daughters,  and  every  hour  we  were  on 
board  increased  this  intimacy ;  for  in  a  ship  there  are  innumer- 
able Hfetle  attentions  which  gentlemen  may,  and  must,  bestow 
upon  a  lady,  thus  affording  a  thousand  opportunities  for  kind 
and  graceful  services,  which  cannot  be  onered  upon  the  land. 
On  board  of  ship,  ladies  are  naturally  restless ;  thus,  if  Ernestine 
wished  to  enjoy  the  fresh  air  on  deck,  my  arm  was  immediately 
proffered,  ana  we  clambered  to  the  weather  quarter.  There  she 
got  her  dress  wetted,  and  her  pretty  mouth  filled  by  the  salt  spray. 
Then  we  slid  to  leeward,  where  the  water  came  in  througn  the 
gnn-ports  and  scupper-holes,  causing  her  infinite  alarm. 

Then  she  wished  to  be  below  again,  aiid  we  descended  once 
niore  to  the  cabin ;  but  no  sooner  was  my  fair  charge  safely  de- 
posited on  the  sofa,  than  the  rolling  of  the  vessel,  tne  creaking 
of  the  timbers,  the  scraping  of  the  gun-slides,  and  the  noise  on 
deck,  made  her  sick,  and  sne  longed  to  reach  the  poop  again. 
At  last,  as  the  strait  narrowed,  the  wind  blew  right  ahead,  and 
the  high-pooped  vessel  laboured  heavily,  shipping  many  a  tre- 
mendous wave;  the  fair  prisoners  became  too  ill  to  remain  on 
deck ;  we  sat  chatting  in  the  cabin,  playing  chess  and  ombre  at 
intervals,  or  watching  from  the  little  windows  of  the  stern  the 
nmlight  fading  on  t£e  Isle  of  Alsen.  The  rolling  of  the  ship 
increased ;  but  even  then,  under  all  these  disadvantageous  cir- 
cumstances, I  could  not  help  being  struck  by  the  difierent  appear- 
ance of  the  sisters. 

Gabrielle,  being  fair  and  blue-eved,  appeared  pale  and  languid ; 
the  brightness  of  ner  expression  had  faded,  and  the  rosy  tinge  of 
ber  cheek  had  died. 

The  dark  orbs  of  Ernestine — ^those  magnificent  eyes,  which 
she  inherited  from  her  mother,  a  lady  of  Spanish  Flanders — still 
presented  their  wonted  fire  and  brilliance.  Gabrielle's  gentle  spirit 
Bank ;  she  became  fearful,  docile,  and  child-like ;  but  when  the 
ship  lurched^  when  the  wind  freshened,  when  chairs  and  tables  went 
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crashing  all  to  leeward,  when  the  loose  cannon-shot  rolled  frcm 
side  to  side,  and  the  weather-guns  strained  their  lashings  until 
the  ringbolts  almost  started  from  the  stanchions,  the  proud 
Ernestine — ^wilful,  and  perhaps  ^manageable  at  other  times- 
laughed  at  her  sister's  terror. 

Then  the  count  praised  her  finqness,  calling  her  his  brave  girl, 
and  Gabrielle  his  poor  little  baby. 

Every  moment  increased  the  respect  and  tenderness,  i^e  vagne 
sensation  of  mingled  joy  and  sadness,  with  which  the  merit  and 
beauty  of  Ernestine  had  first  inspired  me ;  and  I  felt,  that  if  she 
had  not  already  divined  my  important  secret.  I  could  not  conceal 
it  very  long.  A  hundred  times  I  was  on  the  point  of  recalling  to 
her  memoify — or  rather,  seeking  to  resume— our  last  conversa- 
tion, and  my  farewell  to  her  at  Luneburg,  I  was  Certain  she 
cQuld  not  have  forgotten  it ;  but  now  an  unconquerable  timidity 
repressed  me. 

Being  young,  and  but  a  plain  soldier,  I  was  naturally  baclc- 
ward.  One  moment  I  resolved  to  let  events  develop  themselves, 
and  the  next  to  declare  my  passion  to  the  count  ana  to  her;  but 
there  was  a  polished  dignity — a  terrible  air  of  self-possession 
about  them  both — ^that  put  all  my  resolutions  completely  to  rout; 
for  the  fear  of  her  refusal,  the  memory  of  his  preference  for  Count 
Kceningheim,  and  his  promise  to  him,  damped  my  rising  courage, 
and  I  felt  that  I  would  rather,  a  thousand  tinies,  have  faced  a 
brigade  even  of  Lowland  pikes,  than  ventured  on  a  subject  which 
seemed  so  distant  froin  their  thoughts,  though  it  involved  mj 
whole  future  happiness  and  fate. 

"  The  count  might  ask,'*  I  reflected,  "  where  are  your  estates?" 
I  could  'but  lay  a  hand  on  my  sword,  and  "  Here — with  this 
blade  I  clothe  and  feed  myself."  **  And  your  home,  Master 
Philip  P" — "  Wherever  the  colours  of  my  regiment  happen  to  be." 
These  soldier-like  answers  would  assuredly  do  very  w^ell  for  a 
sbag^age- wife,  but  were  scarcely  suited  to  the  present  purpose; 
and  so  I  cogitated,  until  I — ^pobr  devil ! — ^made  myself  i^  miser- 
able as  it  was  possible  to  be. 

Without  any  determination  being  come  to  on  fiiy  part,  four 
days  passed,  and  the  Anna  CathdHna  came  to  ancnor  close  by 
the  wooden  pier  of  Assens,  in  the  isle  of  Funen.  We  had  lost 
much  time  in  touching  at  various  ports,  inquiring  for  the  resi- 
dence of  the  king,  of  whose  exact  locality  we  had  some  doubts. 
The  whole  regiment  prepared  at  once  for  disembarkation,  while 
Puke  Bernard  sent  an  officer  (Eed  Angus  M'Alpine)  to  the  king, 
who  was  then  residing  in  an  old  casUe  near  the  small  town  ot 
Assens,  with  a  hastily-prepared  despatch,  announcing  the  loss  o^ 
Ins  division,  and  his  arrival  with  the  wreck  or  remnant  thereof- 
the  Scottish  inyincibles  of  Sir  Bonalc^  Mackay. 
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His  letter  (whicli  I  afterwards  transcribed  from  the  SvedUh 
LitelUaencer)  was  in  that  style  of  military  brevity  which  so  de- 
lightedf  the  brave  spirits  of  that  sanguinary  war. 

"  To  the  most  excellent  Prince,  Christian  JF.,  King  of  Den- 
mark, of  the  Goths  and  Vandals ;  Duke  of  Sleswig,  Holsiein, 
Stormar,  and  Ditmarsch;  Earl  of  Oldenburg  and  Delmenhorst ; 
Kaight  of  the  Garter,  the  Dannehrog,  and  Elephant — these, 

"  Comrade  and  Confederate, — ^Buined  by  their  own  cowardice, 
the  soldiers  of  my  division  have  surrendered  to  the  Emperor,  and 
taken  service  under  his  standard.  All  are  lost  save  the  Scottish 
regunent  of  Strathnaver. 

"Bebkabd  of  Wbimab." 


CHAPTEE  XLII. 

THE  BITTEB8AAL. 

It  was  autumn  now. 

The  day  was  dark  and  stormy ;  a  grey  sky  spread  its  cold 
background  beyond  the  picturesque  gables  and  wooden  fronts  of 
&e  old  houses  of  Assens.  The  solemn  storks  had  all  disappeared 
to  warmer  latitudes ;  rain,  and  even  sleet,  pqured  down  mto  the 
narrow  and  muddy  streets;  a  variety  of  tints  were  spreading 
over  the  woods ;  the  beeches  were  oecpming  yellow,  but  the 
liardy  pine  of  the  north  yet  wore  unchanged  its  dark  and  wiry 
foliage.  All  betokened  gloom  and  the  misfortimes  that  liireat- 
ened  Penmark,  as  we  landed  in  the  boats  of  Sir  Niekelas  Val- 
demar,  and  marched  into  the  town  with  drums  beating  and  colours 
flying. 

It  waa  a  dilapidated  place,  very  little  of  it  having  survived' the 
warlike  operations  of  old  John  of  Bantzau,  who,  ninety  years 
before,  had  routed  there  the  army  of  Christopher,  fiuke  of  ' 
Oldenburg,  slain  Gustaf  Troll,  archbishop  of  UpsaJa,  and  levelled 
nearly  all  Assens  to  the  ground.  In  the  houses  that  remained, 
our  soldiers  were  billeted  by  the  burgomaster;  while  Duke 
Bernard,  with  all  the  officers,  the  count  and  his  daughters,  re- 
paired io  the  adjacent  castle,  to  be  presented  to  the  king  and 
court. 

The  Scottish  musketeers  of  the  Lord  Spynie,  and  the  Danish 
guards,  with  their  kettle-drummer  beating  on  his  famous  silver 
drum,  received  us  with  aU  honour  at  the  ^astle  gate ;  and  many 
a  hand  was  held  out  from  the  ranks  of  Spynie,  to  grasp  ours  in 
warm  welcome  as  we  passed  them.  The  brass  culverins  boomed 
from  a  cavalier  before  the  gate,  as  a  salute  to  our  colonel  and  the 
Duke  of  Saxe- Weimar. 
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**Ah!  my  old  trooper,  dost  tliou  smell  powder  again?"  said 
he,  stroking  Eaven,  his  curveting  horae,  which  was  led  by  a  page, 
for,  in  compliment  to  the  ladies,  this  gallant  prince  accompanied 
us  on  foot. 

He  gave  his  arm  to  the  Count  of  Carlstein ;  ungloved  I  led 
Emestme  by  the  hand ;  Ian  led  Gabrielle  ;  Sir  Donald  and  our 
brother  officers  followed  in  a  group  behind  us ;  and  the  whole 
were  marshalled  forward  to  the  fittersaal,  or  saloon  of  the  knights, 
where  the  king  awaited  us. 

Through  folding-doors  of  carved  oak,  ushers  in  the  royal  livery 
admitted  us  to  this  magnificent  old  hall,  at  the  upper  end  of 
which,  under  a  canopy  and  upon  a  dais,  stood  King  Christian, 
with  a  glittering  group  of  courtiers. 

Grotesquely  carved  in  stone,  many  a  column  and  corbel  pro- 
jectea  from  the  wall ;  from  thence  sprung  the  arched  roof; 
between  were  hangings  of  leather  embossed  with  gold  arabesques, 
which  had  assumed  a  sombre  brown  by  age.  The  arched  fire- 
place, within  whose  vast  recess  a  company  might  have  dined, 
nad  around  it  stone  benches  on  three  sides,  as  in  our  ancient 
towers  at  home ;  in  the  centre,  a  pile  of  pine  roots  and  Memel 
logs  were  crackling  and  blazing  in  an  enormous  basket  of  iron. 

Above  the  king's  crimson  canopy  hung  the  moth-eaten  remnant 
of  the  miraculous  Dannebrog,  the  far-famed  banner  of  Denmark, 
which  was  said  to  have  been  sent  by  the  pope,  for  Waldemar  IL 
to  unfurl  against  the  Pagans  of  Livonia ;  but  which  was  taken  by 
the  warlike  Ditmarsches  in  the  war  of  1580,  and  retaken  from 
them  by  the  valiant  Frederick  II. 

A  flood  of  crimson  and  yellow  light  fell  from  the  painted 
windows  on  the  king  and  his  group,  which,  from  the  length  of 
our  interview,  I  had  every  means  of  observing.  Christian  was 
plainly  attired  in  a  military  undress  of  buflf;  with  gold  trim- 
mings, and  buff  gloves  edged  with  gold ;  over  one  shoulder  was 
his  scarf  of  silk ;  over  the  other  was  the  broad  blue  riband ; 
under  his  left  arm  was  a  broad  beaver  hat  edged  with  rich  gal- 
loon ;  his  neck  was  encircled  by  a  chain  of  gold,  at  which  hung 
the  order  of  the  Elephant,  bearing  on  its  back  a  silver  tower 
studded  with  diamonds,  and  full  of  armed  men.  A  black  silk 
patch  concealed  the  loss  of  his  left  eye,  which  had  been  destroyed 
by  a  splinter  in  one  of  those  naval  battles  which  have  rendered 
his  memory  so  dear  to  Denmark.  Near  him  stood  his  queen, 
Anna  Catharina  of  the  House  of  Brandenburg,  a  fair  and  some- 
what florid-looking  fterman,  and  another  lady  whom  he  had 
wedded  with  the  hft  hand,  according  to  the  usage  of  the  times— 
a  fairer  and  more  beautiful  Dane,  whose  peculiar  position  im- 
parted a  gentle  and  retiring  expression  to  her  soft  features; 
•^hough  that  position  was  deemed  so  far  from  equivocal,  that  he 
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created  her  Countess  of  Fehmarn  (the  Samoa  of  the  north),  and 
oDe  of  her  daughters  was  espoused  by  the  grand-master,  Corfitz 
Ulfeld. 

The  venerable  queen-mother  was  also  present ;  she  was  a  grave 
and  stately  old  dame,  attired  in  a  lon^;  fai'dingale  of  scarlet  taifeta, 
with  a  stomacher  studded  with  diamonds,  and  her  grey  hair 
liighly  frizzled.  Near  the  king  were  the  Counts  of  Hantzau  and 
Aschefeld;  the  Barons  of  Nybourg,  Alsen,  Foeyce,  and  others 
(for  there  are  but  two  titles  of  nobility  in  Denmark) ;  all  of  these 
were  grim-looking  riders,  clad  in  armour  of  a  fashion  considerably 
older  than  I  had  ever  seen  worn  in  Scotland.  Eantzau  was  Lord 
of  Elmeshome  and  Bredenburg,  that  castle  which  old  Dunbar 
had  defended  so  valiantly.  The  grand  chancellor,  the  mareschal 
of  the  court,  and  the  LiveJcnecht,  with  several  other  gentlemen, 
wore  the  large  medal  of  the  Knights  of  the  Armed  Hand,  an 
order  of  twelve  created  by  Christian  ten  years  before  in  the 
castle  of  Kolding,  on  his  being  chosen  general  of  the  circle  of 
lower  Saxony. 

The  ladies  remained  near  the  queen,  and  like  the  Danish 
gentlewomen  in  general,  they  were  graceful,  fair-haired,  blue-eyed, 
Boftly.featured,  and  exquisitely  feminine ;  but  there  were  neither 
£re,  loftiness,  nor  dignity  about  them.  They  seemed  gentle  and 
lan^shing;  and  in  truth,  tail  Ian  with  his  giant  plume,  red 
M'Alpine  with  his  crape  scarf,  Sir  Donald  with  his  swarthy 
visage,  and  all  our  bare-kneed  Scottish  officers,  occupied  much 
more  of  their  attention  than  the  splendid  cavaliers  of  the  court. 

"  Such  an  engaging  air — what  a  beautiful  dark  girl !"  I  heard 
^ing  Christian  say  as  Ernestine  appeared.  He  spoke  to  old 
Bantzau,  his  Idveknecht,  or  squire  of  the  body,  who  as  such 
could  never  be  without  his  sword,  or  far  from  the  royal  person  ; 
"  her  eyes  sparkle  like  lance-heads — ^yet  they  are  soft  as  a  summer 
moon." 

"  Though  war  hath  left  your  majesty  but  one  eye,  it  is  a  sharp 
one  for  beauty,"  replied  his  grim  old  comrade ;  "  but  I  would 
prefer  her  fair  sister,  with  those  mild  and  sweet  blue  eyes,  and 
the  rich  Madonna  hair." 

At  these  somewhat  too-audible  remarks,  the  sisters  coloured 
deeply,  and  the  ladies  near  Anna  Catharina  whispered  together, 
and  tittered  behind  their  fans. 

Though  her  attire  was  plain  (for  Xarl's  pistoliers  had  made 
somewhat  free  with  her  baggage  at  Oldenburg),  there  was  some- 
thing striking  and  triumphant  in  the  beauty  of  Ernestine.  On 
finding  herself  the  object  of  so  many  eyes,  that  gazed  with  cu- 
riosity and  scrutiny,  she  assumed  a  proud  bearing,  which  I  can 
Ween  only  to  that  of  a  stately  Arab  horse;  wnile  poor  little 
^brielle  quailed,  coloured,  and  drooped  her  long  eyelashes  ip 
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the  most  channinoj  confusion ;  for,  witl^  mncli  that  was  nohle 
and  graceful,  she  had  in  her  nature  more  that  was  timid  and 
infantile. 

The  gallant  Duke  Bernard  of  Saxe-Weimar,  wearing  in  his 
helmet  the  glove  of  his  future  bride,  a  German  prihcegs  of 
Dourlach,  led  forward  the  Count  of  Carlstein,  saying— 

"Allow  me  to  preaent  to  your  majesty  one  of  the  hrarest 
of  the  Imperial  officers  —  the  colonel-general  of  the  German 
cavalry." 

**  A  brave  soldier  is  always  welcome  here — even  though  an 
enemy,"  replied  Christian,  with  a  haughty  bow,  to  which  the 
count  replied  by  another  quite  as  haughty.  "  Duke,  I  have 
received  your  fatal  despatch,  and  M'Alpine  the  Scottish  captain 
has  told  me  alj — all — and  more  than  I  could  have  wished  to  hear. 
And  these  ladies,  count,  are  your  daughters  P" 

"  In  my  ardour  to  rescue  whom,  I  this  day  stand  before  your 
majesty  a  prisoner,"  replied  the  count. 

"  Nay,"  said  Christian ;  "  Duke  l^emard,  I  understand,  hss 
but  anticipated  me.  Saved  from  that  mass  of  drowning  cowards 
at  Heilinnafen,  you  are  not  a  prisoner,  but  a  freeman,  and 
must  retain  the  sword  my  general  returned  to  you — Ironhewer, 
the  theme  of  so  many  camp  songs.  But  enough  of  this — lead 
forward  these  fair  girls.  By  the  Dannebrog !  John  of  Rantzau, 
they  are  beautifiil  as  summer  flowers  I" 

On  being  presented,  Ernestine  and  Gabrielle  were  about  to 
kneel,  when  the  brave  king  anticipated  them,  by  kneeling  and 
kissing  their  glands. 

Anna  Catharina  smiled  disdainfully,  and  threw  a  furtive  glance 
at  the  drooping  Countess  of  Fehmam,  her  rival  of  the  left-nand. 
A  gleam  of  pleasure  passed  over  the  features  of  Carlstein,  and  he 
said,  while  his  eyes  moistened 

**  Your  majesty  does  my  poor  girls  infinite  honour." 

"Nay,  count,  I  stand  as  a  soldier  beforq  them;  but  as  a 
king  before  ^ou.  We  cannot  pay  too  much  homatce  to  beauty. 
I  have  said,  count,  that  you  are  free,  and  yqu  may,  when  you 
please,  rejoin  the  Imperialists.*' 

"  I  owe  your  majesty  a  thousand  thanks  t  hut,  with  these  two 
girls,  how  can  I  now,  unattended,  pursue  a  journey  so  long  and 
so  difficult — through  hostile  Juteland  P" 

"  Ah — that  is  true !"  grumbled  old  Bantzau,  rubbing  his  thick 
beard ;  **  der  teufels  braden !" 

"  Count  of  Carlstein,"  said  the  old  queen-dowager,  in  high 
Dutch,  "  alone  you  may  rejoin  your  comrades,'  but  these  poor 
maidens  could  never  survive  the  toil  and  danger  of  such  a 
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]oumey. 
"True— madam — ^true!"  «aid  the  count. 
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"Wliere  you  go,  father,  Ernestine  will  go,  too,"  said  his 
eldest  daughter,  with  a  proud  smile,  as  she  clasped  her  hands  upon 
his  arm. 

"And  If  too,"  said  Gabrielle,  clingin?  to  him  on  the  other 
Fide. 

"  I  thank  you,  my  brave  girls ;  but  I  see  that  now  we  must 
indeed  part — ^and  I  thank  your  majesties  for  your  sympathy," 
8uid  the  count,  with  a  sad  smile.  "  Would  to  Heaven'  that  I 
had  listened  to  the  advice  of  the  good  empress  when  at  Vienna, 
and  l^ft  in  her  charge,  my  motherless  girls !  But  we  have  never 
teon  separated ;  they  would  accompany  me,  even  beyond  the 
Elbe,  for  such  is  the  dfear  wilfulness  of  one,  ^nd  such  the  fiffection 
of  both.  I  am  a  soldier  of  fortune,  royal  lady.  In  these  and 
other  wars  I  have  fed  myself  with .  my  sword.  In  the  camps 
and  cities  of  strangers,  far  from  my  own  home,  I  felt  that  I 
had  one  wherever  n^y  daughters  were ;  my  whole  soul  is  bound 
^p  in  these  two  girls,  and  through  a  thousand  dangers  God  has 
spared  me  for  their  sakes — spared  me  to  protect  and  love  them 
--as  I  feel  assured  that  he  will  spare  me  from  a  thousand  more." 

The  count  paused,  and  his  voice  trembled.  It  was  a  fine 
scene.  Old  Jonn  of  Rantzau  rubbed  his  beard  again ;  the  queen 
^uzed  immov^d,  with  a  stolid  expression  on  her  German  face ; 
hut  she  whom  the  king  loved  best,  the  Countess  of  Fehmarn, 
^as  visibly  affected,  and  drew  nearer  to  her  these  two  little  girls, 
irlio  were  all  but  princesses,  and,  who  alone  of  all  that  glittering 
group  remained  by  her  side — for  she  was  their  mother.  " 

"After  the  freedom  so  graciously  bestowed  by  this  kingly 
'Juke,  and  ratified  by  a  princely  kmg,"  said  Carlstein,  "my 
honour  req^uires  that  I  should  immediately  rejoin  my  troops,  who 
are  now  without  any  other  leader  than  the  Count  of  Merod^ ; 
but  my  daughters—xny  daughters—" 

"Count,"  said  the  aged  queen-mother  again,  as  Carlstein 
paused,  "  I  am  about  to  retire  to  my  own  casSe  of  Nyekiobing 
in  the  isle"  of  Laaland;  permit  your  daughters  to  ^o  with  me, 
and  I  will  protect  them  as  if  they  were  my  own  until  this  h^-pless 
^ar  is  ended,  or  until  you  can  again  receive  them." 

"  Madam,  it  is  a  gracious  ofter,  and  worthy  of  her  who  is  the 
mother  of  a  gallant  monarch— one  whom  future  times  shall  tell 
f  f,"  replied  tne  count.  "  Kneeling,  madam,  I  thank  you  froni 
]i\j  soli — nay,  Ernestine,  look  neither  sad  nor  proud,"  he  added 
'n  a  whisper,  "for  it  must  be  so ;"  and  from  somie  protest  she 
^  as  about  to  make,  she  was  awed  to  silence  by  her  father's  firm- 
ness and  the  presence  in  which  she  stood. 

"My  fairest  one,"  said  the  Brave  king,  "you have  heard  what 
lier  majesty,  our  august  mother,  proposes.  You  are  at  liberty 
to  go,  and  your  gallant  father  may  accompany  you.    From  Laa- 
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land  he  can  more  easily  rejoin  his  victorious  conu*ades ;  and,  if 
our  poor  Denmark  is  conquered,  lie  may  still  more  easily  rejoin 
you  at  Nyekiobing." 

The  king  smiled  as  ho  said  this ;  but  old  John  of  Bantzau, 
and  those  fierce  Danes  who  felt  their  scars  of  Liitter  smart, 
twirled  their  red  mustaches,  and  eyed  the  count  with  hostility 
and  hatred. 

And  now,  by  the  invitation  of  the  queen-dowager,  Ernestine, 
her  father  and  sister  were  led  away  to  another  part  of  the  castle. 
Queen  Anna  Catharina,  the  Countess  of  Fehmarn,  with  all  their 
ladies,  followed,  and  I  felt  sadly  that  Ernestine  was  about  to  be 
secluded  from  me ;  but  she  wBkve  me  a  kind  farewell  glance  oll 
retiring  through  the  folding-doors  of  the  Eittersaal — ^a  glance 
that  sank  deep  in  my  heart,  and  made  it  leap  with  joy. 

The  moment  they  were  all  gone,  a  cloud  descended  upon  tlie 
brow  of  Christian  I  v . ;  he  turned  towards  the  duke  and  us,  and, 
striking  together  his  gauntleted  hands,  exclaimed  bitterly — 

*^  Bernard !  Bernard  1  oh  what  a  disastrous  week  this  has  been. 
I  concealed  my  grief  before  that  proud  Imperialist  and  liis 
daughters — but  my  heart  bleeds  for  Denmark ;  and  now  I  see 
nothing  but  flight  from  isle  to  isle — defeat,  disgrace,  and  death! 
Oh  I  after  all  I  have  endured  for  Denmark ;  the  battles  I  have 
fought  by  sea  and  land,  the  friends  I  have  lost,  the  blood  I  have 
shed,  the  treasure  I  have  spent,  and  the  territories  I  have  lost, 
has  it  come  to  this  P" 

"  It  seems  to  be  the  will  of  Heaven,"  replied  the  duke,  gloomily. 
♦*  that  those  savage  Imperialists  should  triumph  over  us,  and 
subvert  the  Protestant  religion  of  northern  Europe.  I  have  lost 
my  dukedom,  and  am  now  an  outcast ;  eleven  of  my  brothen 
have  bled  in  this  war,  fo#  we  are  the  hereditary  and  irreconcilable 
enemies  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg.  Tilly's  troops  are  invin- 
cible ;  but  I  say  unto  your  majesty,  that  haa  your  Danes  and  my 
Germans  behaved  as  these  Scottish  troops  have  done,  the  old 
Jesuit  had  told  another  story  at  Vienna." 

"  I  thank  you,  gentlemen,"  said  the  king,  bowing  to  ^is. 
**  Adversity  is  the  school  for  soldiers  and  for  kings ;  but  if  I 
suffer,  Herr  Donald,"  he  added,  taking  our  colonel  by  the  hand, 
"  it  is  in  the  cause  of  your  countrywoman,  my  fia.ir  niece,  the 
Queen  of  Bohemia,  who,  unfortunately  for  heraelf  and  Protestant 
Europe,  is  the  wife  of  a  coward — ^the  chief  of  a  race  of  cowards 
and  gluttons — ^who  can  neither  flght  for  her  nor  his  electoral  hat. 
The  main  column  of  my  army  is  retreating  fast  through  Jute- 
land,  and  will  be  taken ;  I  still  have  Gliickstadt,  where  Sir  David 
Drammond,  with  the  Laird  of  Craige's  pikemen  and  two  of 
Nithsdale's  regiments  keep  the  foe  in  check, — but  that  too  may 
fall.    My  God !  I  feel  the  crown  my  brave  father  left  me  totter 
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on  my  brow ;  but  let  me  hope  that  my  soul  is  still  too  soldierly 
to  mourn  departed  state  or  empty  greatness.  I  have  now  but 
twenty  thousand  men;  Tilly  with  thirty  thousand  has  over- 
spread the  duchies,  and  Wallenstem  with  a  hundred  thousand 
has  marched  against  us  from  Hungary.  Every  ally  has  aban- 
doned me — all  on  whose  aid  I  relied  when  I  engaged  in  this 
unequal  war;  and  Gustavus  of  Sweden  yet  lingers  m  his  capital, 
I  know  not  why.  The  God  we  fight  for,  gives  and  takes  away — 
and  I  bless  his  name  not  the  less.  I  have  still  my  sword,  Duke 
Bernard ;  and  if  I  cannot  win  me  a  name  like  my  brave  fore- 
fathers, Thierri  the  Fortunate,  or  Gerhard  the  Warlike,  my  fleet 
still  remains,  and  after  every  inch  of  Danish  ground  is  drenched 
in  Danish  blood  and  lost,  I  will  commit  myself  to  the  ocean,  like 
those  Vickingr  from  whom  I  am  descended.  Better  are  the  wild 
waves  they  loved  so  well,  and  the  pure  air  of  the  wide  Baltic,  or 
the  stormier  Northern  Sea,  than  the  Austrian  prisons  of  Ferdi- 
nand of  Hapsburg !" 

"  It  is  said  like  a  gallant  king,"  replied  the  proud  chief  who 
led  us ;  "  the  cause  of  the  Scottish  princess  caused  Denmark 
these  disasters,  and  we,  as  Scottish  soldiers,  ought  cheerfully  to 
die  for  your  majesty." 

"  Well,  gentlemen  and  comrades,  as  the  proverb  has  it.  Enough 
for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof;  between  us  and  Juteland  there 
yet  rolls  the  same  sea  wherein  the  Emperor  Otto  I.  flung  his 
lance,  as  the  limits  of  his  invasion  against  King  Harald  Blaatand. 
The  Imperialists  are  yet  far  distant  from  our  gates ;  so  let  us  to 
dinner,  comrades,  and  drink  in  German  wine  and  Juteland  beer 
to  the  hope  of  better  times,  and  to  the  memory  of  those  brave 
men  who  have  fallen  so  unavailingly  at  Liitter,  at  Bredenburg, 
and  the  Boitze." 


CHAPTEE  XLIIL 

MABCH  FOE  THE  CASTLE  OP  NTEKIOBING. 

On  the  following  day  it  was  announced  that  Sir  Donald  was  to 
leave  us  for  Scotland,  where  he  meant  to  recruit  for  the  battalion 
among  his  own  clan,  and  others  that  were  friendly  to  him ;  that 
Ian,  as  lieutenant-colonel,  waa  to  command  the  regiment,  which 
was  to  be  broken  into  detachments ;  two  companies  were  to 
remain  at  Assens,  three  companies  in  other  parts  of  Funen,  and 
four,  under  Ian,  were  to  march  for  and  occupy  the  Isle  of  Laa- 
land,  which  was  the  dowery  of  the  queen-motner,  and  was  now 
endangered  by  the  capture  of  Feb  mam  by  the  Imperialists,  who 
always  considered  it  the  key  of  Denmark. 
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On  the  morning  parade  our  colonel  informed  us  of  fcliis  separa- 
tion, at  which  our  soldiers  grieved  sorely,  for  every  man.  loved 
and  revered  him  as  a  fatheir ;  and  the  regiment  was  like  a  band 
of  brethren,  as  every  regiment  should  be— a  clan,  or  one  great 
family ;  one  half  of  its  members  were  kinsmen,  bein^;  Mackays, 
and  reared  in  the  same  strath  where  the  Naver  flows.  This 
arrangement  touched  me  deeply  too,  fearing  that  I  would  now 
be  separated  from  Ernestine ;  that  Z  might  never  see  her  again; 
and  that  thus  aU  my  hopes  would  be  crushed  in  the  bud.  I 
gazed  eagerly  after  her,  as,  with  the  ladies  of  the  court — for  the 
king  and  queen  were  present — she  passed  along  our  line  while 
arms  were  presented,  the  colours  lowered,  and  the  pipes  played 
Mackay's  salute.  After  bein^  joined  by  Duke  Bernard,  whom 
the  king  embraced  and  kissed  m  the  old  (merman  fashion  (as  I  had 
often  seen  a  couple  of  bearded  cuirassiers  do,  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  our  Hignlandmen),  Christian  and  the  colonel  went  down 
the  ranks,  addressing  some  words  of  compliment  or  congratula- 
tion to  every  officer ;  for  all  had  done  their  devoir  like  gallant 
meu.  He  paused  before  me,  observing  that  I  was  very  young, 
and  was  posted  three  paces  in  front  of  the  line  as  commanding  a 
company. 

"  Cavalier,"  said  he — for,  like  Gustavus  Adolphus,  that  was  his 
favourite  phrase  when  not  speaking  Danish — "  youir  company 
shall  be  marched  to  Laaland,  to  quarter  at  JSfyekiobing,  and 
guard  our  royal  mother." 

In  profound  salute  1  lowered  the  point  of  my  claymore, 
and  felt  my  heart  dance  with  joy ;  for  it  waa  to  Laaland  that 
Ernestine  and  her  sister  were  to  accompany  the  old  queen- 
dowager. 

"  I  thank  your  majesty  for  this  choice,"  said  Sir  Donald; 
"  the  youth  is  my  own  peculiar  care,  assigned  to  me  by  his 
father,  an  old  knight  of  Cromartie,  who  sent  him  to  the  German 

wars,  because "    I  trembled  with  anger,  lest  Sir  Donald  had 

caught  the  story  of  that  rascally  spoon ;  "  because  he  was  the 
only  lad  of  spirit  in  the  family." 

"  Wfell,  he  shall  march  to  Nyekiobing,"  said  the  &ank  monarch, 
with  a  wink  of  his  solitary  eye,  and  a  dry  and  peculiar  cough,  s 
sure  sign  that  some  deep  idea  was  fermentmg  in  his  honest  brain. 
He  then  whispered  something  to  Sir  Donald,  gave  his  steel 
tassettes  a  slap,  and  laughed  heartily.  A  sly  smile  twinkled  in 
the  dark  eyes  of  the  Highland  chief,  and  the  blood  mounted  to 
my  temples. 

What  could  this  by-play  moan  P 

I  trembled  lest  the  proud  Ernestine  should  discover  or  observe 
it,  for  she  was  quite  near  us,  and  I  afterwards  learned  tknt  it 
had  direct  refesence  to  herself  j  for  these  good  souls — though  one 
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was  a  haughiy  Highland  chief,  and  the  other  an  ambitions  king — 
in  opezmess  of  heart,  in  honesty  of  purpose,  and  goodness  of 
intent,  were  pure  soldiers. 

"  Captain  Bollo,"  said  the  kinff  Mfith  a  smile,  '*  it  is  agreed 
that  you  shall  guard  the  dastle.  o?  Nyekiobiug,"  and  he  passed 
on  to  Captain  M'Kenzie  (Kildon),  who  commanded  the  neict 
company. 

Attended  by  her  ladies,  Qiieen  Anna  Catharina  next  went 
down  the  line  on  foot,  and  suspended  with  her  own  white  hands, 
at  eveiy  officer's  neck,  a  silver  medal  attached  to  a  blue  riband. 
These  nad  been  lately  struck  at  Gliickstadt  by  the  king's  order, 
to  commemorate  his  undertaking  the  defence  of  the  Protestant 
religion.  One  side  bore  a  man  in  armour,  grasping  a  naked 
Bword  in  one  hand,  in  the  other  a  Bible,  and  inscribed  fogr 
Religion  and  Liberty,  On  the  other  was  a  lighted  candle,  half 
burned,  encircled  by  the  legend, 

Christianus  IV.  Dan.  Norv.  Yand.  Goth.  Sex, 

To  eyery  soldier  a  rixdoUar  was  given  to  drink  his  majesty's 
bealth. 

That  evening  a  ship— the  Scottish  Crown  of  Leith — was  laying 
f^Assens,  abont  to  sail  for  poor  old  Schottland  (as  they  name 
ber  in  that  part  of  the  world).  The  colonel  was  to  sail  next  day ; 
jnd  all  who  could  write  were  busy  indicting  letters  to  their 
fiends,  parents,  and  lovers  at  home — ^all  but  myself,  who  had 
lone  that  cared  much  to  hear  from  me.  That  was  a  sad  and 
ntter  reflection.  Even  the  scrivener  of  the  regiment  was  busy 
ransferring  to  papet  the  regards,  remembrances,  promises,  and 
irise-money  of  those  who  could  handle  their  sworas  better  than 
heir  pens.  Ian  wrote  a  letter  to  his  Moina,  and  thereafter 
ppended  to  it  remembrances  from  half  the  soldiers  of  my 
ompany  to  their  friends  in  Strathdee,  condolences  to  the 
•arents  of  the  brave  who  had  fallen,  with  a  request  that  the 
ames  of  Phadrig  Mhor,  Diarmid  M'Gillvray,  and  other 
allant  men  whom  he  mentioned,  should  be  inscribed  on  the 
ifk-doors  for  three  successive  Sundays — the  greatest  ambition 
Qd  glozy  of  the  poor  Highland  soldier  when  far  from  his  native 
len. 

Next  morning  Sir  Donald  sailed  for  Scotland,  to  bring  succour 
)  the  king,  and  urge  his  desperate  state  upon  the  government 
i  Edinburgh.  We  saw  his  vessel  as  she  bore  northwards  down 
ie  Belt,  while  the  four  companies  imder  Ian  paraded  by  sunnse 
id  prepared  to  march  across  the  Isle  of  Funen  with  sealed 
'ders,  which  he  was  to  open  at  Eodbye.  Attended  by  the 
)ant'8  daughters  and  many  other  ladies  on  horseback,  with 
iges  and  riders  in  the  royal  livery,  the  queen-mother  rode  forth 
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from  the  archway  of  the  castle,  and  we  all  reoeired  lier  wiik 
presented  arms. 

Ernestine  and  Ga,brielle  were  gracefully  attired  in  light-blue 
riding-habits,  laced  with  silver,  with  liats  and  feathers  suitable 
to  their  age;  but  the  old  queen  wore  the  dress  of  Christian  IIL's 
time,  and  was  cased  in  a  long  straight  stomacher,  all  fenced  about 
with  bars  of  whalebone,  and  thick  enough  to  have  turned  a  sword- 
thrust.  On  each  side  her  fardingale  jutted  out,  and  over  all  she 
had  an  enormous  riding-skirt  of  crimson  /cloth,  with  a  pair  of 
those  voluminous  sleeves  which  Stubbs,  the  Englishman,  con- 
demned in  the  Anatomy  of  Abuses  (written  in  the  days  of  liw 
queen,  Elizabeth) .  Like  her  coif  and  ruff,  these  were  all  stiffened, 
as  the  quaint  Stubbs  saith  when  reprehending  the  attire  of 
women,  "  in  that  liquid  matter  called  starch,  wherein  the  devil 
hath  learned  them  to  wash  and  dive  their  ruiFs,  which,  on  bein^ 
dry,  will  then  stand  stiff  and  inflexible  about  their  necks ;"  and 
like  Master  Stubbs,  in  truth  I  have  known  more  than  one  gar 
cavalier  who  got  his  nose  scratched  by  coming  too  close  to  those 
same  ruffs,  a\  liich  hedge  round  a  pretty  face  as  sweyne's  feathen 
do  a  square  of  infantry. 

By  the  queen's  bridle  rode  the  Count  of  Carlstein;  his 
daughters  on  their  Danish  nags  came  curvetting  behind,  and 
waved  their  whips  to  us  as  they  passed.  Ernestine,  all  blooming 
and  smiling,  was  in  high  spirits,  aud  her  drooping  black  feather 
shaded  her  beautiful  face.  She  let  a  rose  drop  from  her  hand. 
I  huiTied  from  my  place  to  restore  it ;  then  a  sudden  thought 
made  me  crave  permission  to  retain  it. 

"Ko  great  boon,  Herr,"  said  she,  "  as  it  is  all  over  dust  now, 
and  has  lost  half  its  leaves ;  nevertheless,  if  its  poor  remains  will 
be  such  a  source  of  gratification  to  you,  I  make  you  welcome  to 
them,"  and  whipping  up  her  horse  she  darted  after  the  group  of 
equestrians,  who  were  now  fast  leaving  us  behind. 

*'  Keep  at  the  head  of  your  company,  cousin  Philip,"  said  Ian. 
drily,  "  and  do  not  spoil  your  tartans  by  picking  old  flowers  out 
the  dust.'* 

**  I  would  have  picked  it  up  under  a  shower  of  musketry,  Ian," 
said  I. 

"  Dioul !"  he  replied,  laughing ;  "  'tis  more  than  I  would  do, 
even  for  Moina ;  tnere  are  bounds  to  love,  but  none  to  folly.  A 
shower  ol'  musketry !  Zounds,  I  do  not  think  I  would  leave  nir 
ranks- under  that,  to  pick  up  the  crown  of  Scotland  if  it  lay  a* 
my  feet !" 

It  was  a  beautiful  autumn  morning,  and  everything  around  mc 
seemed  in  unison  with  the  lightness  of  my  own  heart.  A  warm 
summer  had  brought  on  an  early  harvest,  and  everywhere  the 
grain  had  been  hastily  reaped  and  gathered  by  the  husbandmaL', 
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\rho  trembled  at  tlie  rapid  approach  of  an  irresistible  foe.  A 
strong  fragrance  arose  from  the  fresh  morning  earth;  the  sunshine 
was  warm,  yet  tempered  by  the  cool  breeze  that  came  from  the 
azure  waters  of  the  Lesser  Belt,  that  stretched  away  into  dinL 
and  far  obscurity  on  our  right.  In  our  rear  lay  Assens,  with  its 
ca:stle,  and  on  our  left  the  landscape  spread  out  in  long  and  verdant 
vistas,  tinted  by  dun  autumnal  hues ;  its  faded  green  being  inter- 
spersed by  newly-ploughed  fields  of  rich  brown  land,  the  furrows 
of  which  glistened  in  the- sun,  while  the  water  left  in  them  by  the 
recent  rains  glittered  in  long  and  silvery  lines. 

From  these  the  sun  exhaled  a  hazy  vapour,  making  somewhat 
obscure  the  more  distant  objects,  and  even  those  which  were 
nearer  at  hand.  Thus  at  times  we  saw  in  opaque  outline  tho 
sturdy  figure  of  a  well-fed  Danish  boor,  who  was  turning  up  the 
glistening  soil  with  a  plough  of  ancient  fashion,  drawn  by  two 
iat  brindled  kine,  with  curving  horns  and  switching  tails,  around 
which  the  clouds  of  gnats  were  dancing ;  and  there,  between  the 
stilts  of  his  plough,  the  clod-pated  boor  would  pause,  and  gaze  at 
Bs  with  lack-lustre  eyes  as  we  marched  past,  four  hundred  strong, 
with  our  tartans  waving,  our  arms  and  appointments  glittering  in 
the  sun,  while  the  hoarse  drums  rattled,  and  the  wild  war-pipes 
poured  a  Highland  quick-step  to  the  morping  wind ;  for  four 
hundred  bare-kneed  clansmen  was  a  sight  for  a  boor  of  Funen  to 
remember,  and  describe  to  his  grandchildren  in  after  years  to 
come. 

"  You  are  still  looking  after  that  blue  skirt  and  black  feather," 
said  Ian,  just  as  the  queen  and  her  group  of  attendants  disap- 
peared among  the  vapour  far  in  front ;  "I  pray  you,  kinsman, 
teep  such  vagaries  as  love  out  of  your  head.** 

"  Love  is  an  afiair  of  the  heart,  Ian,  and  the  head  has  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  it.*' 

"  The  greater  is  the  pity,  Philip  ;  but  allow  me  to  advise " 

"  You  consider  me  a  lover,  and  yet  think  I  will  take  advice. 
Whoever  heard  of  a  lover  that  did  so  P" 

"It  is  too  true ;  but  I  hope  you  are  not  yet  come  to  that. 
Love  and  its  sentimentality  are  aU  nonsense  in  a  tme  man  of  &e 
aword." 

"  Ian !"  I  exclaimed ;  "  and  Moina *' 

He  coloured,  and  haughtily  shook  his  eagle's  plume. 

**  Moina  is  at  home,  in  Glen  Mhor  na'  Albyn.  Here,  she  would 
interfere  with  the  performance  of  my  duty  to  my  colonel  and  the 
iing.  As  it  is,  she  rather  aids  theni ;  for  she  is  my  guiding  star 
in  the  hour  of  danger,  and  the  wish  that  I  raa^  return  wormy  of 
the  dauglitcr  of  a  brave  chief,  fires  me  to  emulate  the  heroes  of 
other  times.  On  the  long  weary  march,  and  in  the  dull  lonely 
hoiuB  of  the  night ;  by  the  guard-fire  and  tho  bivouac,  or  in  th" 
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oomfortiess  cantonment,  with  my  plaid  for  a  mantle,  my  sword 
for  a  pillow,  I  think  of  my  brown-eyed  Highland  bride — ^I  think 
of  Moina  JEU>se  with  Borrow  and  joy — sorrow  that  I  am  so  far,  far 
away  from  her,  and  joy  that  she  lores  me.  Moina  is  a  single- 
hearted  and  g^aileless  mountain  girl ;  to  love  her,  is  very  different 
from  the  fancies  now  floating  tbrough  your  giddy  brain,  kinsman 
of  mine.  I  am  too  true  a  son  of  the  Gkel  to  regard  strangers 
otherwise  than  with  jealousy ;  and  court  ladies  at  best  are  slippeir 
as  eels.  Remember  how  many  dark-eyed  maids  at  home  are  all 
looking  for  husbands,  and  ougnt  to  hare  the  preference  before  all 
these  foreign  trumpery.  There  is  the  tall  daughter  of  old 
Ferintosh,  with  her  lint- white  locks  and  a  fair  slice  of  land,  with 
a  good  strong  tower  that,  with  six  brass  culverins,  epiards  the 
highway  to  Milnbuy,  and  can  levy  a  pretty  good  toll  thereon; 
and  there  is  little  Oina  Urquhart,  the  daughter  of  old  Sir  Thomas 
of  Gromartie,  whose  dowery  I  know  to  oe  five  hundred  black 
cattle,  which  her  spouse  is  to  levy  (if  he  can)  among  the  clans  in 
EosB  ;  and  Mary  M' Alpine  (Red  Angus's  cousin)  whose  tocher 
is  still  better  $  a  castle  in  the  Black  Isle,  with  five  hundred  good 
claymores  to  defend  it." 

W  ithout  interruption  I  permitted  Ian  to  run  on  and  enumerate 
all  the  heiresses  in  Nairn,  Ross,  and  Gromartie,  whose  tochers 
consisted  of  short-legged  cattle  and  long  claymores,  whinstones 
and  fair  purple  heather ;  but  the  result  was,  that  he  put  me  into 
a  very  bad  numour,  which  did  not  find  vent  until  we  entered 
Faaborg,  after  a  march  of  about  thirty  Danish  miles — a  cannon- 
shot  more  or  less. 

The  evening  was  closing  as  we  marched  in,  and  the  church 
bells  were  ringing,  as  they  are  always  rung  about  sunset  in  the 
Danish  villages  and  towns. 

We — ^the  officers — ^were  billeted  by  the  Herredsfoged  (or 
magistrate)  on  a  tavern  or  hostelry  named  the  Dannebrog,  as  it 
bore  the  Danish  banner  on  its  signboard.  The  roof  of  this  place 
was  (I  remember)  considerably  depressed,  as  the  host  informed 
us,  with  the  utmost  good  faith  ana  in  a  whisper,  by  the  passage 
of  King  Waldemar,  the  wild  huntsman,  whose  spectral  train  had 
swept  over  it  on  St.  John's  night,  last  year.  He  had  just  con- 
cluded his  story  when  Will  Lumsdaine,  my  lieutenant,  came  to 
inform  me  that  the  ration  of  beer  served  out  by  the  Herredsfoged 
to  our  company  was  only  fit  for  swine. 

"  Have  you  told  him  so  P"  I  asked. 

*•  I  did.'^ 

**  And  what  was  his  reply  P" 

"  That  it  was  good  enough  for  Scots." 

*'Air  Muire .'"  cried  Ian,  buckling  on  his  sword ;  where  u  this 
'-How  to  be  met  with  P" 
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"At  his  own  house,"  replied  Lumsdaine.  "I  would  have 
punished  him  there ;  but  I  love  not  to  draw  on  a  man  under  his 
own  roof-tree." 

Now  ensued  a  friendly  contest  about  who  should  punish  the 
Herredsfoged ;  Lumsdaine  claimed  the  duty,  as  the  insult  had 
been  given  to  him ;  I  claimed  it  as  his  senior,  and  Ian  as  mine. 
We  tossed  up  a  dollar,  and  the  lot  fell  to  me.  I  snatched  up  my 
sword,  hurried  away,  and  found  my  man  smoking  a  pipe  in  hi^ 
back  garden. 

"You  are  the  Herredsfoged?"  said  I,  drawing  my  claymore. 

"lam,"  said  he,  with  the  utmost  composure,  for  he  was  a 
strong  fellow — a  miller,  and  nearly  a  head  taller  than  me.  E-e- 
guesting  him  to  walk  with  me  into  a  little  plot  which  was  screened 
by  a  privet  hedge,  I  sternly  commanded  him  to  retract  and 
apologise  for  his  remarks  anent  the  ration  beer ;  but  the  Her- 
redsfoged was  a  brave  fellow,  and  swore  by  all  the  devils  in  Den- 
inark  he  would  never  retract  while  there  was  a  drop  of  blood  in 
his  heart. 

We  then  measured  our  swords,  and  fell  on  like  a  couple  of 
wild  Tartars ;  I  received  a  scar  on  one  of  my  bare  knees,  by  an 
ill-parried  thrust ;  and  the  second  by  piercing  my  left  arm,  dis- 
abled me  for  a  time  from  using  my  dirk ;  but  at  the  third  pass 
I  ran  him  through  the  left  aide  close  by  the  ribs,  and  flung  Jiini 
prostrate  with  his  weapon-hand  below  him.  Then  with  my 
sword  at  his  throat,  while  he  lay  grovelling  among  his  own  tulips 
and  broken  flowerpots,  I  compelled  him  to  retract,  and,  re- 
peating after  me  word  for  word,  acknowledge  "  that  the  said  beer 
was  omy  fit  for  dojjs  or  Danes."  I  then  helped  him  into  the 
bouse,  ftnd  had  his  wound  looked  to.  We  marched  next  day, 
and  all  kept  the  story  of  the  duel  as  secret  as  possible ;  for 
such  encounters  had  been  expressly  forbidden  by  an  edict  of 
Christian  IV.  in  1618. 

At  Faaborg  we  found  that  the  aueen  ^nd  her  train  had  em- 
barked for  L aaland,  and  that  notning  remained  for  us  but  to 
follow  by  the  first  shipping  we  could  procure.  For  one  night 
we  occupied  the  little  town,  which  has  the  waters  of  the  Lesser 
Belt  on  one  side,  and  those  of  deep  marshes  on  the  other.  It 
bad  been  burned  in  former  wars  by  the  army  of  Christian  1II.» 
and  now  the  greater  portion  of  it  consisted  of  ruins,  encircling  a 
shallow  and  unsheltered  port. 

About  noon  on  the  following  day  we  disembarked  on  the  islo 
of  Longeland,  in  one  of  the  towns  of  which  we  had  a  quarrel 
with  the  people.  A  merchant  of  the  place  having  accused  two 
of  my  company  of  pilfering  a  quantity  of  kirschwasser  from  \\\^ 
store  in  the  market  street,  the  Herredsfoged  instituted  a  search, 
mdwith  Sergeant  Phadrig  Blhor  I  went  round  the  billets  i^ 
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person,  but  without  discovering  the  wine,  though  in  the  qiwiters 
of  Torquil  Gorm,  our  piper-major,  and  Donald  M'Vurich,  a 
musketeer  (our  shoemaker),  I  saw  a  very  suspicious-liko  liquid 
in  a  largo  tub,  with  some  Highland  brogues  swimming  on  the 
Burfac*e  thereof,  and  that  liquid,  the  rogues  told  us  next  day, 
when  on  the  march,  was  the  very  wine  we  were  in  search  of,  and 
that  a  good  draught  of  it  was  still  at  our  service  ;  but  as  neither 
Phadrig  nor  I  liad  any  relish  for  wine  flavoured  by  brosfue 
leather.  We  declined  their  offer,  with  the  threat  of  a  good  battooa- 
ing  if  such  tricks  were  ever  discovered  again. 

Marching  across  that  long  and  narrow  iale,  we  took  shipping 
in  small  sloops  for  Bodbye  in  Laaland,  for  whence  (to  my  great 
disappointment)  we  found  that  the  active  old  queen  and  her 
train  had  again  departed  before  us  ;  and  we  were  a  whole  week 
travelling  by  land  and  water  among  these  flat  and  sandy  islands, 
before  we  drew  up  under  our  colours  on  the  beach  of  Bodbye. 
There  Ian  opened  his  sealed  orders,  by  which  the  king,  fearing 
that  the  Imperialists  might  seize  upon  those  isles.,  directed  him 
to  leave  Kildon's  company  at  Bodbye;  those  of  Angus  Eoy, 
M*Alpine,  Munro  of  Culcraigie,  and  Sir  Patrick  Mackay,  were 
marched  to  the  town  of  ^Mariboe,  where  they  occupied  an  edifice 
that  in  former  times  had  been  a  spacious  convent,  the  walls  of 
which  were  bordered  by  a  beautiful  lake ;  but  we  continued  our 
route  to  the  pleasant  little  isle  of  Falster,  to  guard  the  queen- 
mother  in  her  own  castle  or'  jointure-house.  There  we  arrived 
on  Michaelmas- day,  about  simset,  wearied  by  our  sea  and  land 
journey,  and  the  long  nights  we  had  spent  in  open  boats,  exposed 
to  the  cold  air  of  the  Baltic. 

Her  majesty  came  forth  with  her  train  in  person,  to  welcome 
US  to  her  castle  of  Nyekiobing,  and  ordered  a  can  of  Grerman 
wine  to  be  served  to  every  soldier ;  while  the  officers,  *.c.,  Ian, 
Lurasdaine,  and  myself  (for  we  had  not  yet  an  ensign,)  were 
invited  to  sup  at  the  royal  table. 

Her  castle  was  a  strong  and  stately  edifice,  overlooking  a 
regular  and  well-built  town  on  the  Guldborg  Sound,  a  narrow 
passage  usualfy  studded  with  ships,  as  it  is  the  way  from  the 
shores  of  Zealand  to  those  of  Germany.  Every  foot*8-pace  of 
this  beautiful  island,  which  teemed  with  fertility,  was  under  cul- 
tivation, or  covered  with  the  richest  copsewood ;  and  from  the 
castle  windows  we  saw  the  stately  beeches,  brown  with  autumnal 
leaves,  casting  the  evening  shadows  along  the  calm  blue  waters 
of  the  narrow  Sound.  The  only  troops  in  the  place  were  a 
few  of  the  vassals  or  serfs,  singularly  clad  in  mail  shirts  like 
modern  Tartars,  or  like  the  effigies  on  an  antique  tomb,  and  armed 
with  the  battle-axe,  which,  like  the  halbert,  was  of  old  the  national 
weapon  of  the  Danish  islemen.    The  good  queen-motker  hai 
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more  of  tHe  frankness  of  an  old  German  baroness  about  her  than 
the  frigid  and  empty  dignity  of  courtly  state.  She  sat  at  the 
head  of  her  own  table  m  the  old  castle  hall ;  her  steward,  the 
Baron  Fobvcb,  a  knight  of  the  Armed  Hand,  a  short,  stout',  and 
irritable  old  Dane,  sat  at  the  foot,  and  we  enjoyed  a  merry  and  a 
sumptuous  meal. 

To  my  joy  I  found  myself  seated  beside  Ernestine,  her  father 
the  count  was  opposite. 

She  perceiyed  my  arm  in  a  sHng,  and  immediately  inquired  tho 
cause 

"It  is  a  wound?"  said  I. 

"  A  wound — ^where  and  when  did  you  receive  it  P"  she  asked, 
while  I  imagined  with  exultation  that  there  was  an  Hi-concealed 
expression  of  alarm  depicted  in  her  charming  eyes. 

"It  is  a  secret !"  said  I,  and  knowing  how  a  rencontre  sets  off 
a  cavalier  in  the  estimation  of  a  pretty  woman,  I  now  resolved 
to  make  the  most  of  mine. 

"  In  what  manner  is  it  a  secret,  Herr  ?" 

"Because,  if  divulged  to  King  Christian,  he  would  romembor 
the  law  of  1618,  and  send  me  prisoner  to  Cronenborg." 

"  You  have,  then,  fought  a  duel  P" 

"  Hush — it  was  only  a  clean  thrust  with  a  rapier." 

"  And  what  did  you  fight  about  P" 

"A  lady !"  I  replied,  laughing,  and  observing  her  narrowly. 

"A  lady  1"  she  reiteratea,  unmoved  as  a  rock,  to  my  great 
disappointment. 

"JNay,  nay,  Ernestine!"  said  I,  "it  was  about  nothing  more 
than  a  can  of  beer." 

"  A  reputable  reason,  certainly — a  valuable  commodity  to  peril 
one's  life  for !" 

"  Every  other  day  I  peril  my  life  for  the  price  of  it,  however ; 
but  a  point  of  some  importance  was  involved — a  national  insult." 
I  then  related  my  quarrel  at  Faaborg,  and  she  dechu-ed  that 
my  indignation  had  been  justly  roused,  but  very  improperly 
satisfied. 

"  But  you  must  not  speak  of  it,  Ernestine — nor'tell  GabrieUe." 

"Oh,  fear  not — your  secret  shall  be  kept!"  said  she. 

I  found  that  this  story  raised  n*e  higher  in  her  favour,  and  I 
had  the  felicity  of  being  helped  by  her  to  several  things,  while, 
to  save  all  exertion  of  my  poor  wounded  arm  (of  which  I  was 
very  much  inclined  on  this  occasion  to  make  the  most),  a  servant 
in  the  red  livery  of  Denmark  cut  my  food  for  me,  after  which  I 
could  feed  myself  by  one  of  those  German  forks  with  which  the 
table  was  furnished. 

The  moment  supper  was  over,  we  all  shook  hands  and  separated. 
Ab  we  parted,  I  raised  my  plaid  and  showed  Gabrielle  wnere  (i^^ 
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the  breast  of  my  doublet)  I  had  preserved  the  withered  rose, 
which  had  dropped  from  her  sister's  hand  on  the  morning  we 
had  marched  out  of  the  east  gate  of  Assens.  I  was  too  timid  to 
make  Ernestine  aware  that  I  had  preserved  this  trivial  gift ;  bat 
hoped  that  Gabrielle  would  tell  her  to  the  letter,  who  was  so  gay 
and  childlike.  1  could  say  more  than  t  dared  to  Ernestine,  for  on 
her  good  or  bad  opinion  hune  the  balance  of  my  fate.  My  heart 
was  too  much  interested  in  the  stake  to  act  bololy. 
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CHAPTEE  XLIV. 

A  DISCOVSBT. 

A  WBSK  glided  away  at  the  quiet  old  castle  of  ISTyekiobing. 

Every  day  the  old  queen  rode  forth  on  a  fat  Danish  horse, 
accompanied  by  Ernestine  and  other  ladies ;  every  day,  at  the 
same  hour  as  yesterday,  the  guard  presented  arms  at  the  gate— > 
the  officers  saluted — ^tne  drum  rolled — the  pipe  yelled,  and  for 
the  remainder  of  that  day  all  became  quiet  again.  A  few  ships 
now — ^but  very,  few,  for  war  had  desolated  the  cities  of  the  coirat 
•—spread  their  white  sails  on  the  waters  of  the  Sound,  and  list- 
lessly we  watched  them  from  the  lower  ramparts,  where  mo$s  and 
grass  grew  under  the  wheels  of  the  unused  cannon.  I  saw  Ernes- 
tine frequently,  but  always  brieflv  and  in  presence  of  her  father ; 
so  that  no  opportunily  was  afibrded  to  me  for  addressing  her  as 
my  heart  wianed,  and  as  vanity  and  hope  told  me  she,  perhaps, 
expected. 

As  our  commandant,  Ian  was,  more  than  I,  about  the  queen's 
little  court  j  I  envied  his  opportunities  of  enjoying  the  society  of 
the  two  chfurming  sisters ;  and  I  frequently  saw  him  in  the  garden 
with  Grabrielle  leaning  on  his  arm ;  for,  though  grave  and  some- 
what thonghtM,  he  told  me  that  he  loved  her  prattle,  for  it  re- 
minded hmi  of  Moina.  When  not  on  duty  I  rarely  saw  the 
venerable  widow  of  Frederick  II.,  and  she  spoke  to  me  seldom ; 
but  on  these  occasions  it  was  invariably  to  make  some  remark  on 
her  late  son-in-law,  the  king  of  Scotland,  James  YI.,  or  on  his 
gallant  retinue — ^tbe  ehancellor,  old  John  of  Montrose,  and  the 
three  hundred  Scottish  nobles  and  cavaliers,  who  accompanied 
him  to  Upsala,  when  he  espoused  her  daughter  Anne,  and  when 
80  merry  a  winter  was  spent  by  the  whole  Danish  court. 

From  King  Ghrifitian  couriers  came  frequently,  apd  it  was 
evident  that  they  bore  evil  tidings,  which  were  industriously 
concealed  from  us. 

One  day  the  Count  of  Carlstein  met  me  hurriedly ;  I  observed 
that  he  had  on  his  belt  with  his  sword  and  poniard,  as  well  as  a 
stout  corslet,  which  the  Baron  Foe^oe  had  given  him. 

"I  am  about  to  leave  you,  captam,''  said  he. 
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"  Leave  us,  count-7-for  whence  ?*' 

"  The  king  generously  gave  me  liberty,  and,  while  tli©  great 
game  of  glory  and  fortune  is  being  played  so  well  by  Wallen- 
Btein,  by  Tilly,  and  Merod^.,  can  1  remain  inactive  here  at 
FalsterP  Another  column  of  Christian's  army  has  surrendered 
to  the  soldiers  of  the  empire." 

"  Another !"  I  reiterated,  thunderstruck  by  the  intelligence ; 
"which?" 

That  which  retreated  first  by  the  Liimfiord.  Tilly  overtook 
it,  and  forced  every  regiment  successively  to  lay  down  its  arms. 
The  old  corporal  has  sworn  by  our  Lady  of  the  Seven  Sorrows, 
that  ere  Yule-day  everv  inch  of  Danish  earth  shall  be  under  the 
dominion  of  Ferdinana.  Christian  has  fled  with  all  his  court — 
fled  none  know  where,  and  Denmark  is  all  but  conquered! 
Xceningheim  has  sent  word  that  Tilly  expects  to  see  me  aailj." 

"  Can  all  this  be  true,  Baron  Foeyoe  t'"  I  asked  the  Bteward 
incredulously,  as  he  joined  ns  at  the  castle  gate. 

"  About  as  true  as  that  the  Norweigan  bears  speak  very  good 
Danish,"  he  replied,  twisting  his  yellow  mustacl{es  and  looking 
spitefully  at  Carlstein. 

"  No  doubt  such  tidings  are  very  unpleasant  for  ^^ou,  Herr 
Baron,"  replied  the  count,  with  a  haughty  and  somewhat  pro- 
voking smile ;  "  bnt  I  beg  again  to  assure  you  that  all  laid  down 
their  arms  without  firing  a  shot — all  save  the  Scottish  battalions 
of  Lord  Nithsdale  and  Sir  James  Sinclair  of  Murkle,  w'^ho 
obtained  leave  to  march  into  Sweden,  and  join  the  banner  of 
the  yoxmg  and  gallant  Gustavus  Adolplius." 

"It  is  impossible!"  said  the  stout  baron  passionately,  as  be 
stamped  about  in  his  calfskin  boots;  "it  is  impossible,  and  I 
will  never  believe  it !" 

"I  had  it  from  the  best  authority,"  said  the  count,  still 
smiling;  "Bandolo  has  been  here." 

"  Bandolo !"  I  exclaimed ;  "  I  had  quite  fo^otten  that  wretch." 

"Well,  then,  he  who  is  to  Tilly  what  Father  Joseph  is  to 
!Richelieu,  has  been  here." 

" Bandolo  here,-— on  this  island  of  FalsterP"  said  the  baron, 
turning  angrily  to  me.  "  Now,  by  the  holy  Dannebrog,  mein 
Herr,  your  kilted  sentinels  must  be  no  better  than  moles  or 
blind  bats  1" 

"  A  single  company  of  soldiers  cannot  furnish  sentinels  for  the 
whole  island,  Herr  Baron,"  I  replied,  with  some  asperity;  "  there 
are  here  a  hundred  little  creeks  and  bays  where  a  ooat  may  land 
a  man  unseen,  and  sail  again.  But  I  tnought  this  rascal  died  at 
Heilinghafen." 

"  He  bears  a  charmed  life,"  growled  FoeyoB. 

"  The  deil  is  aye  gude  to  his  ain,  as  we  say  at  home/'  said  the 
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ft)unt ;  "  but  to  me  this  rogue  appears  at  present  a  very  amiable 
ind  estimable  character — ha !  ha !" 

The  passionate  old  baron  took  this  merriment  in  deep  dudgeon, 
ud  retired  abruptly. 

"Tilly,  who  knows  everything,"  continued  the  count,  "on 
learning  that  I  was  here  and  at  Hberty,  sent  a  small  skifT  across 
the  Belt  for  me — yonder  it  ia,  afar  off,  floating  like  a  seagull.  At 
night  it  will  be  here  to  take  me  to  the  isle  of  Fehmam,  where 
my  honour  and  the  emperor's  service  require  my  instant  pre- 
ience ;  for  Wallenstein  is  about  to  take  command  of  the  whole 
army,  and  the  most  brilliant  conquests  ai*e  expected.  Ere  another 
fear  is  past,  the  Swedish  rocks  and  Norwegian  Alps  shall  have 
echoed  to  the  trumpets  of  the  empire.  I  will  gladly  avail  myself 
Df  the  good  queen's  offer  to  leave  my  daughters  here ;  for  in  this 
Dold  season  they  could  not  cross  tne  Belt  in  an  open  boat,  ex- 
posed to  the  mist  by  day  and  dew  by  night.  However,  that 
iliey  may  not  be  dependent  even  on  a  queen,  I  have  given 
Ernestine  five  hundred  doubloons,  and,  in  case  war  or  disaster 
ihould  reach  this  peaceful  isle,  you  will  protect  them — will  you 
ftot,  sir!"  ^ 

"  Oh !  count — ^to  the  last  drop  of  my  blood  vrill  I  guard  them ; 
ind,  if  I  request  it,  they  shall  never  lack  protection  while  one 
brave  heart  survives  in  the  regiment  of  Strathnaver." 

"  The  mother  of  Ernestine  was  of  Spanish  Flanders ;  Gabrielle 
of  France — as  I  have  told  you,  but " 

"  We  will  never  forget  that  they  are  the  daughters  of  a  coun- 
kiyman— of  a  brave  soldier." 

*'  Enough,  captain ;  in  the  care  of  Scottish  cavaliers  they  are 
lafe." 

"  Yes,  count — doubt  not  that  if  poor  BoUo  is  knocked  on  the 
iead,  that  in  Ian  Dhu,  the  Lairds  of  Kildon  or  M*Coll,  they  will 
isd  steadfast  friends." 

"  BoUo !"  said  he,  with  a  start  and  a  smile,  "  your  High- 
anders  call  you  M'Combich,  and!  have  never  heard  your  officers 
lame  you  otherwise  than  Philip ;  my  name"  he  added,  taking 
sy  hands  in  his,  is  also  Eollo !" 

"Yours,  count?" 

"  Yes,  my  ancestors  were  a  branch  of  the  EoUos  of  Duncruib, 
m.  Perthshire." 

"  Astonishing !  we  all  spring  from  the  same  stock." 

"We  shook  hands,  and  womd  have  made  other  inquiries,  but 
Jiere  was  no  time.  '^        ^ 

"  My  nom  de  guerre  is  E-upert-with-the-Eed-Plume,"  said  tae 
»unt,  as  we  walked  into  the  castle. 

**  A  name  that  all  men  know  of,  from  the  shores  of  the  BajP*' 
X)  the  mountains  of  Carinthia.    We  have  all  been  so  fanail^^ 
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with  it,  that  we  never  thought  of  inquiring  whether  yoa  bad . 
another." 

''  My  story  is  a  strange  and  a  sad  one ;  some  time  I  may  tell 
it  to  you ;  but  not  just  now." 

My  soul  rose  to  my  lips,  and  I  was  about  to  divulge  the  aeeret 
of  my  heart — to  tell  him  how  I  loved  Ernestine^  and  iroold 
strive  by  good  works  and  gallant  deeds  to  make  myself  wortia, 
of  her ;  but  he  lefl  me  hurriedly,  and  the  opportunity  ^ama,\ 
like  many  others  which  never  return  again.  i 

Fear  of  the  Danish  burghers  in  the  town  made  us  eircunupeeL 
and  at  midnight  I  saw  him  embark  in  a  small  doe^er  buuon 
by  four  or  five  men,  who  immediately  put  to  sea,  and  long  befiai 
the  morning  sun  shone  upon  the  waters  of  the  Saltie,  wfaiA 
widen  there  between  the  Danish  isles  and  Pomeranian  shflA 
the  little  vessel,  speedi^e  before  an  eastern  wind,  had  vaniiM 
at  the  horizon  towards  the  isle  of  Fehmam. 

He  was  gone,  and  I  had  forgotten — so  much  had  I  been  oe^ 
pied  with  my  own  thoughts — ^to  narrate  to  him  that  conreifl 
tion  between  Tilly  and  Bandolo,  which  I  had  overheard  in  m 
bed-chamber  of  the  former  at  Luneburg.  Thus,  though  Carlsti 
was  not  ijE(norant  of  the  spy's  great  ambition^to  settle  dovni 
private  life  as  a  count  of  Hanover,  he  had  no  idea  that  ^ 
expected  coronet  was  to  be  shared  with  his  own  daughter—^ 
Ernestine ;  for,  with  all  its  presumption,  the  project  seemed 
mad  and  ridiculous,  that  it  luid  never  until  that  night  made  m 
impression  on  my  mind. 


CHAPTEE  XLV. 

1?HB  ASMS  OT  EXPECTATIOK. 

On  the  day  after  their  father's  departure,  I  saw  neither  EmestiBi 
nor  Gabrielle.  They  were  no  doubt  discomposed  by  his  saddeii 
absence;  but  they  had  been  so  used  to  see  him  go  and  cost 
again,  and  generally  little  the  worse  save  a  slash  or  two,  that ' 
the  evening  I  expected  to  meet  them  in  the  garden  adjoining  t 
royal  residence  of  Nyekiobmg,  the  spacious  donjon  tower 
which,  with  its  heavy  battlements  and  grated  casements,  orer* 
looked  it.  I  was  not  disappointed.  Fn>m  the  window  of  n] 
apartment  I  saw  them  walking  there,  and  hurried  to  meet  thein 
It  was  a  beautiful  autumnal  evening ;  the  low  flat  shore  of  tin 
island  was  bordered  by  a  stripe  of  golden  sand,  encircled  by  tbf 
glittering  waves  of  a  dark  blue  sea,  on  which  the  sunbmct 
woods  of  the  past  summer  cast  a  long  and  lingering  shado^' 
Behind  the  yellow  bea^h  and  its  shady  woods  of  brown,  the  sat 
like  a  golden  targe  began  to  sink,  and  as  it  sank,  a  million  of 
sparkles  seemed  to  shoot  from  its  descending  disc ;  down,  sloirlj 
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down  it  went ;  the  wavering  rays  shot  further  tipward ;  they 
played  upon  the  clouds  above,  and  lingered  long  there  after  the 
Bun  itseli  had  disappeared ;  then  a  deeper  blue  spread  over  the 
waters  of  the  Guldoorg  Sound — those  waters  among  which  (as 
the  old  queen  once  told  us)  Gron  Jette— or  the  Green  Gian1> — 
shot  a  beautiful  mermaid,  whom  he  had  pursued  round  Falster 
for  seven  years  and  a  day ;  the  woods  apneared  in  darker  outline 
against  the  lurid  sky,  and  their  crisped  leaves  rustled  in  the 
rifiing  wind,  as  the  evening  deepened. 

G&rielle  was  looking  sadlv  towards  the  sea,  as  if  she  was 
pondering  on  the  path  their  iather  was  pursuing ;  but  Ernestine 
nad  seated  herself,  and  was  embroidering  on  the  cover  of  a  large 
Soman  missal,  a  coat  of  arms  with  gold  and  variously  coloured 
thread,  f  oor  Ernestine's  ideas  of  Catholicism  were  not  very 
well  defined,  and  consisted  more  in  forms  than  belief;  for  nearly 
all  that  her  Spanish  mother  had  taught  her  in  infancy,  the 
another  of  Gabnelle — a  French  or  Belgian  Protestant — ^had  left 
no  means  untried  to  obliterate ;  hut  Ernestine  loved  to  do  all 
that  she  thought  would  please  her  mother  who  was  in  heaven  i 
8he  loved,  as  she  said,  to  consider  herself  "  the  peculiar  care  of 
the  mother  of  God ;"  she  read  more  prayers  than  usual  in  the 
month  of  May,  and  decorated  her  little  altar  with  the  lilies  of 
Mary ;  but  her  opinions  were  very  va^e  and  undecided.  She 
and  Gabrielle  said  their  prayers  every  night  and  morning  together 
<m  their  knees,  and  before  a  crucifix ;  yet  Gabrielle  did  not  con- 
sider herself  a  Catholic.  Ernestine  seemed  the  most  devout  in 
the  Queen's  train  when  in  the  Lutheran  church  of  Nyekiobing, 
yet  sne  would  have  repelled  with  scorn  the  imputation  of  being 
a  Protestant.  They  had  both  been  taken  frequently  to  task  by 
Pather  d'^ydel»  but  his  asceticism  and  his  harangues  rather  ter- 
rified them ;  and,  being  almost  entirely  occupied  by  military  duty 
and  dreams  of  ambition,  the  count  liad  permitted  them  both  to 
please  themselves.  Ernestine  had  an  intense  love  for  Crabrielle, 
and  her  regard  for  Gabrielle's  mother  had  only  been  second  to 
that  which  she  bore  her  own. 

There  was  but  one  heart— one  soul  seemed  to  animate  these 
two  winning  creatures. 

"  Herr  Kombeek,"  said  Gabrielle,  hastening  to  me ;  "  you 
saw  our  father  before  he  left  this,  and  can  tell  us  his  last 
messages  P** 

"The  most  tender  love  to  yoxl,  and  that  you  were  both  to 
keep  light  hearts  till  his  return.  But  you  must  not  call  me  that 
name  now,  Gabrielle.  Mine  is  the  same  as  your  father's — the 
same  as  yours,  as  I  have  just  discovered—Philip  KoUo  " 

"  Oh,  that  is  charming  1"  exclaimed  both  the  girls,  looking  up, 
one  with  her  blue  eyes^  and  the  other  with  her  black,  beaming 
with  pleasure. 
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**  Youp  fatlicr- 


if 


*'  Our  poor  father !"  said  Gabrielle  sadly,  as  the  tears  rose  again 
to  her  eyes,  and  she  turned  towards  the  sea. 

"  He  deputed  me  to  be  your  guardian." 

"You!"  said  Gabrielle,  with  a  sunny  smile  of  wonder  in  Iict 
bright  blue  eyes. 

"  You !"  added  Ernestine,  with  a  flash  of  astonishment  in  her 
dark  orbs,  which  were  red  with  weeping,  although  she  proudly 
endeavoured  to  conceal  it. 

"  I — ^there  is  nothing  so  surprising  in  that,  surely,  except  to 
myself — that  I  should  have  so  great  an  honour,  so  supreme  a 
happiness." 

"  A  rare  guardian — as  if  we  were  mere  children,  who  could  not 
look  after  ourselves  !"  they  said,  laughing. 

"  Besides,  there  is  that  dear  old  queen,"  added  Gabrielle. 

**  Nay,  ladies,  if  the  wild  musketeers  of  Merode,  or  Tilly'* 
savage  Walloons — if  some  exasperated  Holsteiners  or  discomfited 
Danes,  paid  a  visit  in  the  dark  to  this  castle  by  the  sea ;  or  if  the 
boors  revolted  under  sonie  popular  ruffian,  as  they  do  at  times, 
and  assailed  the  dowager's  court,  because  her  son  the  king  will 
not  make  peace  with  an  elnperor,  who  has  sworn  to  conquer 
Denmark  as  he  has  conquered  Bohemia,  you  might  find  there 
were  worse  protectors  than  Philip  Hollo  and  his  company  of 
kilted  musketeers. 

"And  your  tall  kinsman  that  wears  the  eagle's-wing,"  said 
Gabrielle,  with  a  faint  blush. 

"  I  thank  you  for  remembering  me,  though  he  in  his  vanity 
forgot  me,"  said  Ian  laughiuf;;,  as  he  stepped  forward  and  saluted 
the  ladies,  while  Phadrig  Mhor,  his  tall  henchman,  remained  a 
few  paces  behind ;  "  but  harkee,  Philip,  here  hath  Phadrig  Mhor 
just  learned  from  a  fisherman,  that  the  king  is  concentrating  forces 
in  Laaland  to  attack  Fehmarn." 

Ernestine  gazed  at  him  anxiously. 

"He  will  certainly  recall  us.  Our  swords  will  rust  and  our 
tartans  become  moth-eaten  in  this  mouldy  old  castle.  Dioull 
was  it  to  guard  an  old  woman  that  we  came  to  Denmark  P" 

"  Are  you  not  very  happy  here,  Herr  Major  P"  asked  Gii- 
brielle,  timidly. 

"  Doubtless  he  is,  madam,"  said  Phadrig,  who  had  picked  upa 
little  German  in  these  wars ;  "  but  while  we  stay  here,  I  ^iH 
continue  a  sergeant.  Dugald  Mhor  Mhic  Alaster,  Gillian 
M*Bane,  and  Dunachadh  Mhor  of  Kilmalie,  will  all  be  mere 
musketeers ;  while  our  Scots  lads  in  Sweden  and  Germanie  are 
all  becoming  colonels  of  foot  and  rittmasters  of  horse.  Huicli!" 
he  added,  cutting  a  Highland  caper,  at  which  the  girls  laughed 
excessively ;  "  Clanna  nan  Gael  an*  guillan  a  chiele !" 

"iRight,  Phadrig  I"  said  Ian,  with  sparkling  eyes^  as  he  caught 
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or  sergeant's  enthusiasm ;  "  here's  to  onr  Highlandmen,  shoulder 
}8hoi3der!"  he  added,  drinking  a  handful  of  pure  water  which 
ubbled  into  a  stone  basin  near  him. 

"I  am  weary  of  this  place  already — my  sorrows  be  on  itl** 
rambled  Phadrig. 

"  Discontented  rogue  I"  said  I ;  "  thou  wilt  never  be  pleased,  I 
jar.  Have  we  not  the  best  of  Danish  beef,  of  Eostock  beer  and 
rennan  wine,  with  easy  duty  and  dry  quarters  to  boot  P" 

"  Phadrig  is"  a  true  Highlander,"  said  Ian,  giving  his  foster- 
rother  a  slap  on  the  shoulder ;  "  he  snuffs  the  distant  strife  like 
be  erne  or  gled.  A  true  Highlander,  M'Parquhar,  thy  sword 
I  as  ready  for  a  foe,  as  thy  purse  for  a  friend.  But  away  to  our 
ompany,  and  in  case  the  ting  summons  us,  look  well  to  the 
ammer-stalls  and  collars  of  bandoliers  ;  for  orders  may  come  to 
mbark  in  an  hour ;  and.  if  we  unfurl  our  colours.  Count  Tilly 
mst  keep  sure  watch  at  Fehmam."  Phadrig  retired,  flinging  up 
is  bonnet  as  he  went. 

''  It  is  to  Eehmarn  our  father  has  gone,"  said  Gabrielle,  in  a 
cemuloos  voice  ;  "  surely — I  hope  yon  will  not  go  there." 

"We  must  go  where  the  king  commands  us;  but  fear  not, 
iHy,  for  your  father,  the  count.  He  bears  a  charmed  life ;  I 
wild  almost  vow  he  was  gefrom,  as  the  Germans  and  Walloons 
ill  it— bullet  proof.  But  come — I  have  brought  some  bread 
)r  you  to  feed  the  golden  fish  in  yon  old  mossy  basin,"  continued 
to,  offering  his  hand  to  Gabrielle  to  lead  her  away ;  for  he 
new  well  that  I  wished  to  be  alone  with  her  sister,  and  a  few 
ays*  residence  at  Nyekiobing  had  made  a  wonderful  change  in 
ia  sentiments  regarding  these  two  girls.  I  saw  the  colour  mount 
>  the  fair  brow  of  GabrieUe,  and  a  smile  of  pleasure  play  on  her 
»y  mouth  as  Ian  led  her  away. 

In  the  garden  there  was  a  pond  or  large  basin,  built  of  stone, 
Dd  sunk  in  a  thick  carpet  of  rich  moss  and  grass,  surrounded 
y  Gueldre  rose-bushes;  water  filled  it  to  the  brim,  and 
herein  a  few  gold-fish  shot  to  and  fro,  and  now  and  then  a 
by  frog  croaked  or  swam  among  the  leaves  that  floated  on  its 
urface. 

In  this  garden  the  great  beeches  and  tall  solemn  poplars  stood 
1  rows,  with  black  branches,  old  and  gnarled.  Like  the  castle 
■elf,  the  aspect  of  the  garden  was  dreary  and  antique,  for  the 
wd  of  Time  had  passed  over  every  thing ;  but  when  I  sat 
wide  Ernestine,  all  seemed  to  grow  beautiful  and  bright ;  the 
sentless  roses  gave  forth  perfume;  leaves  covered  the  trees: 
be  still  stagnant  bosom  of  the  pond  became  limpid  and  sparkling, 
^bile  the  old  castle  walls  shone  redly  and  joyously,  though  the 
ttt  flush  of  the  west  was  dying  upon  their  broad  facade. 

As  Ian  and  Gubrielle  retired,  I  drew  nearer  Ernestine,  and 
c>r  a  moment  saw  the  blood  suffuse  her  face  and  white  neck  as 
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she  stooped  over  her  needle,  and  my  thoQ^hti  were  begiimiBgto 
be  Tery  much  perplexed,  when  a  fortunate  incident  gave  atndden 
—I  may  say  glorious — ^tum  to  the  conyersation. 

**  What  a  very  remarkable  coat  of  arms  I"  fiaid  L 

"  They  are  my  arms  of  expectation  "  said  she,  looking  up  with 
a  waggish  smile. 

"  Your  arms  of— pardon  me — ^but  I  do  not  understand." 

"  You  know  that  1  am  half  a  Spaniard." 

"  And  half  a  Scot,"  I  added,  placing  a  hand  timidly  upon  her 
left  shoulder. 

"Well — it  is  the  fashion  in  my  mother's  oountrjr  to  divide 
their  shield  per  pale,  thus — ^placing  their  paternal  anas  on  the 
sinister  side. 

"  On  my  honour,  Ernestine,  you  are  quite  a  little  herald!" 

"  And  leaving  the  dexter  blank  for  those  of — -" 

"  Who— what  P" 

"Their  future  husband — ^whoever  Heaven  shall  send;  and 
these  we  call  our  *  arms  of  expectation.* " 

Encouraged  bv  her  merry  laugh,  with  a  beating  heart  I  took 
up  a  pencu  which  lay  in  her  work-case,  and  traced  upon  the 
dexter  side  my  own  arms,  three  cinque  foils  within  a  boraer. 

"  Whose  arms  are  these  P"  she  aslced,  looking  up  with  a  timid 
expression  in  her  eyes. 

"  The  BoUos — they  are  mine  !  Oh,  Ernestine  !-^o  not  be 
offended ;  but  you  are  so  proud,  that  I  am  positively  quite  afraid 
of  you.  My  fathers  have  carried  these  emblems  on  their  shields 
in  many  a  battle — and  by  the  side  of  Scotland's  kings." 

"  Ah !  good  heavens ! — what  do  I  see  P  They  are  the  same  as 
ours !  argent,  three  cinque  foils  or,  is  it  P  My  father  has  them 
engraved  on  everything  at  Vienna,  from  his  banner  to  his  saddle* 
bags." 

"  This  is  very  remarkable ;  we  may  be  related." 

"Who  can  say  that  we  are  notP"  continued  Ernestine,  with  a 
charming  smile,  while  every  moment  her  colour  deepened.  "  My 
father  bears  an  assumed  name,  and  even  we  scarcely  know  him 
by  any  other  than  Eupert-with-the-B-ed-Plume.  His  is  a  stranije 
story !  He  quarrelled  with  his  elder  brother,  the  lord  of  his 
family,  who  concluded  that  he  was  born  to  misfortune  because  his 
mouth  was  not  adapted  to  the  capacity  of  a  certain  gigantic 
spoon,  or  heirloom,  which,  however,  I  do  not  understand  j  but  to 
ask  Questions  about  it  is  sufficient  to  kindle  his  anger.  He  served 
in  a  Scottish  ship  of  war  as  captain  of  arquebusses,  and  fought 
against  the  Spamards  and  Portuguese.  He  was  wrecked ;  and, 
after  many  and  strange  vicissitudes,  found  his  way  into  the 
Imperial  army,  and,  belying  the  old  tradition  g(  his  noose,  won 
%iinielf  a  coronet,  and  a  fame  that  will  die  only  with  the  hiiiorj 
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if  Austria.  His  own  name,  written  in  a  character  which  I  do 
lot  understand^  ia  traeed  here  on  a  blank  leaf  of  this  old  family 
lussal." 

I  had  listened  to  her  as  one  transfixed  by  her  words,  and  now, 
lembling  with  eagerness,  I  turned  to  the  leaf  of  the  Latin  missal 
k  thick  little  volume,  printed  on  vellum  by  Thomas  Davidsone, 
'Printer  to  the  King's  Majestie  of  Scotland,*')  and  read  a  single 
be  in  the  old  Gaelic  letter,  which  will  make  two  when  trans- 
ited :— 

"  Melen,  daughter  of  Jan  Mac  Aonghais^  to  her  son  JPhilip,  on 
h  tenth  birthday,  at  the  Tower  of  CraigrollQ.** 

"  This  is  the  writing  of  my  grandmother,  the  daughter  of 
bhn,  the  son  of  Angus  of  Strathdee !  She  had  been  reared  by 
er  aunt,  who  was  a  nun  in  a  Lowland  convent,  and,  after  the 
torm  of  the  !Refbrmation,  had  retired  to  her  father's  house,  where 
he  dwelt  in  the  strictest  seclusion^  and,  practising  every  austerity 
nd  role  of  her  order,  had  reached  a  wondrous  agfe,  and,  outliving 
11  her  contemporaries,  died  only  a  short  time  before  my  embarka* 
bn  for  Denmark.  The  Count  of  Carlstein  is  my  long*missing 
ocle,  Philip— Oh,  Ernestine,  I  am  your  cousin !" 

I  exclaimed  all  this  with  one  breath ;  threw  an  arm  around 
er,  and  kissed  her  forehead.  A  sudden  light — a  gleam  of  plea- 
ire  and  astonishinent — ^flashed  in  the  eyes  of  Ernestine. 

"My  cousin ! — ^you — ^are  we  cousins  P   Oh,  it  is  impossible." 

"You  are  my  aear  cousin.  Oh,  Ernestine  1  my  sweet  little 
eart,  how  I  shall  love  you !" 

"  Good  Heaven — how  strange !  In  one  day  I  lose  my  father 
nd  find  a  kinsman  I" 

"Now,  hftve  I  not  a  right  to  be  your  guardian — and  Ian,  too  ? 
Jid  Grabrielie— oh,  I  must  kiss  that  little  fairy!  Ian — Ian! 
[silo!"  I  exclaimed,  throwing  my  bonnet  into  air;  "M'Ear- 
uhar — come  hither — we  are  aU  cousins !" 

*'It>is  a  miracle  !'*  said  Ernestine. 

"Believe  me,  dear  Ernestine,"  said  I,  tenderly;  "love  works 
tore  miracles  than  all  the  saints  in  your  Eoman  calendar." 


CHAPTEE  XLVI. 

THE     BOSS     LEAVES. 

Kis  diseovery  was  of  great  importance  to  me.  It  gave  me  a 
Hiided  interest  in  the  eyes  of  Ernestine ;  it  afibrded  me,  also,  a 
icided  right  to  be  her  guardian ;  and  I  felt  that,  with  confidence, 
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I  could  now  state  my  hopes  to  the  count — and  to  herself— for  1 
Tvas  her  kinsman,  and,  save  Ian  and  her  father,  the  only  one  ske 
possessed  in  Germany  or  Denmark. 

The  lon^  explanatory  conversations  Ian  and  I  had  ^ilL 
Ernestine  and  Gabrielle,  afforded  us  the  best  opportunity  for  the 
most  charming  intimacy ;  and  I  was  frequently  amused  when  Ian, 
with  true  Celtic  enthusiasm  and  pride,  and  moreover  with  very 
perplexing  accuracy,  traced  for  them  their  pedigree  on  his  fingersj 
sliowing  now  they  were  descended  from  Aonghais  Dhu,  of  the 
clan  Ivor,  an  irritable  individual,  who  was  slain  in  a  ceamachwX^ 
the  clan  Laiwe  ;  leaving,  by  a  daughter  of  the  clan  Chai,  a  son, 
Alaster  Mhor  Mhic  Aonghais,  who,  with  his  six  brothers,  closed 
a  turbulent  life  at  the  battle  of  Druim-na'-Coub,  leaving  a  soi^ 
Duncan  Mhic  Alaster  Mhor,  Mhic  Aaonffhais,  by  his  wife,  i 
daughter  of  M'Gillichattan  Mhor,  who  had  carried  a  foraj 
once  to  the  Clachnacuddan  of  Inverness,  where  he  departed  tlii 
life,  in  the  good  old  Highland  fashion,  with  a  yard  of  cold  iron  ii 
his  body ;  and  so  on  would  Ian  run  for  twenty  generations,  tin 
patronymics  increasing  with  each,  until,  among  the  barbarou 
names  and  guttural  sobriquets,  the  sisters  became  lost  in  surprise 
Like  every  Highlander,  Ian  carried  about  in  his  own  menr^r 
the  pedigree  of  his  ancestry  up  to  the  times  of  ^ing  Donald  VL 
and  fhrther  back,  perhaps  ;  and  if  lan's  memory  miled  him,  tb 
memory— or  perhaps  invention— of  his  sergeant  and  fostrt 
brother,  never  did ;  and  so  they  would  sit  and  trace  back  th:: 
progenitors  until  they  became  lost  in  the  dark  ages  of  Highlani 
antiquity- 
Ernestine  heard  all  this  mighty  muster-roll  with  qaiet  astonisli 
ment,  but  Gabrielle  with  evident  pleasure.  She  liked  the  societ 
of  Ian,  in  whom  she  discovered  some  resemblance  to  her  father 
and  admired  his  blunt  decisive  manner,  and  that  gallant  an 
authoritative  air  which  declared  him  the  Celtic  chief  of  a  lonj 
descended  line  of  free  and  roving  warriors. 

A  few  evenings  after  the  discovery  so  fortunately  milde  l^ 
means  of  that  blessed  old  missal,  we  were  seated  near  the  8anj| 
place,  and  Ernestine  was  feeding  the  golden  fish  with  crumlj 
from  her  white  hands,  while  Ian,  Gabrielle,  and  the  old  Barl 
EoBycE,  were  promenading  on  a  terrace,  where  four  brass  canno 
faced  the  Guldborg  Sound.  -Again  the  sun  was  setting ;  its  orl 
glowing  through  the  softening  haze  which  floated  over  the  wock 
lands  of  the  i^e,  seemed  to  rest  at  the  horizon ;  and  again  it 
fiery  rays  played  on  the  glistening  leaves  of  the  tjdl  poplars,  tM 
overtopped  tlie  old  garden  wall.  J 

I  was  conversing  with  Ernestine,  and  thinking,  as  I  hun^  ova 
her,  that  I  had  never  seen  a  more  winning  face  or  graceful  coi 
tour  of  head  and  neck ;  there  was  something  antique  and  Eomi 
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in  their  beauty  which  made  her  seem  divine,  when  viewed  through 
that  bright  medium  by  which  a  lover  sees  everything  that  apper- 
tains to  his  mistress.  Since  the  discovery  of  our  relationsnip, 
our  intimacy  had  greatly  increased,  and  I  had  prevailed  on  her  to 
accept  from  me  a  number  of  those  petty  trifles  which  the  taste 
and  attention  of  men  have  invented  to  please  and  flatter  women. 
My  means  for  procuring  these  at  the  small  Danish  town  of 
Nyekiobing  were  very  limited,  and  on  the  day  in  Question  I  had 
just  invested  my  last  rixdollars*  on  the  purchase  oi  a  ring,  which, 
after  some  hesitation,  she  accepted. 

"It  is  very  beautiful !"  said  she,  smiling,  as  she  placed  it  on  a 
tiny  finger  of  her  dimpled  hand ;  "  and  I  will  take  it  from  you— 
as  my  cousin." 

*'  Will  you  not  receive  it  from  me,  dear  Ernestine,  as  one  who 
would  fain  be  something  more  P" 

"  It  is  charming,"  she  added,  wholly  occupied  with  her  new  ring; 
"  and  the  manner  in  which  you  bestow  a  gift  trebles  its  value. 
How  I  do  wish,  cousin  Philip,  that  we  had  discovered  our  rela- 
tionship before  my  father  left  us  for  the  isle  of  Eehmarn !" 

"  I  wish  we  had,  dear  Ernestine ;  for  much  anxiety  would  then 
have  been  spared  me.  Ere  this  I  would  have  known — my — ^my 
fate,  perhaps." 

"  Philip— fate !" 

"Ernestine,  listen  to  me.  You  do  not  love  the  Count  of 
Koeningheim — he  whom  your  father  has  chosen  P" 

**  Oh,  no !  poor  Koenmgheim.  Though  merry  and  lively  at 
times,  he  is  subject  to  the  most  frightful  fits  of  sorrow  and  depres- 
sion, as  if  some  terrible  and  untellable  secret  preyed  upon  his 
souL  Besides,  with  all  his  assumed  air  of  gallantry,  he  has  in 
reality  an  aversion  to  women." 

"An  aversion P" 

"  At  times  unconquerable,  when  his  dark  hour,  as  he  calls  it,  is 
upon  him.    Would  you  have  thought  this  ?" 

"  Never ;  and  scarcely  would  I  have  believed  it  from  other 
lips  than  yours." 

•*Love  Koeningheim !"  she  continued;  "oh,  no! — I  can  love 
no  one  but  my  father  and  httle  Gabrielle — and  you,  for  you  have 
been  so  kind  to  her  and  to  me." 

"  Thank  you,  Ernestine  ;  my  heart  would  have  burst  if  you 
had  omitted  me  in  that  small  circle.  Ah!  if  you  knew — ^ifyou" 
only  knew " 

"  WhatP"  said  she,  timidly  glancing  at  me. 

"  How  fondly  I  love  you,  dear  Ernestine !  There,  now,  it  is 
said — my  secret  is  out.  Will  you  pardon  it — can  you  love  me  in 
refcum? 

*  A  rixdoUar  was  worth  about  forty  shillings  Scots. 
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After  many  a  long  and  painful  pause,  which  pen  apd  paper 
cannot  show,  the  secret  had  burst  from  me ;  bnt  Ernestine,  who, 
with  all  her  artlessness,  expected  some  such  avowal,  made  no 
reply,  and  continued  to  pluck  the  leaves  of  a  Gueldre  rose. 

"  iTou  know  not — ^you  never  can  know — how  deep  this  passion 
is,  how  long  it  has  endured,  since  first  we  met  at  Luneburg, 
Ernestine  !'* 

Leaf  by  leaf  she  still  plucked  on. 

"  Ernestine,  dearest — do  you  hear  n^eP  ihat  I  lore  you.  Oh! 
you  know  not  how  fondly — now  well !" 

The  leaves  still  floated  away  on  the  win^. 

I  felt  that  the  citadel  was  about  to  capitulate ;  that  she  trembled, 
for  my  hands  had  ventured  to  touch,  and  then  enpircle  her  waist. 
My  whole  heart  seemed  to  vibrate. 

•'  Emestfne — ^my  own  Ernestine  I" 

The  last  leaf  fell  to  the  ground. 

She  was  pale  as  death,  and  her  very  eyelids  were  trembling; 
for  in  her  breath  love  struggled  with  herprovolring  pride,  bnt  the 
plump  little  god  soon  bore  all  before  him  bravely. 

I  pressed  my  lips  to  her  cheek,  and  felt  assured  that  she — this 
proud  and  beautiful  girl — ^was  indeed  mine,  and  that  she  loved  me. 

Between  the  high  and  the  closely-clipped  hedges  of  the  old 
garden,  we  heard  ^tsteps,  as  Ian  and  Gabrielle  returned  to  us. 
I  had  quite  forgot  them,  and  90  had  Ernestine ;  but  now  she 
started  away  in  confusion. 

"  I  am  going,"  said  she ;  **  I  must  go.** 

"And  shall  I  not  see  you  again  to-night P** 

**  1^0 ;  but  a  good-night,  dear  Philip,  and  pleasant  dreams  to 
you,*'  she  added,  in  the  old  German  fashion. 

**  Dear  Ernestine,  good-night,  then,  and  a  thousand  blessings 
attend  you ;  for  you  have  taken  a  load  off  my  heart,  and  made  me 
indeed  most  happy  T' 

We  separated,  and,  anxious  to  avoid  the  intruders,  and  to  muse 
alone  for  a  time,  I  sprang  over  the  terrace,  where  the  brass  col- 
verins  peered  through  the  faded  honeysuckle,  and  from  thence  I 
descended  to  the  caLn,  still  shore  of  thp  Guldborg  Sound. 


CHAPTEB  XLTH. 

WINTER  QITABTESS — THE  SECBET  OF  GABBIELLE. 

Time  rolled  away ;  we  did  not,  ^  Ian  expected,  go  to  Fehmam. 
Winter  sto}^  on,  and  one  day  of  snow  was  succeeaed  by  another. 
7he  queen  and  court  rode  put  in  sledges,  or  on  horses  shod  with 
jagged  shoes ;  our  soldiers  vegetated  like  the  weeds  on  the  ram- 
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parts.  The  old  queen  told  us  endless  stories  of  James  VI.  and 
of  her  daughter's  marriage,  and  went  regularly  every  Sunday  to 
the  church  of  Nyekiobir^,  where  worship  was  celebrated  after 
the  Lutheran  fashion.  There  was  a  fine  organ.  After  service, 
the  preacher  was  wont  to  come  out  of  the  pulpit  and  enter  the 
choir,  where  he  muttered  a  prayer^  after  tne  fashion  of  a  low 
mass,  which  used  to  make  I^ieutenant  Lumsdaine,  who  was  a 
staunch  Presbyteriaji,  twirl  his  mustaches,  and  own  (though  he 
thought  the  organ  infinitely  preferable  to  the  bagpipe  then  used 
in  his  parish  kirk  of  Invergellie)  that  Lutheranism,  as  practisea 
in  Denmark,  was  another  name  for  Catholicism.  After  service, 
the  queen  usually  rode  back  in  state,  seated  upon  a  pillion  behind 
the  ^Daron  Foeyce. 

In  the  evenings  we  had  a  little  ball,  and  danced  to  the  fcte 
and  tabor,  or,  at  times,  to  the  great  war-pipe  of  Torquil  Gonn, 
which  shook  the  dust  from  the  rafters  of  tne  hall.  At  times,  the 
old  queen  told  us  legends  of  the  Isolds,  or  of  the  imps  that 
hauQted  the  ancient  church  of  Nyekiobing . 

Like  OT^ry  old  building  in  the  Danish  isles,  it  had  a  nis  (or 
brownie)  attached  to  it.  This  spirit  kept  the  seats  clean  and 
swept  the  aisles,  arranged  the  cushions  and  dusted  the  pulpit,  ^e 
was  seldom  seen  at  these  duties,  but  was  known  to  wear  a  green 
dress  and  conijsal  red  hat,  which  on  the  feast  of  St.  Michael  he 
regularly  exchanged  for  a  broad  Spanish  beaver,  which  over- 
shadowed the  whole  of  his  squat  ngure.  He  was  called  the 
hircjcegrim,  and  for  his  use  a  basin  of  groute  was  deposited  every 
night  in  tlie  vestry,  by  the  wife  .of  the  beadle.  Once  this  was 
omitted,  and  the  spirit,  in  revenge,  turned  all  her  holiday  gar- 
ments into  clouted  rags.  King  Waldemar,  the  wild  huntsman, 
was  another  source  of  many  a  legend,  to  which  all  the  old  queen's 
listeners  gave  implicit  faith. 

"Every  night  he  rides  across  Laaland  at  this  season,"  the 
queen  would  say,  "  and  sweeps  over  the  Moens-klmt." 

"  I,  myself,  liaye  fceard  him  approaching,"  the  Baron  FceycB 
would  add  in  corroboration;  "once  on  St.  John's  night,  when 
cro3sme  the  rocky  ridges  of  the  Moens-klint,  I  heard  on  the 
xnidnignt  wind  a  shouting  and  winding  of  horns,  the  barking  qf 
dogs,  and  the  rushing  sound  of  a  mighty  wind,  coming  up  as  from 
the  waters  of  the  G^ron-siind." 

"  And  vou  knew  the  approach  of  Waldemar,"  said  the  old 
queen,  all  attention,  as  we  drew  our  chairs  closer  round  the 
glowing  hearth — "  of  the  wild  huntsman  P" 

"  My  heart  seemed  frozeii  within  me,  and  when  the  spirit 
passed  before  me,  as  the  book  of  Job  saith,  *  the  hair  of  my  nesk 
stood  up.'  A  storm  of  irind  swepjb  over  the  dark  ridces  of  the 
Voens-Klinb  there  W8«  a  gleam  of  lightning,  and  in  &e  passing 

b2     • 
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flasli  I  saw  the  coal-black  liounds  of  Waldemar,  with  long  red 
tonfinieB  hanging  out  of  their  foam-covered  mouths^  as  they  run 
snuffing  and  questing  among  the  grass." 

"  And  what  aspect  had  Waldemar  P"  asked  twenty  voices,  in 
whispers. 

"The  aspect  of  a  gigantic  siiadow,  brandishing  a  hunting-sword; 
and  his  horse  was  but  a  shadow,  for  the  stars  shone  through  them 
both  as  they  swept  into  the  hollow,  and  I  heard  the  clatter  of 
farm-gates,  the  crackle  of  roofs,  and  the  crash  of  chimneys,  as 
the  infernal  train  sped  over  Ellintholun  and  vanished  in  the  dis- 
tance." 

Told  by  the  winter  fire,  while  the  night  wind  rumbled  hollowly 
in  the  vast  tunnelled  chimney  of  the  old  castle  hall,  some  of  these 
wild  legends  were  more  impressive  than  any  relation  of  mino  can 
make  them. 

Mv  company  lay  in  winter  quarters  at  the  fort  of  Nyekiobing 
for  toxa  months,  during  a  most  severe  winter,  in  lyhich  (after 
having  had  the  extremity  of  summer  heat)  we  had  to  endure  the 
extremity  of  cold.  Over  our  cuirasses  we  wore  doubtlets  of  far 
or  sheepskin,  and  my  soldiers  of  course  retained  their  tartan 
kilts,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  Danes,  who  were  ignorant  of  the 
actual  warmth  and  comfort  of  the  Scottish  garb ;  for  one  accus- 
tomed to  it  feels  less  cold  in  his  knees  than  other  men  do  in  their 
faces.  The  Guldborg  Sound  was  frozen  over ;  even  the  Baltic 
was  clothed  with  ice,  which  stood,  as  it  seemed,  in  silent  waves, 
and  covered  by  long-accumulated  snow.  All  the  adjacent  isles, 
Moen,  Nyord,  and  Bogoe,  we're  covered  with  the  same  white 
mantle,  and  we  laravelled  between  them  on  sledges ;  but  the  cold 
was  so  much  more  severe  than  even  the  most  hardy  of  our  men 
were  accustomed  to,  that  I  am  sure  they  spent  nearly  all  their 
pay  in  potent  corn-brandy. 

All  the  courtiers  were  muffled  to  their  noses  in  Bussian  sables; 
for  though  in  summer  they  rather  loved  the  Erench  fashions,  they 
were  compelled  in  winter  to  resume  the  Well-furred  and  more 
picturesque  costume  of  the  Danish  isles. 

Unmarked  by  any  event,  save  the  half-pagan  festivities  at 
Yule-tide,  the  four  months  glided  pleasantly  and  joyously  away; 
for  a  day  never  passed  without  some  hours  of  it  being  spent  in 
the  society  of  Ernestine ;  and  the  more  I  knew  of  her,  the  more 
did  I  love  her,  for  in  her  manner  there  was  so  much  that  was 
winning  and  charming.  There  was  a  piquant  raciness  and 
vivacity  in  her  mode  of  expression  that  were  very  attractive, 
though  her  occasional  bursts  of  pride  and  temper  were  a  little 
perplexing ;  but  the  graces  of  mind  I  discovered  in  Ernestine 
gave  me  cause  to  rejoice  in  the  hour  that  I  first  became  known 
*o  her;    When  I  looked  back  to  that  ^]aoo^light  night  by  the 
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northern  shore  of  the  Elbe,  where  first  I  met  the  count  near  tlie 
^ates  of  Gluckstadt,  conducting  to  liim  the  little  spy  Prudentia^ 
and  where  I  received  from  him  the  gold  chain  to  which  so  sin- 

filar  an  interest  attached,  as  having  been  the  communion  cup  of 
nox  and  Calvin,  it  seemed  remarkable  that  now  I  should  be  so 
intimate  with  his  daughters — the  received  lover  of  one,  the 
acknowledged  relation  of  both. 

One  can  "  mate  love"  more  readily,  I  think,  in  a  foreign  lan- 
guage than  in  ours.  Every  other  tongue,  even  the  Lowland 
Scottish,  the  Gaelic,  and  tne  Irish,  teem  with  expressions  of 
tenderness  which  the  English  language  does  not  possess.  Con- 
setjuently  the  phrase,  "  How  much  I  love  you !"  could  easily  be 
said  in  German  to  Ernestine,  or  in  the  language  of  her  Spanish 
mother;  it  did  not  sound  nearly  so  tremendous  as  in  plain 
English. 

Gabrielle  was  the  only  alloy  to  our  happiness ;  she  pined,  be- 
came low-spirited,  and  longed  incessantly  to  return  to  Vienna  or 
to  Luneburg — to  see  her  father — to  leave  at  least  Nyekiobing ; 
and  as  the  winter  wore  away,  and  spring  drew  near,  this  morbid 
melancholy  increased.  We  thought  the  dreary  view  of  the  snow- 
clad  isles  and  frozen  sea,  the  leafless  woods  and  black  pine  forests, 
rendered  her  spirits  low  and  dulled  her  old  vivacity;  or  that  per- 
haps it  was  the  grim  castle,  which  cert«s  was  dreary  enough, 
for  it  had  served  many  generations  of  the  house  of  Oldenburg— 
generations  who  had  passed  away  like  the  casual  inmates  of  an 
liostel,  without  their  names  being  remembered  in  the  place  of  their 
abode.  The  winter  winds  sighed  through  the  doors,  and  waved 
the  heavy  tapestries,  which  depicted  the  loves  of  KingWaldemar 
and  Torve  Jbille,  the  little  lady  of  the  enchanted  ring,  while  the 
melancholy  cries  of  the  horned  owl  were  heard  incessantly  from 
the  turrets  of  the  weatherbeaten  keep. 

"  I  am  not  surprised  that  Gabrielle  finds  this  old  castle  dull," 
said  I  one  day  to  Ernestine ;  "  but  for  your  presence  here,  I 
should  have  found  it  dreary  enough  too." 

I  observed  that,  whenever  I  spoke  of  Gabrielle's  melancholy, 
the  cheek  of  Ernestine  reddened,  and  she  changed  the  subject 
T^'ith  an  abruptness  that  evinced  there  was  some  secret  in  it ;  but 
Trhat  that  secret  was  I  could  not  divine. 

Yule-tide  passed.  On  Christmas-eve  the  queen  ordered  all  the 
gates  and  doors  to  be  thrown  open,  that  there  might  remain 
nothing  to  obstruct  the  stormy  career  of  the  wild  huntsman,  if 
he  came  that  way — but  Waldemar  never  came. 

The  months  of  snow  glided  on,  and  the  spring  of  1628  aiK 
proached ;  but  in  that  solitary  Danish  isle  we  neam  little  of  the 
"^ar  which  the  valiant  and  unfortunate  king  was  fruitlessly  mair 
taining  by  outfalls,  boat  excursions,  sudden  landings  on  the  cof 
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of  Holstein  and  Juteland,  and  as  sudden  embartcations ;  alvayi 
with  severe  loss  to  the  sinall  but  brave  force  of  Scottish  and  French 
infantry,  which  yet  adhered  to  his  desperate  fortunes. 

Vegetating  at  I5"yeki6binR:,  we  almost  forgot  that  we  vere 
soldiers.  Ian  was  so  impatient  to  be  gone,  that  he  frequently 
vowed  he  would  make  an  offer  of  his  sword  to  G\istanis 
Adolphus,  whose  army  was  almost  entirely  led  by  Scottish 
officers,  whom  peace  with  England  had  compelled  to  court  the 
smiles  of  fortune  in  a  foreign  camp,  where  many  of  them  hail 
risen  to  the  rank  of  nobles ;  such  as  Spence  of  that  Uk,  who  be- 
came Count  of  Orcholm ;  Douglas  of  W hittinghame,  who  became 
Count.of  Schonengen ;  while  the  Laird  of  Dalserf  and  many  others 
rose  to  be  barons  of  Sweden  and  Finland. 

The  charming  society  of  Ernestine  had  somewhat  tempered  in 
me,  perhaps,  that  restless  craving  for  glory  and  adventure  which 
animates  a  true  soldier  of  fortune.  Thus  I  was  perfectly  con- 
tent, and  the  winter  months  were  passed  in  ^uiet  happiness ;  for 
she  had  promised  to  unite  her  fortunes  with  mine  when  the 
war  ceased,  and  her  father's  consent  was  obtained.  When  the 
war  ceased!  That,  indeed,  would  have  tried  the  patience  of 
honest  Job,  for  the  great  Thirty  Years'  war  was  only  then  in  its 
infancy. 

The  poor  old  queen-dowager  was  so  kind  and  good,  so  affable 
and  motherly,  and  bore  her  diminished  fortune  with  such  philo- 
sophical equanimity  of  temper,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to  love 
and  respeci  her ;  but  she  prosed  sometimes,  and  inflicted  upon 
us  interminable  stories  of  Holger,  Danske,  King  Wajdemar,  and 
Jjille  Torve,  and  repeated  the  profound  sayings  of  that  pedantic 
blockhead,  her  son-m-law,  the  King  of  Scotland.* 

During  my  residence  at  J^yekiobing,  I  discovered  why  Kin^ 
Christian,  the  patron  of  poetry  and  the  drama,  employed  so  many 
Scots,  Irish,  6erman,  and  French  soldiers  of  fortune  to  fight 
his  battles;  for,  unlike  the  Holsteiners,  the  majority  of  lis 
subjects  had  really  lost  much  of  their  ancient  bravery,  and  bein,:j 
somewhat  addicted  to  cheating,  were,  as  usual  with  me  false,  full 
of  mistrust  of  others.  In  short,  they  loved  not  to  wage  war, 
while  they  could  get  so  many  gallant  Scots  and  Irishmea  to 
wage  it  for  thetn ;  but,  oppressed  by  its  consequences,  povertr 
and  poor  fare  were  everywhere  apparent.  The  slavish  boors  fed 
on  roots,  rye-bread,  and  salted  nsh;  the  burghers  or  citizens, 
on  lean  nesh,  stock-fish,  bacon,  and  bad  cheese.  When  the  land 
is  sold,  the  men,  their  wives  and  children  who  inhabit  it,  go 

^  The  pen  haa  been  drawn  through  this  in  the  originat    In  1694,  Lord 
Molesworth  gave  an  account  of  Denmark  similar  to  that  which  follo\7S.   I( 
proved  so  ofTensive  to  the  Danes,  that  their  king  demanded,  by  hia  ambiu* 
ador,  the  author's  head,  from  King  Willliun  of  Orange. 
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with  the  freehold,  like  the  trees  and  walls  thereon.  Their  songs 
bore  a  stroits^  resemblance  to  the  old  ballads  sung  hj  our  Border 
harpers ;  and  I  hare  no  doubt  that  many  of  those  ancient  lays 
which  the  Goths  brought  out  of  the  East,  and  which  Tacitus 
mentions  in  his  account  of  the  Germans,  might  be  traced  among 
our  Scottish  hills,  where  the  wandering  bards  of  other  tim^s  have 
brought  theln  from  Denmark. 

I  found  them  great  vaunters,  too,  those  Danes.  It  was  their 
frequent  boast  that  they  were  the  conquerors  of  Englahd,  and 
this  is  graven  on  the  tombs  of  many  of  their  kings.  Thus  at 
Boskilde,  on  the  graves  of  Harold  vll.,  of  Siiend  III.,  and 
others,  they  are  always  designated  Bex  Dadee,  Anglim  et  Nor^ 
veguB,  Bemg  Scdts,  we  could  not  quarrbl  with  these  assump- 
tions, as  they  did  not  concern  us ;  the  Baron  FceyoB  in  particular, 
when  the  ficnnaps  or  coni-brandy  was  more  potent  than  usual, 
was  a  Vehement  upholder  of  the  ancient  Danish  glory,  of  which 
Ian  Was  always  somewhat  sceptical. 

"  I  assure  you  it  is  a  fact,  Herr  Rollo,"  the  Baron  would  say, 
counting  on  nis  fingers;  "we  have  defeated  the  Swedes  m 
twenty-two  pitched  battles,  and  made  them  swear  allegiance  td 
four-and-twenty  of  our  kings.  We  have  overthrowil  the  Norse- 
men in  thirty -two  battles.  Bussia  has  paid  tribute  to  eight  of 
our  monarchs ;  we  have  conquered  Ireland  eight,  and  England 
ten  timfes.  Canute  IV.  conquered  Livonia,  and  Helgo  won 
Saxonvby  his  sword;  while  Courland,  Esthonia,  and  Prussia, 
We  all,  at  various  times,  belonged  to  the  Danish  crown." 

"  Thank  God,  and  the  stout  hearts  of  our  fathers,  these  con- 
quering Danes  never  found  aught  but  their  graves  on  Scottish 
ground!"  Ian  Would  retort  with  a  grim  look;  "and  you  may 
see  tkem  yet,  Herr  Baron,  on  the  battle-fields  of  Crail,  Cru-dane, 
and  Luncarty ;  but  I  marvel  much  that  the  descendants  of  these 
enterprising  rovers  are  unable  to  hold  yonder  poor  peninsula  of 
Jiiteland  against  the  soldiers  of  Wallenstein,  Tilly,  and  Merod6." 

From  our  dreamy  mode  of  passing  the  time,  we  were  roused 
to  our  active  military  labours  W  the  opening  spring  ;  and,  from 
leading  the  quiet  life  of  a  venr  Dutchman,  I  was  soon  to  become 
immersed  in  a  succession  of  the  niost  stirring  iiicidehts. 

The  season  was  that  which  >t  home  in  Britain  we  call  spriiig ; 
but  in  those  northern  isles  of  Denmark  the  snow  lay  thick  upon 
the  land,  and  with  its  dreary  sheets  the  white  field-ice  covered 
all  the  Baltic  and  the  Guldborg  Sound;  fbr  that  infallible 
authority  who  exists  everywhere,  the  oldest  inhabitant,  of  Nye- 
kiobing,  could  not  remember  a  season  so  cold  or  so  severe. 
From  my  windows,  which  overlooked  the  Sound  on  one  side, 
tod  the  castle  garden  on  the  other,  the  view  was  inte»^ 
desolate  and  dreary. 

The  fortress  was  very  old|  and  my  chamber  was  hun 
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faded  tapestry,  representing  the  marWrdom  of  Erik  Flogpenning, 
and  his  ghastly  body  gashed  with  fifty-six  wounds ;  my  bed  was 
an  immense  antique  four-poster  of  the  most  alarming  dimensions, 
old  perhaps  as  the  days  of  Holger  Danske,  and  completely 
shrouded  by  curtains  of  sombre  blue  velvet.  A  tall  wardrobe 
and  cabinet  of  walnut  wood,  a  table  and  two  chairs  of  oak,  all 
curiously  and  somewhat  barbarously  carved,  made  up  the  furni- 
ture ;  while  the  stone  fireplace  was  so  capacious,  that  within  it  I 
could  stand  upright  with  my  bonnet  on.  And  so  thick  were  the 
walls,  that  even  at  noonday  but  a  dim  light  straggled  through 
the  strongly -barred  and  deeply-embayed  windows. 

A  mound — doubtless  the  barrow  in  which  reposed  the  bones  of 
some  bold  Cimbric  warrior — lay  under  the  castle  wall.  Therein, 
as  the  Baron  Foeyce  told  me,  dwelt  avast  number  of  little  Trolds, 
all  clad  in  green  dresses,  with  heavy  ungainly  persons,  long 
noses,  crooked  backs,  and  red  caps.  He  averred  having  seen 
them  at  a  festival  on  St.  John's  night ;  when  the  mound  opened, 
its  womb  seemed  full  of  light,  and  there,  around  a  dead  man's 
skeleton,  were  the  little  Trolds  seen  dancing,  drinking  fairy  wine 
out  of  limpet  shells,  and  keeping  in  thrall  the  wife  of  Heinrich 
Viig  (the  Koyal  gate  ward),  whom  they  had  spirited  away,  and 
who  had  not  the  power  to  return  to  her  spouse ;  though  ne  fre- 
quently heard  her  wailing,  when,  in  the  calm  summer  evenings, 
he  sat  on  the  summit  of  the  mound,  smoking  his  long  pipe,  and 
reflecting  that,  all  things  considered,  his  bereavement  was  not  so 
hard  that  it  could  not  be  borne  patiently. 

One  evening  in  March,  when  the  snow  lay  deep  around  the 
castle,  and,  except  the  woods  of  leafless  beech,  or  here  and  there 
a  clump  of  dark  green  pine,  everything  was  mantled  over  with 
it,  I  sat  at  one  of  my  windows,  wnich  1  had  opened  to  see  more 
clearly  the  prospect  of  the  Sound,  where  many  a  ship  lay  frozen 
in,  with  her  high  poop  and  snow-mantled  yards  casting  a  long 
shadow  on  the  expanse  of  ice. 

I  was  buried  in  reverie ;  my  mind  was  endeavouring  to  pierce 
the  clouds  that  rested  on  the  future ;  for  though  the  progress  of 
my  love  affair  was  indeed  most  fortunate,  the  chances  of  a  happy 
conclusion  were,  as  yet,  distant  and  vague ;  and,  of  all  things  in 
this  world,  there  is  nothing  I  dislike  more  than  suspense. 

The  sun  was  setting,  and  its  cold  yellow  lustre  fell  upon  a 
stone  terrace  immediately  below  my  window ;  there,  in  a 
sheltered  place,  and  well  muffled  up  in  dresses  of  warm  red 
cloth,  trimmed  with  ample  furs  of  Muscovite  sable,  Ernestine  sat 
with  Gabrielle,  conversmg  in  low  and  earnest  tones.  They  had 
been  there  for  a  considerable  tirae,  before  a  sudden  exclamation 
of  the  first  made  me  aware  of  their  vicinity.  I  had  not  the 
least  intention  of  listening,  for  I  had  too  keen  a  sense  of  honour 
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6  do  BO,  thongli  we  have  known  it  to  be  tlie  favourite  resort  of 
omancers  and  players,  to  make  even  their  best-bred  cavaliers 
cqoainted  with  what  it  was  never  intended  they  should  know ; 
nt  a  burst  of  surprise  and  anguish  from  Ernestine,  and  its 
mor,  chained  me  to  the  spot,  and,  think  of  it  what  you  will,  I 
ras  compelled  to  remain  and  listen. 

"  Grabrielle !  oh,  Gabrielle !  what  is  this  you  tell  me  P  I  will 
!ave  this  place  at  all  risks — ^we  must — we  shall !  Nay,  nay !  talk 
ot  of  danger  or  of  difficulty ;  for  we  will  launch  a  boat  and  put 
>rth  together,  rather  than  expose  you  to  this  humiliating — this 
liserable  infatuation !" 

'*  Oh,  spare  me,  dear  sister  !'*  urged  the  plaintive  voice  of 
fabrielle. 

"  I  do  not  reproach  you,  Gabrielle !"  said  Ernestine,  aifection- 
Sely  drawing  her  sister's  drooping  head  upon  her  breast,  and 
nbracing  it  with  her  arm. 
"  Ernestine,  is  it  a  sin  to  loveP" 

"  Ifot  as  your  spotless  heart  loves!"  replied  the  elder  sister, 
issing  her;  while  a  bright  smile  of  affection  sparkled  in  her 
ild  dark  eyes. 

"  It  must  be — else  whence  this  sense  of  mingled  shame  and 
ortification  P" 

"  We  shall  leave  this  ill-omened  island,  Gabrielle.  We  must 
fpart  for  Vienna — I  have  still  money  enough ;  but  oh,  what  a 
stance  to  travel  alone !  Surely,  we  shall  find  some  safe  con- 
ictor,  at  least,  to  the  opposite  shore,  where  the  Imperialists 
;ve  garrisoned  every  town.  At  all  risks,  my  poor  little  dove, 
triil  free  you  from  this  danger ;  so  dry  your  tears,  Gabrielle, 
d  weep  no  more." 
But  G^brielle's  tears  fell  faster. 

"  Oh,  Ernestine !  I  should  die  of  shame  if  I  thought  that  any 
e,  save  you,  had  heard  this  avowal — ^this  humiliating  avowal — • 
knew  my  terrible  secret !" 

"  That  you  love  a  heedless  cavalier — ^ha,  ha,  Gabrielle !" 
"  jyo  not  laugh.  I  would  to  Heaven,  Ernestine,  that  I  had 
rer  met  this  man — that  we  had  remained  at  Luneburg,  as  our 
U"  father  wished.  And  his  Moina — how  he  loves  her!  He 
en  praises  her  to  me,  and  without  perceiving  that  every  word 
like  a  death-stab.    Happy  Moina!" 

Bd^oina!  I  was  thunaerstruck.  The  gentle,  the  pining 
brielle  loved  Ian  Dhu,  whose  chivalric  heart  was  faithfully 
roted  to  another.  This  was  the  source  of  that  secret  sadness 
icli  had  80  much  astonished  and  alarmed  us.  Innocent  and 
lelesB,  her  heart  had  guarded  in  its  pure  recesses  this  deep 
e,  "wbich  sprang  from  a  gratitude  to  her  father's  brave  pre- 
Ter,    Sincerely  I  pitied  Gabrielle,  for  I  knew  that  her  love 
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was  hopeless ;  and  a  thousand  little  expressions  of  eje,  change 
of  voice  and  manner,  which  in  my  pre-occupation  with  Emestia 
had  passed  unobserved  at  the  time,  now  flashed  upon  my  me 
mory.  Dear  Gabrielle !  I  loved  her  like  a  younger  sister,  am 
felt  alike  hostile  and  indignant  at  this  unknown  Moioa,  who  bai 
rendered  Ian  so  invulnerable  to  her  many  attractions. 

"  Ian  will  go  home  to  his  own  mountains — those  blue  moun 
tains  he  talks  so  much  of;  and  he  will  marry — ^yes,  lirnestiiie, 
continued  Gabrielle,  "he  will  marry  this  Moina.  Se  cazmo 
love  me.  Oh !  I  fear  he  would  rather  despise  me  if  he  knew  ho\ 
much  I  loved  him." 

"Despise! — ^you,  the  Count  of  Carlstein*s  daughter!"  stu 
her  sister,  whose  eyes  kindled. 

"  He  saved  our  dear  father's  life,"  said  Gabrielle,  with  a  sa 
smile ;  "  'twas  that  which  first  opened  my  heart  unto  him.  H 
will  marry  that  woman — and  never  have  one  thought  for  me,  'nb 
love  him  so  well ;  mj  memory  will  pass  away  like  the  last  year' 
leaves.  I  hope  she  is  good  and  beautiful — for  he  deserves  a  brid 
who  is  both.  Yes — yes,  dear  Ernestine — let  us  leave  this  place 
for  I  long  for  another  still  more  solitary,  where,  unseen,  I  ma 
give  myself  up  to  grief,  and  die." 

"I  nave  met  men  at  Vienna  wjio  did  not  believe  that 
woman  could  love,  my  poor  little  lamb,  Gabrielle  {"* 

"  jSfot  love  ?    How  little  thev  knew  us !  And  who  were  they? 

"  Wallen stein,  the  Duke  of  Friedland,  was  one — the  Coun 
Merod6  another." 

"  Merod6 — ah,  frightful  !'*  said  Gabrielle,  with  a  shuddc 
**  What  could  he  know  of  love  P" 

"  It  was  once  said  that  he  loved  you,  and  that  your  rejectio 
drove  him  to  those  excesses  which  have  made  him  and  his  ro^ 
ment  a  European  proverb." 

"  He — the  wretched  libertine — ^who  is  said  to  have  three  win 
shut  up  at  his  castle  in  the  Black  Forest  of  Thuringia !  Hc- 
horror  to  his  own  kinsman  as  to  his  enemies !  How  could  to 
speak  of  him,  Ernestine  P  oh,  how  unlike  him  whose  pnagc,  s 
it  by  fascination,  fills  up  my  whole  mind !  Sister,  I  admire,  nt 
alone  his  handsome  figure  or  fine  miHtary  eye ;  but  his  bold  aa 
manly  spirit,  his  free  and  gallant  bearing.  When  we  return  t 
Vienna,  I  will  go  to  a  convent,  sister;  I  think  I  have  the  voci 
tion  of  which  you  once  used  to  speak.  It  has  left  you,  and  cod: 
to  me.  My  heart  swells  with  pride  when  I  see  hipa,  Emestim 
How  his  tail  eagle's-plume  overtops  all  others  here !  (I  am  sur 
I  have  got  the  vocation,  sister.)  He  jests  and  laughs  bo  kindi^ 
and  I  jest  in  return,  to  hide  the  deadly  secret  that  preys  upo 
my  spirit ;  for  until  she  is  beloved  a  woman  cannot  love,  01 
Ernestine— Ernestine !  do  not  think  me  ihad  dr  immodest ;  ba 
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)  e,  dear  sister,  for  I  assure  you  I  am  neither ;  I  am  still 
t^ar  little  sister — the  same  Gabrielle.  How  happy  you  must 
lave  some  one  who  loves  you !  There  are  times  when  jest- 
:ie  kisses  my  hand  because  we  are  cousins;  and,  as  his 
'man,  in  his  brave  heart  he  loves  me  like  a  little  sister. 
u !  he  knows  not  the  swell  of  passion  excited  by  his  voice, 
approach,  by  his  touch,  and  how  the  kiss  he  prints  in  play 
lUY  liand  sinks  into  my  inmost  heart,  and  makes  it  tremu- 
ith  joy.  But  he  passed  awajr  to  others,  and  then  the  dark- 
ue  gloom,  and  desolation  again  sinft  over  me." 
is  an  infakiation !"  • 

4S  me,  Ernestine — for  you  have  been  a  mother  to  me  since 
»r*taiother  died.  Kiss  me,  dear  sister,  for  I  am  indeed  very 
Ae  V* 

jezned  as  if  the  lofty  8j)irit  of  Ernestine  was  stung  by  the 
i  arowal  of  poor  Gabrielle,  and  she  wept  with  her ;  but 
rs  were  those  of  pride  and  mortification. 
ta  never  dream  that  others  can  discern  their  passion ;  and 
lOugh  the  disguise  may  be  that  usually  veils  it,  so  ad- 
{  had  G^brieUe  concecded  her  secret  thoughts,  that  none 
lAve  suspected  them,  and  honest  Ian  least  of  all. 
3  rolled  on,  and  the  month  of  March  was  passing  away, 
y  I  could  perceive  how  the  secret  I  had  heard  was  preying 
lie  mind  of 'Gabrielle,  and  blanching  her  thin,  wan  cheek. 
.ed  without  hope — ^without  a  future  to  look  forward  to ; 
aen  Ian  spoke  with  joy  of  his  return  home  at  the  close  of 
if    (now  soon  expected  by  a  treaty  of  which  a  whisper 
i  ns),  I  saw  that  nis  thoughtless  words  sunk  like  iron  into 
jt  girl's  soul. 

gradually  subsided  into  a  calm  but  profound  state  of 
holy,  and  begged  to  be  removed  from  Nyekiobing,  that 
ight  enter  a  German  convent ;  but  the  sea  around  us  was 
sad  by  the  frozen  waves  of  the  field-ice.  Ernestine  and  I 
alone  see  into  the  depths  of  her  heart ;  and  even  Ernestine 
lot  that  I  had  overheard  their  secret. 
'or  Ian  Dhu,  I  thought  he  was  blind  not  to  perceive,  when 
preached  Gabrielle,  how  her  blufe  eyes  sparkled,  how  her 
leelc  flushed,  and  then  wdxed  deadly  pale,  while  her  voice 
led  when  she  answered  him ;  but  about  the  middle  of  the 
I  a  courier  came  from  the  king  requiring  his  presence  at 
S,  and  he  left  us  by  the  port  of  Skieloye,  where  the  ice  had 
'  left  an  open  passage  between  the  floes, 
lestine  was  pleased  to  see  him  depart ;  but  after  that  event 
Hd  eyes  of  6abrielle  became  more  sad,  and  her  cheek  more 
hed.  Deep  thoughts  preyed  like  deathly  weariness  or  • 
able  sorrow  uponlier  soul.    It  was  the  "  worm  in  the  b- 
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Poor  Gabrielle ! — ^like  a  youngj  flower  deprived  of  sansliine  awl 
air,  "was  withering  away;  and  I  feared  the  unhappy  girl  woul(  I 
die — though  people  never  die  of  love. 

But  a  crisis  was  at  hand. 


CHAPTEE  XLVni. 


THE   DOGGEB. 


By  the  end  of  March  a  great  and  unexpected  change  came 
the  weather.    The  wind,  which  had  long  blown  from  the  d 
north,  now  came  softly  and  mildly  from  the  west,  bu#ftlill 
atmosphere  was  cold ;  for  though  the  vast  field-ice  floated  a 
from  the  Guldborg  Sound,  and  the  dark  blue  water  rolled 
between  the  isles,  their  shores  were  covered  with  a  pure  w 
mantle  of  deep  and  dazzling  snow. 

Hearing  that  an  expedition  led  by  Christian  lY.  was  aboot 
be  made  against  the  Imperialists,  and  that  a  king's  ship  had 
seen  oJ0f  the  coast,  I  rode  one  day  beyond  Skielbye  towards  t 
mouth  of  the  Sound,  to  see  her,  as  I  looked  anxiously  for 
return  of  Ian. 

On  leaving  Ernestine,  I  thought  she  seemed  more  sad  thd 
usual,  and  tnat  her  voice  trembled  when  I  bade  her  adieu.  Thij 
might  all  have  been  fancy ;  but  I  could  not  expel  such  faaciJ 
from  my  head,  and  again  and  again  they  recurred  to  me,  ^  I 
spurred  a  stout  Holstein  troop-horse  (which  Baron  Fceyoe  W 
lent  me)  along  the  frozen  beach.  I 

I  waited  long  at  a  small  house  near  the  seashore,  watching  i 
little  dogger  beating  with  her  two  sails  to  sea'^^ard  agaio^:  i 
head-wind,  and  threading  a  devious  passage  between  the  fn^ 
ments  of  ice  that  flecked  the  sea  with  white ;  and  in  the  eveni 
I  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  a  large  king's  ship,  with  hier  wlii 
sails  shining  in  the  setting  sun,  and  her  decks  evidently  crowdi 
by  soldiers,  standing  up  the  bosom  of  the  narrow  Sound. 

I  remounted  my  trooper,  which  I  received  from  a  cottager,  wb 
was  remarkably  polite  for  a  Danish  boor,  and  who  informed  ci 
that  he  was  half  a  Scot,  as  his  father  had  come  over  with  Captai 
Michael  Wemyss'  Scottish  band  in  the  preceding  centuiy.  to 
serve  in  the  old  Swedish  war.  But  the  peasants  were  frequcnlij 
very  insolent  to  us,  as  foreign  soldiers  ;  on  many  occasions  uu* 
men  had  been  maltreated,  and  in  two  instances  our  officers  hi 
been  murdered.  For  these  pranks  we  usually  made  the  peop> 
pay  dearly,  by  sending  the  slain  man's  nearest  kinsmen  under  i 
sergeant  to  the  immediate  locality,  where,  if  tiiey  failed  to  finJ 
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nd  slioot  tlie  perpetrators,  they  burned  the  houses,  and  houghed 
be  cattle  by  a  gash  of  the  skene-dhu,  in  old  Highland  fashion. 
On  this  evening  I  was  involved  in  one  of  those  quarrels,  when 
etuming  through  a  village  at  the  entrance  of  wnich  the  bailiff 
f  Laalsmd  had  established  a  toll,  for  some  reason  best  known 
7  his  worship.  In  consequence  of  the  dilapidated  condition  of 
Ling  Christian's  exchequer,  we  had  been  without  pay  for  three 
tenths ;  thus  I  was  without  a  coin  to  satisfy  the  gateward,  who 
eremptorily  demanded  a  Danish  fourpenny-piece  (twelve  of 
hich  make  a  rixdollar),  and  deliberately  barred  my  progress 
ith  a  halbert. 

In  vain  did  I  tell  this  churlish  boor  that  I  was  travelling 
&  the  king's  service  (which  by-the-by  was  not  quite  the  case), 
thers  saljied  out  from  the  adjacent  houses  variously  armed;  and 
was  evident  that,  unless  I  chose  to  share  the  fate  of  poor 
•asign  Ludovick  Lamond,  who  had  lately  been  cut  to  pieces  by 
le  boors  at  Eodbye,  there  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  Drawing 
ly  claymore,  and  putting  spurs  to  my  horse,  I  hewed  the  fellow  s 
albert  in  two  by  one  blow,  hurled  him  to  the  earth,  and  passed 
le  toll-gate,  narrowly  escaping  the  discharge  of  five  or  six  pis- 
flettes  which  were  fired  at  that  moment  from  behind  an  ever- 
reen  hedge,  the  leaves  of  which  were  scattered  about  me  by  the 
ollets. 

Intent  on  avenging  this  outrage,  I  galloped  back  to  the  castle 
rNyekiobing;  but  soon  found  that  fate  had  prepared  other 
Drk  for  me. 

By  that  time  the  king's  ship  had  just  come  to  anchor  abreast 
fthe  town  ;  a  boat  which  shot  off  her  side  had  just  reached  the 
nding-place ;  an  officer  of  Highlanders  sprang  upon  the  mole, 
id  I  recognised  the  outspread  eagle's  pinion  of  lan's  helmet, 
ren  before  he  approached  me. 

With  two  thousand  five  hundred  musketeers  and  pikemen,  the 
reck  of  his  army,  King  Christian  required  us  to  repair  to 
odbye,  whither  he  had  commanded  the  scattered  companies  of 
le  regiment  to  muster  under  Ian  Dhu,  our  lieutenant-colonel ; 
id  as  the  rash  prince  was  about  to  make  a  bold  attack  upon  the 
mtonments  of  some  of  Wallenstein  and  Tilly's  now  united  and 
ighty  host,  which  occupied  all  the  promontory  of  North  and 
:>uth  Juteland,  from  the  banks  of  the  Elbe  to  the  Skagen  cape, 
y  company  was  to  embark  without  an  hour's  delay  on  board 
le  Anyia  Catharina,  the  ship  of  Sir  Nikelas  Valdemar,  who  had 
ready  received  the  conipanies  of  Angus  Boy  M*Alpine,  Munro 
'  Culcraigie,  and  Sir  Patrick  Mackay,  from  Mariboe,  in  the 
ntre  of  Laaland,  and  all  the  little  detachments  of  ours  which 
:cupied  the  castles  of  the  isles. 
"Alas,  for  Erne^'me!"  thought  I,  when  hurry  in;s  back  to  ^^ 
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castle  of  Nyekiobing ;  '*  how  joyous  to  me  would  these  tidiogjB 
once  have  been !" 

I  met  one  of  her  attendants  (Juliane  Yue^,  the  v»d«rt 
daughter),  and  desired  her  to  inform  Lady  Ernestine  that  J 
craved  a  moment's  interview,  to  bid  a  long  farewell. 

The  girl  went  to  her  apartments,  and  returned  to  me 
immediately,  with  an  expression  of  astonishment  and  consti 
tion  impressed  on  her  fair,  florid,  and  otherwise  stolid  Tt 
but  unable  to  articulate  a  syllable,  save  some  trash  about  " 
fate  of  her  mother — and  the  Trolds." 

"  JuUane,  have  you  lost  your  tongue  P"  said  I.     "S 
girl — Ernestine  is  lU — ill,  my  God !    and  I  am  to  sail  ia 
hour!" 

Eegardless  of  all  etiquette  in  the  excitement  of  the  moi 
I  rushed  up-stairs  to  her  chamber,  and  knocked.     There  w 
reply.    My  heart  beat  violently  as  I  entered ;  there  was  no 
within,  ana  everything  bore  marked  evidence  of  con^ion, 
hurried  departure.    A  wardrobe  with  its  drawers  stood  o] 
ransacked  and  in  disorder ;  a  letter,  addressed  to  me,  lay 
the  table. 

My  brain  became  giddy ;  Prudentia  had  left  me  just  ia 
same  manner ;  but  I  Siought  not  of  her  then,  as  I  snatched 
the  letter  and  tore  it  open. 

"  Forgive  me,  dearest  Philip,"  it  ran  j  "  forgive  me  the  si 
have  taken — ^to  leave  this  island ;  it  is  a  course  I  have  lone 
templated,  but  lacked  the  spirit  to  put  in  execution,  untU  i 
day  at  noon,  when  a  faithful  messenger  ii^  a  small  vessel  arrii 
from  our  father  to  say  that  he  is  dying  in  Holstein,  and  ea^ 
depart  from  this  world  in  peace  unless  he  beholds  us  once  a 
You  know  how  he  loves  Gabrielle  and  me.  Could  we  re 
after  a  request  so  touching  and  so  terrible  P  Beg  the  good  que( 
to  pardon  us.  Moreover,  Gabrielle  is  ill ;  and  I  know  taak 
change  of  scene  alone  can  cure  her.  The  vessel  we  sail  withj 
a  Dantzic  dogger,  with  two  large  sails.  Should  you  see  hen 
the  Sound,  £)  s^  one  prayer  for  us ;  and,  until  we  meet  agar 
farewell,  dearest  thilip,  and  believe  me  your  own 

"  EENESTiyE." 
*'  NyekiiSbing,  March  asth." 

I  remembered  the  little  craft  I  had  seen  tacking  out  of  tij 
Sound,  and  my  heart  sank  as,  with  a  feeling  of  bitterness  aafl 
desolation,  I  descended  to  the  castle-yard,  where  old  Tortp 
Gorm,  our  pipe-maior,  was  playing  the  gathering,  8truttin|  ^ 
and  fro  with  his  helmet  on,  and  the  long  ribands  streaming  Iros 
his  drones. 

"Dioul!  my  kinsman— ^accoutre i  accoutre!"  exclaimed  I«d« 
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nshing  after  me  with  his  cuirass  half  buckled ;  "  hark  to  the 
allant  war-pipe !  Mars  and  Bellona  require  new  victims.  And 
hat  do  you  think  Heinrich  Vug  (the  warder  whose  wife  was 
arried  off  by  the  fairies)  has  just  told  me  ?" 

"  Oh,  Ian,  do  not  tallc  to  me,"  said  I ;  "  my  mind  is  a  chaos ! 
am  a  fit  companion  only  for  madmen.  But  what  did  Heinrich 
jllyour 

"That  our  old  friend  Bandolo  has  been  seen  in  the  Sound  by 
'ynboe  the  pilot,  on  board  of  a  dogger  with  two  large  sails — 
le  same  we  passed  near  Skeilbye." 

** A  dogger  with  two  sails!    Bandolo! — dost  thou  say  soP" 

exclaimed,  in  a  broken  voice.  My  heart  shrunk  up  at  the 
ords  of  Ian — a  mountain  seemed  to  fall  upon  me.     "  Ernestine 

I  his  power !"  I  staggered,  and  supported  myself  upon  my 
laymore  ;  the  light  seemed  to  leave  my  eyes. 

Ernestine,  in  whom  was  centred  all  my  hopes  of  the  future— 
atwined  with  life  itself — ^my  happiness,  my  glory,  and  fortune, 
XT  she  was  all  to  me — and  6abnelle,  too ! — ^what  might  be  her 
itcP 

I  knew  that  Bandolo  had  long  fostered  the  most  extravagant 
mbition — ^to  become  the  purchaser  of  a  county  and  coronet  in 
[)me  of  those  beggared  states  of  Germany  where  such  things 
'ere  aaleable;  and  Tilly's  favour  and  the  imperial  gold  had 
lade  the  bravo  and  scoutniaster  rich  as  a  Lombard  Jew.  I 
emembered  the  conversation  between  the  wretch  and  his  patron 
t  Lanebnrg ;  and,  if  their  father  was  really  dying,  trembled  for 
iie  fate  of  the  sisters. 

I  W9S  stxmned,  benumbed,  and  had  no  sense  save  that  a  dread- 
il  calamity — I  knew  not  altogether  what — had  suddenly  dis- 
slved  every  tie  between  the  world  and  me.  Some  time  elapsed 
efore  Ian  could  understand  me — that  Ernestine  and  her  sister 
ad  bat  too  surely  been  decoyed  aiway  by  a  stratagem  of  the 
ccomplished  desperado. 

All  that  passed  on  this  evening  appeared  to  me  as  a  dream. 

Phadriff  Mhor  accoutred  me ;  ^e  parade,  and  inspection  of 
>cks  and  ammunition,  Uie  rattle  of  our  drums  as  we  marched 
nder  the  old  castle  arch,  and  filed  down  to  the  landing-place ; 
le  tears  of  the  kind  old  queen,  who,  in  her  goodness  of  neart, 
'ept  as  the  brave  Highland  band  embarked  on  that  desperate 
cpedition,  from  which  few — ^perhaps  none — ^might  ever  return ; 

II  seemed  parts  of  the  same  misty  dream.  Then  came  our  re- 
sption  on  ooard,  the  warm  congratulations  of  our  comrades, 
>ont  old  Culcraigie,  and  Bed  M'Alpine,  still  wearing  his  scarf 
P  crape ;  then  the  noisy  supper  in  the  gun-room,  whei*e  salted 
eef,  cold  Bussian  tongue,  and  Holstein  bacon,  were  washed 
own  by  many  a  brown  flagon  of  Qerman  wine ;  then  came  the 
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frolics  and  merriment — for,  with  the  heedlessness  of  soldieis, 
comrades  forgot  the  hardships  and  daubers  of  the  pa^  year, 
cared  nothing  for  those  that  were  to  come.     They  spent 
niglit  in  joviality  as  our  ship  bore  away  for  Bodbye. 
I  alone  was  mute,  pale,  downcast,  and  inexpressibly 
I  waB  at  times   in  a  state  of  absolute  horror.      1  could 
realise  my  separation,  from  Ernestine ;  and  if,  when  oti 
by  thought,  sleep  closed  my  eyes,  it  was  but  for  a  moment 
Toice  came  to  my  ear,  and  I  started  and  awoke. 


f 


CHAPTEE  XLIX. 

THE    CA-PTUHE    OF    BUBG. 


I  DID  my  duty  well,  but  mechanically ;  for  my  mind  was  al 
wandering,  and  occupied  by  vague  surnuses,  foreign  from 
parsed  around  me.  ^ 

Amid  severe  storms  of  frost  and  snow  we  came  to  anchor 
Hodbye,  and  were  joined  by  Kildon's  company ;  thus  the  w! 
regiment  now  was  under  tne  command  ot  Ian.  With  us  vi 
one  battalion  of  the  Lord  Spynie's  regiment  of  Scottish  I^ 
landers ;  the  Baron  Klosterfiord's  new  troop  of  pistohers  (i 
Karl  had  escaped  from  the  Imperialists) ;  the  Comte  de  Ho 
gomerie's  regiment  of  French  Protestants,  and  a  few  slea 
companies  of  Danish  pikes  and  musketeers,  making  barely  in 
three  thousand  men.  With  these  the  brave  King  ChristJ* 
regardless  that  he  was  but  as  a  mouse  attacking  a  lion,  resolvedti 
beat  up  the  quarters  of  the  invader  at  Fehmam  and  elsewbeffi 
and  if  he  could  not  conquer,  at  least  to  harass  and  slay  as  b^ 
of  the  Imperialists  as  possible. 

Storms  of  snow  detained  us  a  week;  at  last  there  was  a  f^^' 
day,  when  the  air  was  clear,  and  the  hoar-frost  hung  on  t!tf 
boughs  of  the  leafless  trees,  and  when  the  black  ravens  were  seen 
floating  above  the  snow  in  the  sunbeams.  This  clear  weatht^ 
accompanied  us  into  Fehmer-simd,  a  channel  of  deep  watff. 
about  one  mile  broad,  which  separates  the  isle  of  Fehmam  &^ 
the  coast  of  Holstein. 

Looking  upon  this  little  place — ^the  jointure  of  his  wife-of-tbe- 
left-hand — as  a  key  to  the  German  empire.  Christian  had  resokw 
on  driving  out  the  Imperialists ;  and  at  noon  came  to  anchor  ^^ 
Burg,  its  capital,  where  we  prepared  to  disembark  under  a  ^ 
of  cannon  and  musketry  from  a  regiment  of  Walloon  infantry 
who  garrisoned  the  place. 

Though  early  in  April,  the  day  was  bitterly  cold,  for  ^ 
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teaaon  iras  one  of  intense  sererifcj.  The  sky  and  the  narrow 
Sound  were  both  of  the  parest  blue ;  but  the  whole  island  and 
the  opposite  coast  lay  buried  under  a  thick  mantle  of  snow. 
Here  and  there  along  the  shore,  we  could  perceive  the  deep 
tracks  cut  to  Aenote  the  highways  leading  into  the  interior ;  the 
whole  atmosphere  glittered,  and  the  breath  of  the  soldiers  froze 
on  the  cheek-plates  of  their  helmets,  or  ascended  in  steamy 
vapour  £rom  the  boats,  which,  with  thirty  musketeers  of  our 
regiment  in  each,  made  straight  for  the  shore  with  drums  beat- 
ing and  pipes  playing. 

I  ^azed  earnestly  at  the  low  and  level  beach  of  Fehmarn,  in 
the  dun  hope  that  Ernestine  might  have  been  conveyed  there. 
My  whole  thoughts  were  of  her,  and  I  am  sure  Gabrielle  was 
almost  forgotten.  Love,  like  grief,  makes  one  verv  seliish  at 
times.  My  recollections  of  that  day  are  dreamy  and  indistinct. 
I  was  desperate,  careless  of  life,  and  in  that  frame  of  mind 
which  would  have  enabled  me  to  confront  a  battalion  of  pikes  as 
leadily  as  I  would  have  encountered  a  single  man.  I  cared  not  a 
^g  for  what  happened,  and  at  the  command  of  Ian  Dhu,  now  our 
iieutenant-colonel,  I  gladly  sprang  into  the  first  boat  which,  from 
Ihe  Anna  Catharina,  shot  on  for  the  shore. 

Two  men  of  my  company  (a  M'Earquhar  and  a  Mackay)  fell 
overboard;  but  the  cannon-balls  from  a  flying  batt-ery  on  the 
shore  were  ploughing  the  water  about  us,  and  we  had  not  time 
to  pick  up  the  poor  fellows.  They  called  loudly  for  that  succour 
which,  in  the  hurry  of  that  desperate  moment,  we  were  totally 
imable  to  yield ;  and,  loaded  by  their  iron  tiuppings,  accoutre- 
aientSf  and  knapsacks,  they  sank  like  stones.  What  are  the  lives 
of  two  men,  when  those  of  thousands,  perhaps,  are  hovering  on 
the  blink  of  eternity  P 

We  landed  under  cover  of  a  fire  from  our  ships,  which 
battered  do?m  the  snow-dad  houses  of  Burg  to  dislodge  the 
Wallocms.  My  company  of  M'Farquhars  had  the  honour  of 
first  teaching  the  ground.  The  kilted  clansmen  leaped  into  the 
half-froeen  watei"— Termed  in  line,  and  blew  their  matches  as  they 
advanced.  Amid  a  storm  of  shot  and  forest  of  pikes,  we  fell  on 
the  Walloons  with  clubbed  muskets,  and  After  receiving  and 
returning  one  voile v,  drove  them  back. 

"  Who  commands  here  in  Fehmarn P"  I  asked  of  one  poor 
[allow,  a  Walloon  ensign,  who  had  been  shot  through  the  side, 
ind  lay  writhing  on  the  ground. 

"  He  made  no  reply,  but  spat  blood  at  me  in  his  agony  and 
kziimosity. 

"  Speak !"  said  I,  holding  my  sword  at  his  throat ;  "is  it  the 
]]^ount  of  Carlstein  ?" 

"  No— it  is  Colonel  Walter  Butler." 
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**  Then  Ernestine  ib  not  here,"  thought  I,  hnrrring  after  my 
men,  who,  on  being  reinforced  by  Spynie*8  Scots  and  Mont- 
gomerie's  French,  soon  drove  the  Walloons  pell-mell  into  ijifl  town, 
compellins;  them  to  leave  their  cannon  behinfli.  They  hadsecniely 
Damcaded  and  loopholed  Bnrg;  and,  aa  we  kuMfr  thmr  com* 
mander  to  be  an  Irishman,  we  prepared  to  encounter  « lesokts, 
and  for  us  perhaps  a  disastrous  aefence.  Landing  his  entin 
fbrce,  the  kmg  invested  the  place  on  all  sides  \  and,  peroeivisg 
that  our  ships  cut  off  all  sucoouv  by  a^a,  Colonel  Butler  sent  a 
drummer  to  crave  a  parley,  which  ended  in  bis  entire  force  march* 
ing  out  with  the  honours  of  war,  their  drums  beating  and  ecloun 
flying,  amid  the  yells  and  execrations  of  the  boors,  on  whom  they 
had  committed  innumerable  ravages  and  outrages.  From  tke 
beach,  our  boats  in  a  few  hours  conveyed  the  whole  safely  over 
to  the  coast  of  Holstdn. 

Thus,  with  a  slight  loss,  .King  Christian  regained  the  whole 
island,  and  after  collecting  tribute  from  its  oapital^  and  the  tU' 
lages  of  Petersdorf  and  Futtgarten,  and  afiter  tarrjruig  tiierei 
i&w  days  to  refresh,  we  prepared  to  re-embark,  encouraged  by  tb£ 
good  success  of  our  new  campaign  to  make  another  essay  u{KNi 
the  mainland  of  Holstein. 

The  house  of  the  burgomaster  was  converted  into  a  temporary 
hospital,  and  among  the  wounded  who  had  bemi  conveyed  then 
i  recognised  my  former  acquaintance,  the  Walloon  enaigii,  asd 
gave  him  a  flask  of  corn-brandy,  apologising  at  the  same  time  for 
the  fright  I  had  given  him.  He  was  now  in  batter  humour,  aci 
being  somewhat  disposed  for  conversation,  I  asked  him  if  In 
knew  "Hie  Count  Tilly's  confidant  and  sooutmaster,  Bandoli^ 
the  Spanish  bravo  P" 

"  I  have  seen  him  a  thousand  times,"  he  replied ;  "  but  you 
know  not,  cavalier,  how  we  soldiers  despise  this  oowardlr 
truckler,  who  handles,  but  only  in  secret,  the  Knife  and  the  pistol 
The  day  before  you  attacked  us,  he  sailed  into  the  Fehmer-snnd 
with  tidings  of  your  coming,  for  which  he  received  a  hundiW 
good  dollars  from  Colonel  Butler ;  hence  our  barneadea  at  Burgi 
and  our  batteries  on  the  beach/' 

''His  vessel?"  said  I,  turning  breathlessly  towards  ^ 
Sound. 

'*  A  small  dogger,  with  two  sails,  had  en  board  only  himseli 
and  three  other  men,  I  believe;  butthe  fellow  is  bold  aa  Ogierk 
Dane,  or  the  devil  himself." 

"  Were  there  any  ladies  with  him  P" 

''Ladies  with  Bandolo !"  repeated  the  Walloon,  laugjungr  fi 
tilien  making  a  grimace  as  his  wound  twitched  him;  "why. 
cavalier,  though  the  fellow  is  rich  as  Croesus,  the  most  degraded 
^amp-follower  would  shudder  at  his  touch.    Bumour  says  that 
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la  id  si«Ap04  to  the  lip«  in  bloodT-4he  blood  of  aMaasinatod 


men." 


(( 


And  where  is  be  now  P'*  I  asked,  making  a  tesrible  efifbrt  to 
appear  ealm. 

"  I  know  not.  As  your  abipa  entered  the  Somd  pn  the  eaat» 
he  sailtd  out  hv  tho  west,  and  is  gone,  I  believe,  towards  Eokonip 
fiord,  wh^e  ft  Dody  of  Tilly's  troops  are  eoatoned.*' 

"  Heavm  be  thanked  I"  thought  I,  leaving  the  poor  offioer  <m 
his  bed  of  blood*st«dn«l  straw ;  *'  it  is  on  Eokerafioxd  that  we  acre 
next  to  bend  ony  oannon." 

As  Fdhmani  Is  a  fertile  ishind,  wo  proonred  an  ample  store  of 
the  butter,  cheese,  and  fresh  provisions  whieh  the  frugal  iphabio 
tants  had  been  able  to  oonoeal  from  the  Imperial  marauders ; 
ftnd  in  lieu  of  their  hose-^now  somewhat  tattered*-*our  High^ 
lAnders  obtained  some  hundred  pairs  of  soft  stockmgs,  which  had 
been  knitted  by  the  wives  and  daughters  of  the  boors. 

We  then  re-epibarked  about  the  middle  of  Awil,  minus  our 
preacher  or  okaphdUf  the  Bev.  Mr.  Zemfaabbel  Sang,  who  had 
tbe  nusfoytune  to  flail  in  a  duel.  He  and  a  lieutenant  of  Karrs 
pifltolieis,  having  quanrelled  about  the  burgomaster's  daughter,  a 
pretty  Httle^'l»»^at»  with  blue  eyes  and  blooming  comnlexion, 
came  to  high  words,  and  from  thenee  to  hard  blows  wim  back- 
word  and  dagger,  and  our  poor  minister  (an  old  fellow-student 
of  mine  at  the  Ring's  College  in  the  Srave  City)  was  fairly  run 
tbroogh  the  body  wd  slain. 

Being  a  commissioned  offioer,  and  having  the  rank  of  majot, 
we  buried  him  under  the  dismantled  batteries  with  military 
koQours.  The  right  wing  of  the  regiment  fired  three  volleys 
dboTo  the  grave,  and  our  drums  beat  the  J^oint  of  Wcir,  whue 
file  shovels  of  the  pioneers  closed  his  last  abode  for  ever. 


CHAFTEJt  L. 

ST.  MABE'S  bat. 

UiTATED  hj  emotions  of  no  ordinary  kind,  on  the  evening  of 
ke  26th  April  I  saw  the  broad  harbour  of  Eokero£ord  onen  to 
leeive  our  ships ;  for  in  that  little  town,  the  painted  walls  and 
Imroh  spire  of  which  I  could  see  shining  afar  off  in  the  cold 
kUow  light  of  a  stormy  setting  sun,  Ernestine  might  be  in  safety 
^  her  father's  side,  or  perhaps  with  Bandolo. 
I X  cannot  describe  all  that  1  endured  of  anger,  bitterness,  im- 
ttience,  and  anxiety  during  these  weeks  of  warfare  and  wao; 
bring  among  the  Baoish  isles  and  Juteland  coasts.    iRelief  oou^ 
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only  be  found  by  pltmgiog  into  the  fierce  tamtdt  and  eteitement 
of  strife.  When  that  passed  away,  my  agony  and  suspense 
returned  with  redoubled  force. 

Old  superstition  has  made  the  26th  of  April,  St.  Marie's  day, 
an  unlucky  thaie  for  an  expedition ;  and  l  have  known  more 
than  one  worthy  erofter  and  bien  bcmnet-laird,  near  mr  father's 
tower  at  home,  who  dared  not  plough  on  St.  Mark's  aiay,  lest  ^ 
blight  should  destroy  the  fruit  of  meir  labour;  neither  would 
iheir  wires  chum  or  spin,  lest  the  milk  should  become  soured  and 
the  rock  ravelled.  Xmg  Christian  knew  little  of  such  fancies  of 
the  olden  time,  and  cared  less  for  them ;  thus,  after  deceiving  the 
enemy  by  standing  off  to  the  seaward,  he  returned  again  when 
the  darkness  set  in,  and  ordered  all  to  be  in  readiness  for  break- 
ing the  strong  boom  which  closed  the  harbour  mouth,  and  for 
obtaining  the  town  by  storm. 

By  a  sudden  change  in  the  weather,  the  snow  had  almost 
entirely  disappeared,  and  vegetation  had  fully  commenced ;  but 
a  cold  and  stormy  wind  swept  over  the  darkened  waters  of  the 
bay,  a  pitchy  gloom  enveloped  the  whole  sky,  and  shrouded  in 
.obscurity  the  low,  flat  shore  of  South  Juteland.  Steadily  and 
noiselessly  our  vessel  stood  towards  the  harbour  mouth,  a  fire- 
ship  leadmg  the  van  to  burst  and  destroy  the  boom,  and  to  force 
a  passage  lor  us.  We  expected  to  be  all  engaged  in  an  hour» 
and  mustered  in  our  arms  and  in  silence  on  tne  decks  of  the 
three  royal  ships.  We  endeavoured  in  vain  to  discover  the 
beimng  of  the  snore.  It  seemed  to  be  visible  to  King  Ghristian 
alone ;  for  that  able  and  valiant  monarch,  being  a  mariner  as 
well  as  a  warrior,  sheal^ed  in  his  full  armour,  stoMl  by  the  tiller, 
steering  the  fireship  in  person,  and  gazing  into  the  gloom  with 
his  keen  but  solitary  eye. 

*'  Phadrig,"  said  I  to  mj  sergeant ;  "look  to  it,  and  see  that 
our  company  have  all  their  matches  and  bandoliers  in  service 
order." 

"  I  have  anticipated  your  orders,  and  looked  well  to  their  arms 
and  powder,"  he  replied,  in  his  native  Gaelic ;  but  there  was  an 
expression  in  the  tall  sergeant's  dark  face,  visible  below  his  steel 
cap,  which  startled  me,  apathetic  even  as  I  had  now  become  to 
casual  circumstances. 

"How  is  this,  Phadrig P"  said  Ir  "are  you  ill,  my  good 
man  P" 

"  It  is  a  dark  night  even  for  this  kind  of  work,  and  the  darker 
the  better,  perhaps,"  said  he ;  "  but  of  all  others  in  the  year,  St 
Mark's  night  is  the  least  lucky,  either  for  fighting  or  ferrying  on. 
I  will  tell  yoTl  a  story.  On  this  night,  fafteen  j^ears  ago,  my 
father,  Dnnachadh  Bane,  and  two  men  of  our  tribe,  who  had 
been  se^t/o^  a  mission  from  M*rarquhar  to  M'lan  of  Olem-oe, 
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quazrelled  with  aome  M'Ponalds  whom  they  met  on  a  ereagh^ 
near  Glen  Etive  and  the  Black  Mountain.  Tbev  fled  by  £ean. 
lochleven.  The  night  was  dark  as  this ;  and  like  a  well  at  the 
bottom  of  its  steep,  black  hills,  lay  the  deep  but  narrow  waters 
of  the  Leyen.  It  is  said  a  spirit  guards  them — ^a  dangerous,  a 
shapeless,  and  revengeful  spirit — ^wnose  form  is  concealed  by  a 
dead,  but  whose  voice  is  often  heard  before  a  storm,  shrielung 
from  among  thq  rocks  that  overhang  the  lake.  In  Ihe  murky 
midnight  they  heard  a  wild  cry  tossed  after  them  on  the  gusly 
wind,  as  they  rushed  down  the  steep  Highland  pass ;  again  came 
the  cry,  and  again  loud,  shrill,  and  wailing ;  now  it  seemed  to 
come  from  the  dark  lake,  now  from  the  darker  mountains,  and 
now  from  the  blasted  pines  that  overhung  the  foaming  stream 
which  fed  the  narrow  Leven.  It  curdled  meir  hearts'  luood  and 
froze  the  marrow  in  their  bones — ^for  amid  the  starless  gloom 
they  could  see  a  dark  cloud  floating  over  the  bosom  of  the  lake ; 
but  they  were  bold  and  desperate  men,  and  heeding  less  thia 
torrible  warning  than  the  arrows  of  the  M'Donalds,  they  sprang 
down  the  side  of  the  shelving  mountain,  and  reached  the  stilH 
black,  solemn  lake,  the  waters  of  which  were  partly  frozen.  4- 
boat  lay  among  the  withered  reeds ;  they  leaped  in— they  put  off 
with  an  exulting  shout,  and  my  father  gasped  the  tiller. 

'"Black  be  your  end!'  shouted  a  voice  uke  thunder  over  their 
heads,  and  tiie  Glenooe  men  heard  it  with  terror,  as  they  rushed 
to  the  shore  of  the  Leven.  '  Bu  dtUfh  a  dkiol  /' "  said  JPhadrig» 
pausing ;  *'  yes — ^black  indeed  was  m^  father's  fate.  The  dai^ 
Tapour  descended  between  the  steep  lulls,  a  torrent  6f  wind  tore 
up  the  bosom  of  the  Leven,  revealiug  its  ghastly  depths ;  the 
water  rose  in  billows,  and  lashed  the  overhanging  hills ;  again 
the  shriek  was  heard,  the  doud  of  the  angry  spirit  swept  away ; 
but  the  boat  had  vanished,  for  it  had  been  engulfed  by  the  ebbing 
water.  The  M'Donalds  fled,  abandoning  in  their  terror  all  tho 
eattle  they  had  taken  in  the  creagh.  Dunachadh  Bane  and  his 
two  companions  had  perished,  unshriven  and  unassoiled;  and 
long  the  priest  of  our  tribe,  James  of  Jerusalem,  prayed  for  their 
lom  in  tne  old  kirk  of  Strathdee.  Kow,  Captain  KoUo,"  conti- 
nued Phadrig,  in  a  low  impressive  voice,  and  while  drawing  closer 
to  me ;  "ever  as  St.  Mark  s  night  returns,  a  boat  with  three  men 
in  it  is  seen  to  cross  the  Leven." 

"  Pshaw,  Phadrig — can  a  stout  fellow  like  you  believe  this  P"^ 

"Pirmly  as  I  believe  the  blessed  gospels.  Once  I  saw  it 
myself." 

"li  must  have  been  mere  imagination,"  said  I. 

''It  was  Tiot,*'  said  he;  "the  April  night  was  cold  and  clear. 
To  the  sorrow  of  the  poor,  the  season  had  been  backward,  and 
the  snow-wreathi  lay  deep  in  glen  and  corrie.    With  no  com- 
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nanion  but  my  dog^  I  lutd  conM  thtongh  the  aiivage  glem  of 
Laroohmhor,  and  round  by  the  base  of  Ben  Nevia,  on  whose 

Seaka  the  snow  aeldom  melts.  I  reached  Keanlochlevin. 
'hoagh  lihe  month  was  Apnl,  the  water  lay  at  ik^  feet  a  dieet 
of  warelesB  ice.  All  waa  still  as  death,  and  my  own  shadoir 
sprelul  far  before  me  over  the  wilderness  of  snow,  for  the  mooa 
was  low  at  the  end  of  the  narrow  vale,  tt  hung  th^re  like  a 
silver  shield*  broad,  tonnd,  and  full,  between  A  tUm  of  the  tugged 
mountains. 

"  I  paused  a  moment  to  matter  a  prftYef,  and  look  on  the  plaee 
where  my  father  had  perished.  The  lake  lay  at  my  f^t/ 1  hare 
laid ;  but  I  had  no  fear  of  the  water-spirit,  fbr  thsn  ika  moon 
was  bright.  I  had  a  good  dram  under  my  belt,  and  my  olnymore 
ii  my  side.  Suddenly,  I  perceived  soms&ing  moving  ^^ctobb  the 
ftosen  surface  of  the  IidEe-^three  hundred  feet  below  me  t  my  dog 
nttteed  n  howl,  and  crept  close  to  my  side.  '  Blessed  be  Heaven  !— 
anl  I  blind  f*  I  etdaimed,  pressing  a  hand  nrkm  my  ^tes ;  '  am  I 
blindi  or  dreaming  f*  A  boat  with  three  Bigmfttidefis  m  it  passed 
before  me*— X  knew  they  were  Btrathd^e  men  by  the  cock  of  their 
bonnets-^one  steered,  while  two  pulled  the  oars )  and,  like  the 
ihadow  of  a  cloud,  the  boat  and  its  rowers  glided  Aorosft  thi»  Aard 
fiyzen  sittfitee  of  the  Leven,  slowly  and  ndselessly,  until  it  dis« 
appeared  under  the  dark  shadow  oaftt  by  the  mountiiin  side 
ierosi  the  salt  lake  at  its  foot.  A  deathly  chill  came  over  me ; 
my  hair  stood  on  end ;  for  I  kne^  that  my  father's  spirit  had 
passed  before  me. 

**  Since  that  hour,  captain,"  said  Phadrig,  pressing  his  hand 
upon  his  brow,  "  I  have  never  gone  ti^hin  twenty  miles  of  Ben 
If  evis,  nor  would  I  for  all  the  gold  in  the  hill  of  £eir.  I  have 
gone  round  by  the  Braes  of  Bannodi,  by  the  great  desert  and 
the  Uiso  Bhu,  rather  than  pass  the  glen  of  the  Leven.  But  how 
1  crossed  the  mountains-^how  I  came  down  the  Devil's  Staircase, 
and  reached  Grlencoe  (for  I  also  was  going  on  a  inission  ftom  Ian 
Bhu  to  M*Ian))  the  Lord  alone  knows  $  fof  of  that  dire  April 
idAir^he  night  of  St.  Mark— I  rememb^  no  ihore." 

Fhadrig  had  just  finished  this  wild  stojry  wh^n  a,  blue  light  was 
burned  low,  almost  under  the  counter  of  me  fireship,  as  a  warning: 
to  drop  our  anchors ;  and  they  wet^  let  go  noiseleRsly,  the  rope- 
cables  running  through  hausenoles  deluged  by  buckets  of  grease, 
to  prevent  the  sound  alarming  the  enemy,  whose  batteries  swept 
ihe  boom  and  its  vicinily. 
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CHAPTER  LI, 

THX     FIBE8HIi». 

Wkile  oui*  vessels  liauled  up  their  courses,  and  swung  round 
rith  their  heads  to  the  wind,  the  fireship^  favoured  by  the 
obscurity  which  concealed  her,  and  by  a  north-east  wind,  with 
dl  her  sails  and  studdinfj^.gails  set,  ran  right  towards  the  boom, 
rhich  closed  the  narrow  Strait;  for  the  promontory  on  which 
he  town  stands  closes  in  the  extremity  of  the  outer  harbour,  and 
livides  it  from  the  inner  £drd*  The  boom  itself  was  an  enor- 
Qoas  log  of  Memel  timber,  to  which  a  number  of  masts,  yards, 
tnd  spars  were  lashed.  At  each  end  strong  cables  secured  it  tcf 
he  shore.  Immediately  within  it  lay  a  number  of  ships  full  of 
imperial  stores,  and  on  board  of  these  the  erews  must  have  kep^ 
lut  a  sleepy  watch  that  niglU;,  or  the  northern  nust  had  blinded 


t^he  warlike  Christian  had  seen  the  fireship,  which  was  about! 
\  hundred  and  :£lfty  tons  burden,  constructed  under  his  owb 
jfs ;  she  waa  crammed  to  the  hatches  with  combustibles,  and 
itted  with  grappling  irons,  to  seize  and  destroy  the  boom  and 
hipping.  She  was  fitted  up  with  troughs  fi:Ql  of  powder  and 
aelted  pitchy  these  communicated  with  her  fite-barrels  and 
hambers  for  blowing  open  the  ports,  at  which  the  flames  were 
0  be  emitted.  Her  decks  were  sheeted  over  with  pOwder,  rosin, 
al|)hur,  tar^  pit^hi  and  grease.  Her  gunwale  was  surrounded  by 
•avins  of  brushwood,  having  the  bushends  all  laid  outwardsi 
orming  a  thick  hedge*  which  was  saturated  in  the  same  conglo- 
aeration  of  infbimmable  matter  with  which  she  was  loaded  from 
leel  to  hatches ;  and  with  which  her  whole  tigging  and  masts^ 
ails  and  running  cordage,  were  thickly  coated ;  while  barrels  of 
*il  and  tar,  powder  and  other  preparations,  were  piled  upon  her 
leek. 

Through  the  dark  gloom  we  discerned — or  imagined  we  cotild 
liscem — ^this  floating  magasine  of  destruction  standing  steadily 
>ii  towards  the  boom,  at  a  safe  distance  from  which  our  ships  had 
ome  to  anchor.  All  the  large  boats  were  lowered,  and  noise-t 
essly  two  thousand  armed  men,  with  the  old  blades  of  our  own 
effiment  leading  the  van,  slowly  and  with  well-muffled  oars  put 
>n  towards  the  shore. 

Ian  vnth  my  company — once  his  own — composed  entive^y  of 
)rave  men  of  his  own  name  and  kindred,  led  the  way.  iled 
^'Alpine  and  Kildon  followed  in  the  next  boat,  •  with  their 
xnnpaiuafl ;  then  came  the  remainder  of  our  Highlanders  in  pin- 
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luoes ;  thou  the  Danish  musketeen  of  the  Xing's  regiment,  aol 
the  French  companies  of  the  gallant  Count  de  Montgomerie. 

The  boats  grounded  at  a  distance  from  the  shore ;  there  ^as  a 
murmur  of  discontent  among  the  French  and  Danes ;  but  now,  at 
at  Fehmarn,  our  bold  Scottish  lads  slung  their  muskets,  sprani^ 
overboard,  formed  line  in  the  water,  and,  grasping  each  other's 
hands,  led  the  wa^  towards  the  shore. 

**  Softly  and  quickly,  comrades !"  cried  Ian  Dhu,  whose  head, 
surmounted  by  the  entire  eagle's  wing,  towered  aboTe  all  others, 
as  he  advanced  to  the  front  with  a  colour  in  his  hand ;  "  we  shall 
be  at  them  with  our  pikes  before  helmets  are  buckled  or  matches 
blown." 

At  that  moment  the  fireship  blew  up ! 

After  firing  the  train  with  his  own  royal  hand.  King  Christian 
had  dropped  into  a  small  boat,  and  been  nulled  on  board  of  the 
Anna  Catharina,  on  the  poop  of  whicn  he  stood  anxicusly 
watching  the  effect  of  his  skill. 

The  fireship  reached  the  boom,  and  running  full  tilt  against 
it,  was  retained  there  by  her  grapnels ;  the  lighted  trains  rushed 
through  all  parts  of  the  ship,  and  in  a  moment  the  trouffhs,  the 
decks,  the  rigging  and  the  tarred  sails,  were  enveloped  in  one 
Tast  p5rramid  of  roaring  flame,  which  shed  a  lurid  glow  on  the 
waters  around  it  and  the  shore  before  us.  Brighter  and  brighter 
it  grew;  we  could  see  in  the  foreground  the  whole  outline  of 
Eckemfiord,  then  esteemed  the  prettiest  town  in  Juteland,  with 
its  high  old  German  gables  and  wooden  spire ;  the  long  rows  of 
trees  that  shaded  its  streets,  and  surrounded  the  half  circular 
harbour ;  the  barricades  which  closed  its  avenues ;  the  palisaded 
breastwork  we  had  come  to  storm,  and  the  long  bridge  with  its 
Tollbooth  bristling  with  cannon.  Brighter  yet  and  br^uler  gre^ 
that  sheet  of  wayering  light,  and  tipped  with  it,  as  they  rose  and 
feU,  the  wares  of  the  Baltic  rolled  like  billows  of  liquia  fire;  the 
low  flat  shore  on  which  they  broke  was  bathed  in  alternate  glows 
of  yellow  flame  and  dusky-red,  as  the  Tarious  combustibles 
ignited  in  succession. 

We  saw  the  white  froth  amid  which  Ihe  vast  boom  was  surging 
and  chafin||[ ;  we  saw  distinctly  the  masts,  spars,  and  rigging  of 
the  storeships  within ;  we  saw  the  casements  of  the  town— even 
the  gilt  vane  on  the  diurch  spire  shone  in  this  glorious  but  ter- 
rible flush  of  flame ;  while  the  hoarse  drums  bcbt  to  arms,  and  we 
heard  the  loud  and  sudden  murmur,  as  from  a  crowd  of  startled 
men,  arise  within  the  town.  The  Imperialists  rushed  to  their 
posts,  and  in  three  minutes  their  helmets  were  seen  glitteriog  in 
lines  behind  the  barricades,  for  the  town,  from  which  all  the 
mhabitantsdiad  fled,  was  but  rudely  and  hastily  fortified. 

Like  a  volcano  showering  a  million  of  burning  brands  over  the 
'hole  fiord,  the  fireship  blew  up  with  a  shock  which  made  the 
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refers  vibrate  kad  lash  tbe  level  shore,  wMle  the  concussion  was 
bit  at  the  bottom  of  every  ship  in  the  fleet. 

The  great  boom  broke  in  two  like  a  withered  reed.  Amomentary 
Hence  followed ;  then,  from  the  vast  height  to  which  they  had 
leen  shot  by  the  ezploskiin,  we  heard  the  burning  pieces  fall 
JBsing  into  the  water.  But  their  expiring  blaze  was  almost 
Qunediately  renewed  by  the  storeships,  which  caught  fire,  and 
nabled  the  Danish  vessels  to  cannonade  the  town,  from  the 
ailing  roofs  of  which  the  bricks  and  tiles  flew  in  showers  through 
he  air,  as  the  round  shot  boomed  among  them. 

Having  formed  in  the  water  in  three  columns,  under  the 
/ount  de  Montgomerie,  with  the  Highlanders  in  front,  we 
dvanced  pell-mell  to  storm  the  graff  and  stockade  which  en- 
losed  the  town,  on  that  side  where  a  gate  opened  towards  the 
oad  from  Kiel ;  from  these  works  tbe  enemy  opened  a  brisk  firo 
n  us.  Ian  Dhu,  an  officer  as  skilful  as  he  was  brave,  sent  Captain- 
ieutenant  Sir  Patrick  Mackay,  with  fifty  musketeers  of  his  own 
ompany,  into  a  lofW  house,  firom  the  windows  of  which  them 
3*6  swept  the  stockades  in  flank.  Under  cover  of  this  we 
termed  them  with  comparative  ease,  throwing  ourselves  into 
be  grafl^,  officers  and  men,  pikes,  musketeers,  and  colours ;  we 
iished  from  thence  up  the  rough  g;lacis,  climbing  with  one  hand 
nd  fighting  with  the  other,  though,  by  the  storm  of  lead  which 
ained  upon  our  ranks,  many  a  brave  feUow  was  swept  back  into 
be  slough  of  the  ditch  to  die  among  its  mud  and  slime. 

Tom  down  or  hewn  to  pieces  in  some  places,  surmounted  in 
tilers,  the  palisades  were  won,  and  Ian  Dhu,  though  bleeding 
rom  three  wounds,  had  the  honour  first  to  place  St.  Andrew's 
ro88  on  the  summit,  and,  with  a  wild  yell  of  triumph,  the  hardy 
[ighlanders  closed  up  beneath  it,  and  broad  over  their  heads  its 
he  silk  folds  were  rustling  in  the  midnight  blast.  In  the 
eadly  m616e  that  ensued  here,  the  Austrians  were  overmatched 
7  our  Scottish  cavaliers,  who  used  their  long  daymores  with 
oth  hands,  hewing  down  with  the  edge,  while  the  former  only 
ave  point  with  tiieir  slender  rapiers,  which  were  much  less 
Sective.    I  found  ih>6  particularly  the  case  when  encountering 

gigantic  Spanish  officer  (for  there  were  three  companies  of 
'asl^ns  in  the  town).  He  lunged  at  me  incessantly ;  but 
arrying  one  terrible  thrust  with  my  claymore,  after  narrowly 
scaping  being  run  through  by  a  demi-lance,  I  overthrew  the 
)on  by  a  backhanded  blow  from  my  dirk. 

Another  Spanish  cavalier,  a  tall  and  powerful  man,  wearing  a 
nrganet  of  oright  steel,  was  disarmed  by  Phadrig  Mhor,  at 
rhom  he  discharged  his  pistols  after  surrender. 

"  Yield—yield !"  cried  Phadrig  in  GaSlic,  «  or  PU  run  a  yard 
)f  my  halbert  into  your  haggis-bag  V 
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"  Qaltrtel^  senof  Vfilovoso!"  exolaimed  the  Spaniari }  but  the 
prayer  came  too  late;  for  by  one  blow  of  his  Lochaber  axe, 
t^hadrifi  who  T<raa  not  blesBed  with  over  mx.ch  patience,  sliced 
hifl  head  in  two  like  a  Swedish  tumipi  catting  him  throogh'bone 
and  steel  helmet  to  the  neok. 

The  Imperialists  now  gave  way  from  the  gate  of  Eiel  along 
the  whole  line  of  ramnarts,  and  retired  through  the  streets  w& 
great  precipitation  to  the  ohurch,  which  they  enteriod  in  coofusion, 
and  followed  so  oloseljr  by  our  soldiers^  that  many  Higblandera 
entered  with  them*  and  were  shot  or  taken.  Save  a  hundred  or 
■Oi  who  w«re  killed  as  they  retired  through  the  streets,  aU  reached 
the  chureh,  got  in^  batrioadoed  thd  doors,  and  &om  erery  part  of 
the  edifito  opened  a  terrible  fire  upon  us. 

Montgomerie's  Frenchmen  aesaued  one  flank,  the  king's  Danish 
regiment  another,  and  Ian  led  us  to  the  assault  of  the  great  door; 
but  for  a  time  we  failed  to  make  any  impression  upon  it.  The 
Aight  wai  bleak»  dark,  and  eto^dingly  stormy ;  the  wind  shook 
our  standards  and  rustled  our  lof^  plumes,  and  we  heard  it 

Soring  the  pauses  of  th^  mupketfy)  howling  through  the  louvre* 
arded  spire  of  the  churehi  and  the  high  gabfis  of  the  old 
houses  I  bat  the  pauses  in  ike  fusilade  were  few  and  far  between. 
Thrdugh  thid  windows  and  f^om  behind  the  planks  and  benches 
with  which  they  had  barricaded  them,  four  or  fiye  companies  o{ 
Imperialists  continued  to  fire  upon  us  j  and  the  bright  red  streaks 
of  flame,  as  they  burst  forth  incessant^  above,  oelow,  and  on 
every  side,  lighted  up  the  quaint  fagade  of  tne  old  church,  the 
greater  part  of  which  was  of  wood.  Every  moment  our  bullets 
tore  liway  large  8})linterB«  A  company  of  Irishmen  in  the  belfry 
made  a  tertible  slaughter  among  my  eompany,  on  whom  thej 
■hot  down  in  seeuxity  without  receiving  a  ball  in  return,  for  their 
position  was  too  elei^ated  for  our  muskets  to  reach  them.  Lm 
oecame  greatly  excited  by  the  loss  of  so  many  of  his  soldiers  and 
kinsmeUi 

"Count  of  Montgomerie !"  he  exclaimed;  "let  cannon  be 
brought  and  the  door  blpwn  in  1  My  brave  followers — the  chil* 
dren  of  my  fisUiher's  people — shall  not  perish  thus  1" 

"  Dioul,  my  colonel  1"  added  Kildon,  whose  companv  united 
its  eflbriis  with  mine  to  burst  open  the  door,  before  wnich  the 
dead  encumbered  the  steps  three  detep,  and  which  resounded 
beneath  our  mingled  blows  like  the  head  of  a  gigantic  drum; 
"  let  us  blow  tho  d — d  kirk  up,  and,  by  my  father's  hand,  I  will 
place  the  first  stone  of  your  cairn." 

"  May  the  ashes  of  these  Spaniards  be  scattered  on  the  waters !" 

added  M'Alpine  m  the  same  forcible  language,  and  staggermg  qj 

A  bullet  graded  his  helmet  $  "for«  by  the  grey  stone  of  M'Gregor' 

T  believe  chey  are  the  same  men  who  so  opuelly  slew  old  jbuubtf 

id  five  hundred  of  our  gallant  hearts  at  Bredenburg.'' 
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"  Tea-*-4ft6r  surrender,  in  cold  blood/'  said  Lumsdaine,  iny 

ieutenant,  the  sole  survivor  of  that  affair ;  "  I  know  them  by  thci 
'aahion  of  theif  doublers — forward  then^^let  us  cct  to  pieces  this 
fennel  of  blood-hotinds  !** 

''  Tullach  Ard !''  cried  the  Mackeneies  of  Kildon's  company. 

''  Oaim  na  cuimhne  1"  added  my  men  of  Strathdee. 

"  Seren^e !  remember  Dunbar  and  Bredenburg !"  cried  th0 
Thole  battalion,  with  a  wild  Highland  hurrah ;  and  the  soldiers 
^doubled  their  efforts,  while  me  dying  and  dead  fell  fast  on 
JTery  gide*. 

Suddenly  thens  arose  a  off  of-^ 

"  The  vaults — ^the  church  vaults  are  fiill  of  powder — five  hun- 
Ired  barrels — ^Bredenburg!  Bredenburg  mercy!  let  us  blow  them 
ip!" 

This  proved  to  be  actually  the  case.  Whether  it  was  a  mere 
ipeculation  of  our  soldiers,  or  that  they  had  been  informed  of 
the  circumstances  by  some  wounded  Holsteiner  (who  had  been 
impelled  to  serve  the  Austrians),  I  know  not ;  but  it  was  imme- 
liately  acted  upon. 

Heedless  of  the  leaden  storm  which  was  poured  upon  them, 
Phadrig  Mhor,  and  a  score  of  the  brave  fellows,  rushed  close  to 
ihe  walls  of  the  church,  beat  down  the  bars  of  certain  wooden 
^tings  which  admitted  air  to  the  vaults,  and  threw  in  five  or 
HI  fireballs — engines  formed  of  every  combustible.  These  filled 
die  whole  basement  story  with  a  deluge  of  light,  as  they  blazed, 
Knred,  and  rolled  about  like  fiaming  dragons ;  and  to  the  eyes  of 
I  few  revealed,  in  the  very  centre  of  the  place,  a  goodly  pile  of 
rooden  powder-barrels. 

"Eetire— retire!"  was  the  cry,  and  our  men  fell  back  on  all 
•ides,  dragging  with  them  several  of  the  wounded,  who  were 
mable  to  crawl  away ;  but  we  had  scarcely  retreated  fifty  paces 
iown  the  main  street,  each  side  of  which  was  bordered  by  stately 
^ch-trees,  when  the  earth  shook  beneath  our  feet,  a  blaze  of 
yellow  light  filled  the  windows  of  the  church,  its  broad  roof  of 
dates  was  8h'>t  into  the  air  and  rent  asunder,  to  descend  like  rain 
itpon  the  streets ;  a  mighty  column  of  fire  poured  upwards  from 
fie  crater  formed  by  the  walls ;  I  saw  them  gape  and  rend  in 
svery  direction ;  the  taper  spire  shook  like  a  willow  wand,  then 
Ambled  and  vanished  with  a  crash.  One  half  the  edifioe  was 
blown  into  the  air,  the  other  half  fell  inwards.  In  an  instant  all 
became  dark  (save  where  the  store-ships,  half  burned  to  the 
ffater-edge,  shed  a  sickly  light  upon  the  half-ruined  town),  and 
*e  heard  a  shower  of  stones,  beams,  slates,  and  materials  of  every 
land,  falling  on  the  tops  of  the  houses  and  into  the  street  around 
08.  With  these  came  down  many  a  scorched  and  shattered  frag- 
taent  of  a  human  form ;  for  at  least  five  hundred  men  had.  in  one 
moment,  been  blown  into  eternity. 
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Among  these  were  a  himdred  stout-hearted  Irishmen  of  Batier's 
regiment. 

Many  of  onr  men  were  severely  injured  by  the  dSbru  of  tlio 
explosion;  after  which  I  remember  little  more  of  that  night, 
bemg  struck  senseless  hj  a  piece  of  falling  timber. 

I  have  a  dim  recollection  of  being  borne  away  somewhere ;  and 
then  of  feeling  the  soft  hands  of  a  woman  chafing  mine,  and 
pouring  a  cooling  essence  on  my  brow. 

I  thought  of  Ernestine ;  and  then,  as  if  that  dear  thought  had 
conjured  up  her  image  and  her  presence,  I  seemed  to  hear  her 
voice  murmuring  in  my  ear^  as  she  wept  and  mourned  bitterly. 
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^HiLB  I  am  thus  disposed  of  at  EckemBord,  it  may.not  be  oat 
f  place  to  relate  the  lulyentares  of  the  fair  sisters  (on  their  being 
iecoyed  from  Nyekiobing),  as  I  afterwards  learned  from  them, 
md  80  far  as  I  can  remenu)er. 

la  the  course  of  this  narratiye,  many  a  long-forgotten  scene 
tnd  face  hare  come  back  to  mj  memory  by  pursuing  a  train  of 
nought.  At  first,  it  was  my  mtention  to  naye  related  only  the 
)att\es  and  sieges  wherein  our  yaliant  Scots  of  the  old  inyincible 
j^giment  of  Strathnayer  distinguished  themselyes;  but  I  haye 
^To.  compelled  to  linger  fondly  oyer  the  past,  and  thus  long- 
Dmied  thoughts  and  hopes,  the  sentiments  of  my  earlier  years, 
bave  come  back  to  me  in  all  their  strength  and  freshness. 
Hence  I  can  relate  the  faith  and  pride  of  Ernestine,  and  the  loye 
^^  poor  Gubrielle — one  man's  knayery  and  another  man's  yalour 
''-as  if  the  eyents  of  those  stirring  tmies  had  all  occurred  but 
yesterday. 

On  board  the  dogger  which  bore  the  sisters  from  Falster,  were 
^y  Bandolo,  his  friend  Bendiard,  the  amiable  woodman  of 
^oralack  (who  has  been  already  introduced  to  the  reader),  and 
»a^  sailors  of  Dantzig,  to  whom  the  crafb  belonged. 

Bandolo  was  disguised  as  a  well-fed  Lutheran  clergyman  of 
^"xckstadt,  and  Bemhard  acted  as  his  seryant,  and  had  knots  of 
^lack  riband  on  each  of  his  shodders.  He  had  brought  to 
-l^niefitine  a  feigned  message,  that  the  count  her  father  was  dying 
W 'wovmds  in  Holstein;  cdthon^h  quite  aware  that,  by  the  in* 
^gues  and  jealousy  of  old  Tuly,  he  had  been  summoned  to 
Vienna  by  the  Emperor,  who — as  it  was  currently  reported— 
^ow  viewed  him  with  the  utmost  coldness.  Bandolo  had  been 
Jespatched  by  Tilly  towards  Assens  and  Eakter,  to  inquire  into 
uje  number  of  the  Danish  forces,  and  the  probable  moyemekits 
^ their  king;  but  hearing  that  the  count's  daughters  were  at 
^y^Mobmg,  he  immediately  conceived  the  project  of  conveyip' 
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them  away ;  and  as  he  considered  that  he-  had  now  amassed  a 
sufficient  sum  to  realise  the  dream  of  his  ambition — a  Hanoverian 
countship — ^he  resolved  to  retire  from  public  life,  to  repose  upon 
his  laurels,  with  the  hi^h-bom  bride  whom  Tilly,  in  his  cynical 
and  mischievous  spirit,  had  lu'ged  him  by  all  means  to  procure  ; 
for  secretly  the  generalissimo  owed  the  oolonel-general  of  the 
cavalry  a  mortal  grudge. 

By  a  profitable  speculation,  Bandolo  had  sold  the  younger 
sister,  Grabrielle,  to  Count  M erod^'  for  a  thousand  ducats  ;  and, 
being  highly  pleased  with  his  investment,  that  gentle  commander 
— who  had  compelled  a  Holstein  merchaoit  to  furnish  the  ducats 
tmder  terror  of  musket-shot,  and  place  them  in  his  hands— was 
impatiently  awaiting  harvTiral  at  the  strong  fortress  of  Fredrick- 
sort,  on  the  gulf  of  Kiel  in  Danische-wald,  the  capital  of  which  is 
Eekemfiord.  The  castle  waa  oocupied  by  the  soldiers  of  the 
oount ;  who,  by  a  despatch  from  Vienna,  had  been  desired  to 
oonstitate  himself  gOTemor  of  all  tiiat  distriet,  the  ]poor  boors  of 
which  were  nearly  driven  mad  by  the  severity  with  which  he 
exacted  tribute. 

Bandolo's  docwer  tailed  towards  Fdunam,  where  he  gave  sveh 
inlbrmatiom  to  Colomel  Butler  as  enabled  that  officer  to  afford  ut 
a  warm  reception.  The  scout-master  then  bore  away  towards  the 
ooast  of  Damsche-wald ;  but  on  both  sides  of  the  isle  of  Fehmarn 
he  enoountered  such  tromendous  gales,  that  the  whole  thoughts 
and  energies  of  himself  and  his  accomplice  were  oeoupied  by  fem 
for  their  own  safety :  thus,  without  the  sisters  being  diaturbed 
by  their  attentions  or  insults,  the  dogger  entered  the  golf  of  £iel, 
tad  anchored  off  the  Wohlder  shore. 

Confined  to  <^e  little  cabin  during  this  oold  and  dreary  Toyage 
of  nearly  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles,  and  being  wholly  occupied  bf 
anxiety  to  reach  their  father,  the  sisters  had  failed  to  observe  the 
very  remarkable  conduct  of  their  guardian,  the  Lutheran  oleigj- 
man,  and  his  valet,  who  seemed  to  bo  on  the  most  familiar  terms 
with  each  otiier  t  uid  who,  when  the  wind  blew,  and  the  dogger 
dipped  surging  down  into  the  trough  of  the  angry  sea,  dnmi 
tonnapa  out  of  the  same  horn,  and  swore  a  few  round  oaths  as 
emphatically  as  a  couple  of  Merodeurs. 

A  large  black  doublet,  well  bombasted  in  ftont,  white  olerical 
bands,  and  black  satin  knee-breeches,  with  a  white  wig  and 
smoothly-sluuren  chin,  so  completely  metamorphosed  Bsndolo 
into  a  9^^ek  oily  clergyman,  with  a  somewhat  comical  b:it  leerisg 
ejjre,  that  his  own  mother  wculd  not  have  recognised  the  braro 
snA  has  brought  into  the  world^-that  dreaded  and  avoired 
bravD,  who  wais  usually  to  be  seen  loitering  like  a  bull-dog  aboot 
the  door  of  Tilly's  tent,  wearing  a  leather  doublet,  anaaoelt 
•tuok  fiiU  <ii  pooiardsy  a  long  lovelook,  a  ra|aer  fire  feet  in 
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[eD|B[th,  and  a  Tiaage  bloated  bj  beer  and  excess  of  everf  de- 
icnption. 

Whatever  strange  ideas  might  have  floated  through  his  evil 
brain,  op  whatever  promptings  to  mischief  the  cipcumstance  of 
ihese  two  beantifol  girls  being  far  out  on  the  open  ooean,  and 
Mimpletelj  at  the  merej  of  him  and  Bemhard,  might  have  been 
mggesked  by  his  bad  angel,  thank  Heaven  1  which  sent  the 
itormy  wind  to  inrrow  np  the  deep  and  roll  the  little  bark  npon 
k  waters  like  a  cork,  their  coward  hearts  were  solely  occupied 
)ij  fears  for  their  own  safety^-^fears  which  every  bottle  of  schnaps 
u  the  locker  could  not  allay.  Thus,  without  the  least  suspicion 
)f  the  trick  which  had  been  played  them,  or  the  trap  into  which 
hj  had  Mien,  the  sisters  saw,  fVom  a  window  in  the  little 
abm,  the  settinff  sun  of  the  20th  of  April  reddening  the  shores 
if  Holsteii^,  as  tne  dogger  van  into  the  little  gulf  of  £iei. 

Ernestine  was  pleased  to  perceive  that  Gabrielle  had  revived 
I  little  daring  this  brief  voyage.  Either  the  separation  ^m  Ian, 
itransferenee  to  new  scenes,  or  that  all  her  thoughts  were  with 
ler  dying  &tker,  had  produced  this  salutary  erosot  t  and  she 
foped  that  in  time  this  passion,  which  she  deemed  so  degrading 
fren  to  hev  impiilsive  natu^,  would  soon  be  forgotten  like  a 
Iream. 

Instead  of  entering  the  harbour  of  any  of  the  large  towns,  the 
logger  was  8noh(M*ed  off  a  miserable  little  village,  inhabited  by 
Mor  people,  who  subsisted  by  dressing  the  skins  of  squirrelSi 
rhich  abound  in  that  neighbourhood. 

The  first  object  of  ^andolo  was  to  separate  the  sisters,  and, 
lithout  creating  any  alarm,  to  exohange  Gabrielle  for  the  thou- 
ftad  ducats  of  Count  Merod^,  whose  garrison  of  Fredricksore 
Ms  but  a  few  miles  off.  About  sunset  he  presented  himself  in 
lie  cabin,  and,  with  all  the  suavity  of  manner  he  could  muster, 
seqaested  that  **  the  ladies  would  prepare  for  going  shoreward.** 

l)nring  the  short  voyage  lliey  had  seen  but  little  of  him  j  fo9  > 
18 1  have  alieady  mentioned,  the  stormy  weather  had  ^ven  him 
nnple  occupation  elsewhere;  and  in  truth,  he  was  invariably 
[ted  into  a  state  of  unpleasant  stupidity  in  their  presence,  and 
oond  himself  almost  unable  to  address  them.  This  wretched 
laa— 4hi8  spy  and  aasassin^-r^teeped  to  the  lips  in  a  thousand 
ecret  crimes  and  dishonourable  aots,  found  his  blustering  spirit 
od  savage  heart  quail  before  the  dignity  of  perfect  innocence,  and 
he  angeue  purity  which  pervaded  the  presence  of  Ernestine  and 
labridle. 

Arrayed  in  his  white  wig,  ample  black  doublet,  white  bands 
iod  Gren&va  cloak,  like  a  Lutheran  churchman,  and  wearing  a 
)roa(9  velvet  hat  with  a  steeple-crown,  an  enormous  pair  of 
tamacles,  and  a  silver-headed  cane  dangling  at  hie  dexter  wrist, 
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to  increaie  the  respectability  of  hia  appearsnee,  Bandolo  pretented 
a  hand  to  each  of  the  sisters,  and  conducted  them  into  tilie  boat, 
by  which  they  were  rowed  ashore.  Bernard  of  Korskck,  dressed 
in  modest  dark  livery,  carried  the  mails  and  saddle-bags ;  but 
Ernestine  remarked  that  there  was  one  mail,  which  tiie  worthy 
clergyman  averred  to  be  fall  of  MS.  sermons,  but  would  scarcely 
trust  out  of  his  hand  for  a  single  moment,  and  whidi  seemed  te 
be  ver^  heay^,  and  his  own  peculiar  care. 

In  iact,  this  mail  afterwaids  proved  to  be  filled  witii  cold,  and 
ample  orders  on  the  Imperial  treasury,  signed  by  WaUenstem, 
by  Tilly,  and  Count  Leslie  of  Balquhan,  hi^  chamberlain  of  tbe 
Empire — the  dear-earaed  fruits  of  a  long  career  of  espionage  and 
atrocity;  and  on  the  contents  of  that  beloved  mul,  Bandob 
(that  human  compound  of  avarice  and  cruelty)  based  all  his 
ambitious  hopes  ot  future  rank;  for  it  oontainea  the  price  of  hii 
expected  coun^. 

Now,  when  m  the  open  boat,  and  when  the  bright  flush  of  tb* 
setting  sun  shone  along  the  rippling  water,  Ernestine  for  the  first 
time  remarked,  with  undefinea  uneasiness,  the  peculiar  aspect  of 
those  who  accompanied  them.  The  countenance  of  the  clergyman 
— ^he  called  himself  Doctor,  having  taken  degrees  at  Leyden-* 
was  somewhat  livid,  and  marked  by  two  or  three  unseemly  sears;! 
but  he  might  have  served  as  a  chaplain  in  the  army,  or  fought  i| 
few  college  duels.  He  had  certainly  a  very  remarkable  expres- 
sion of  eye ;  and,  whichever  way  Ernestine  turned,  it  was  nxedi 
upon  her  in  a  manner  that  made  her  feel  inexpressibly  unoom* 
fortable ;  but  the  moment  her  calm,  steady,  and  inquiring  glance 
met  his,  the  reverend  doctor  turned  abruptly,  and  gazed  in  anothei 
direction. 

Bernhard,  the  valet,  had  a  somewhat  bloated  countenance,  and' 
sleepy  red  eves,  like  those  of  a  sot ;  with  a  continual  expreasiofl 
of  suppressed,  merriment  about  them,  as  if  he  would  gladly  hard 
indulged  himself  in  a  hoarse  laugh,  but  dared  not.  I 

Gabrielle  did  not  see  these  tmngs ;  her  mind  was  too  intentlf 
occupied  by  the  shore  they  were  nearing,  by  the  expectation  ot 
embracing  her  father,  and  by  heartfelt  satisfaption  to  exchang^ 
the  miseries  of  the  dingy  little  cabin  for  the  comforts  and  coq* 
fidence  experienced  on  terra  firma,  to  observe  either  the  eyesofl 
noses  of  those  who  were  conducting  her  there. 

"  What  is  the  name  of  this  village,  Herr  P"  asked  Ernestine, 
as  the  boat  ran  alongside  a  little  jetty  built  of  large  roo^ 
stones.  I 

"I  do  not  know,  madam,"  replied  Bandolo,  adjusting  hii' 
barnacles,  and  gazia^  intently  at  the  half-dozen  of  r«d-tile| 
cottages  occupied  by  tne  squirrel-curriers;  **doy<m,  Berolflrdn 

"  Nay,  not  I — how  should  IP    I  never  was  in  Danischo-wSiii 
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"  Then,  do  yon  know  how  for  it  is  from  this  to  FredriokBori??" 
''Where  the  count  awaits  you — ^ten  miles — ^is  it  not  so,  Bern- 
irdr 

Bemhard  growled  an  assent. 

"Ah,  if  we  should  be  too  late  to  reach  my  father !"  said  Gra- 
rielle,  clasping  her  hands ;  '*  and  we  have  been  so  many  hours 
I  yonder  little  yessel." 

"What  is  PredricksortP"  asked  Ernestine. 
"  A  castle  of  rast  strength,  lady." 
"And  what  troOps  are  with  our  father- there P" 
"  I  do  not  know,  grafine,"  replied  Bandolo,  for  he  knew  that 
I  hare  mentioned  Merod^  and  nis  Merodeurs  might  excite  su8« 
icion ;  "  do  you  know,  Bemhard  F" 

"Why,  Herr  Doctor,"  stammersd'the  })retended  ralet,  "I 
louffht  that  you  knew  very  .well  tha<;  the  regiment  of—" 
"  Carlstein — oh  yes !"  iaterrupted  3andolo  just  in  time,  but 
reiDg  his  valet  savagely  out  of  the  comers  of  his  barnacles  ; 
ho^  could  I  foiget  1  yes,  lady,  the  musketeers  of  Carlstein—*^ 
fine  know  them  bS^ter  than  I  do— occupy  the  fortress." 
"  Musketeers  !"  reiterated  Ernestine ;  '*  our  father's  regiment 
Cavalry  r 

"To  be  sure — how  could  I  forget— you  blundering  ass,  Bcm- 
urdi—'Tis  my  valet  who  makes  such  mistakes;  but  here  we 
le.  Welcome  to  Wohlder,  ladies ! "  said  Bandolo,  raising  his  hat, 
ftd  with  it  his  long  white  wig,  a  mistake  by  which  he  nearly  dis- 
ivered  his  black  hair  and  face,  by  which  Ernestine  might  have 
(cognised  the  terrible  familiar  of  Count  Tilly,  who  had  been 
nnted  out  to  her  on  two  occasions — once  in  Vieima,  and  once 
tthe  Imperial  cam]p.  * 

Bluing  this  briei  conversation,  Bandolo  had  experienced  all 
ke  uneasiness  already  described ;  and  his  admiration  for  the  fine 
mon  of  Ernestine  combated  with  restraint  and  fear,  which  at 
meg  kindled  a  spark  of  rage  in  his  heart,  and  made  him  almost 
Kte  her  for  possessing  a  power  that  awed  him  by  a  glance.  Yet 
ihiestine  was  quite  unconscious  of  possessing  this  power,  and 
tew  not  that  it  was  required. 

Feeling,  she  knew  not  why,  a  sentiment  of  disdain  for  her 
todnctors,  she  relapsed  into  silence,  and  permitted  herself  and 
itbrielle  to  be  led  to  a  cottage,  the  poor  occupants  of  which  re- 
sted them  with  the  utmost  respect.  This  was  increased  by  the 
ppearance  of  the  leathern  mails,  and  still  more  by  a  piece  of 
i>ld,  which  Bandolo  placed  in  the  hand  of  the  gooaman  of  the 
)ttafre,  requesting  him  to  search  the  whole  neighbourhood,  and 
ife  horses  for  Fredricksort,  whither  they  were  travelling  on  the 
»vioe  of  the  King  of  Denmark. 

The  hwbonde  replied,  that  "  close  by  there  was  a  fiirm,  the 
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2oodinatL  of  which  had  been  cnieliy  murdered  last  week  bjihe 
Iferodeuts  in  Fredricksort ;  and  whose  widow,  he  believed, 
would  gladly  lend  the  Herr  her  spouse's  horses  for  a  small  con- 
sideration, as  she  and  her  children  were  starring^,  Oount  lierode's 
men  having  made  erer^thin^  march,  from  the  haystacks  in  the 
yard  to  the  eggs  in  the  coop." 

"  Away,  then,  boor;  get  these  horses^  and  this  shall  be  the  hap* 
piest  nii^nt  of  your  lift." 

"  What  was  the  peasant  saying,  reverend  sir  ?'*  asked  the 
anxious  Ernestine  on  the  departure  of  the  Jutelander^  whose  Iaq- 
guage  she  did  not  understand. 

"  Alas,  lady !"  said'  Bandolo,  seating  himself  with  an  air  of 
dejection ;  "  prepare  yourself  for  melancholy  intelligence.  The 
poor  count— ah  me  ! — ^well,  what  a  world  it  is !" 

"My  father — ^what  of  my  poor  father P"  asked  both  giii 
together,  rushing  to  his  side  witn  their  ey^s  full  of  tears. 

*'  He  is  still  fingering  at  Fredricksort,  bnt  life  is  scarcely  ex* 
pected  for  him ;  and  the  emperor  has  sent  his  own  physician,  Herr 
Hyster,  to  attend  him." 

"Oh!  the  dearj  good  emperor!"  exclaimed  Gabrielle,  witli 
sorrow'ful  ardour. 

"  Herr  Bly  Bter ! "  mused  Ernestine ;  "  I  did  not  think  that  vas 
the  name  of  the  emperor's  physician."  Neither  it  was ;  but  thej 
name  was  the  suggestion  of  Bandolo's  own  imagination,  whiciti 
sometimes  was  nof  a  very  happy  one. 

"  Trust  in  the  Lord,  lady — trust  in  the  Lord !"  said  he,  turniDjI 
up  his  eyes.  , 

Gabrielle  clung  to  her  sister,  and  did  nothing  but  weep. 
Bemhard  stood  behind  them,  making  grimaces  and  grotesqaei 
contortions  of  visage  at  his  reverend  master,  who  one  moiDent| 
seemed  inclined  to  laugh,  and  the  next  to  swear,  at  a  folir 
which  might  undo    all,  and  perhaps  prevent  their  obtainingi 

Seacefully  the  Count  of  Merod6's  thousand  ducats,  of  wbic!i| 
faster  fiemhard  was  to  receive  a  good  share — as  Bandolo  lia*i 
promised  faithfully,  but  without  the  least  intention  of  ^rs4 
him  a  stiver.  I 

Darkness  set  in;  the 'poor  woman  of  the  cottage  lighted  a 
solitanr  candle,  and  from  her  cupboard  brought  a  glass  of  bircfaj 
wine  for  each  of  the  ladies,  and  another  of  schnapa  for  the  He 
and  his  valet. 

Ernestine  wab  just  expressing  to  Gabrielle  her  impatiencej 
be  gone — her  uneasiness  to  be  in  thi<»  tinknown  cottage  at  n'j| 
on  «n  enemjr'g  coast,  with  two  strangers — for  when  in  the  do^i 
with  the  sailors  she  did  not  feel  herself  so  desolate — when  ^ 
boor  rotuiiied  with  the  horses,  two  of  which  had  side-8ad( 
and  thej  all  mounted  hastily. 
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Afteir  seeurely  baokling  his  beloved  portmanteau  to  the  cniD- 
er  of  lus  borse^  after  paving  tlie  peasant,  and  after  carefimy 
Eamining  in  the  dark  four  smaU  pistols  and  two  poniards^ 
hich  he  carried  under  his  clerical  doablei,  Senor  Bandolo  whis- 
jred  to  Bemhard  the  project  he  wished  to  accomplish — the 
liet  separation  of  the  sisters  by  a  little  piece  of  finesse,  which. 
J  was  certain  they  would  never  suspect  or  discover,  until  too 
te  to  retrieve  themselves.  It  was  simply  this : — 
He  had  learned  from  the  boor  which  couple  of  the  four  horses 
ere  the  swiftest,  and  on  them  he  mounted  Bernhard  and 
abrielle,  instructing  the  former  to  spur  on  to  the  front,  and 
heel  off  by  a  certain  bypath  towards  Fredricksort ;  while  he, 
ith  the  other  sister,  meant  to  ride  slowly,  and  pursue  a  path 
lite  different  towards  A  certain  cottage,  which  they  both  knew 
f  in  the  wood  of  Eckemfiord.  There  Bernhard'  was  to  meet 
lem,  and  bring  the  ducats  of  Count  Merod^ — ^the  price  of 
abrielle. 

"  Now,  ladies,"  said  Bandolo,  "  are  you  good  horse- 
omen?" 

*' Ernestine  #as  the  best  at  Yienna,"  said  GkbrieUo)  whipping 
p  her  Holsteiner,  which  caracoUed  under  her  light  weight. 

"Gabrielle — Ghibrielle!"  exclaimed  her  eldest  sister;  "take 
ire  what  you  are  about,  madcap !  You  will  unhorse  yourself 
lid  me  too.  Will  she  not,  reverend  sir  P" 

"  Now,  ladies,  we  have  ten  miles  of  clear  rodd  before  us,  and 
b  moon  will  soon  rise.  Let  us  start  by  pairs  along  this  bridle 
oad,  and  see  which  couple  will  first  reach  Fredricksort." 

"Away — I  shall  be  first  with  our  dear  father,"  said  Gabrielle, 
udoos  to  keep  in  f^ont,  and  giving  a  lash  to  her  Holsteiner, 
rliich  shot  away  at  a  headlong  pace.  BerUhard  dashed  on  by 
CT  side,  for  he  was  a  good  horseman,  having  been  a  valet  to 
(erod6  at  Vienna,  where  he  had  been  scourged  and  dismissed 
}r  selling  his  master's  cloaks  and  doublets. 

Ernestine  and  Bandolo  followed  at  full  gallop ;  but  as  the  road 
fM  narrow,  the  bravo  contrived  to  incommode  her  horse  and 
J8  own  in  such  a  manner  that  their  speed  was  considerably 
^tarded.  Bemhard  and  Gabrielle  bore  on  at  an  uninterrupted 
i>ce,  and,  despite  all  the  entreaties  of  Ernestine,  disappeared 
ato  the  darkness  in  front.  This  was  the  very  thing  Bandolo  had 
oped  to  accomplish. 

"Do  not  be  alarmed,  grafine,  they  will  not  reach  thd  fortress 
en  minutes  before  us,"  said  he,  quite  enchanted  by  the  sudden 
ttccesB  of  his  scheme. 

At  last  he  and  Ernestine  passed  on  their  right  the  narrow  path 
^ch  led  towards  the  gulf  of  Kiel,  and  by  which  he  knew  that 
oernhatd  and  Gabrielle  had  struck  off  to  the  caatle  of  Fredrick- 
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sort ;  and  far  along  the  lerel  way  his  quick  and  practised  ear 
detected  the  tramp  of  their  horsea'  hoofs.  He  passed  it,  and 
spurring  on,  slyly  administered  now  and  then  a  lash  to  the  hone 
of  ErnestiDe,  urging  it  along  a  road  which  he  knew  condncted 
them  straight  to  the  place  of  rendezvous — ^the  solitaxy  cottage  in 
the  forest  of  Eckemfiord. 

Ernestine  whipped  and  caressed  her  horse.  Every  pace  the 
poor  girl  supposed  was  bringing  her  nearer  and  more  near  to  tb 
couch  of  her  dying  father. 
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Bakdolo,  who  knew  every  foot  of  the  way,  avoided  the  villages 
and  rode  towards  Eckemfiord,  which,  from  the  landing-plarf, 
was  double  the  distance  he  had  mentioned  to  Ernestine  as  the 
space  to  be  travelled.  As  she  was  too  acute  not  to  perceive  tbu, 
after  they  had  ridden  without  speaking  for  some  miles  in  the 
dark  (for  there  was  no  moon,  and  scarcely  a  star  visiblci  as  the 
clouds  were  coming  up  in  heavy  masses  from  the  Baltic  on  their 
right),  she  made  some  inquiries  about  this  fortress,  where,  as  he 
had  said,  her  father  commanded,  and  how  far  it  might  yet  be 
distant. 

**  It  should  be  just  beyond  those  trees,  lady,"  replied  the  dis* 
guised  spv. 

"  Should  P"  retorted  Ernestine,  in  great  displeasure ;  "  are  you 
not  quite  certain  that  it  is  P" 

"How  can  one  be  certain  of  anything  in  so  dark  a  night? 
But  trust  in  the  Lord,  lady — ^trust  in  the  Lord !" 

"  Herr  Doctor,  you  are  very  fond  of  repeating  that  tiresome 
phrase ;  but  remember,  sir,  that  at  present  I  trust  to  you,  and  i* 
seems  that  you  are  leading  me  towards  a  dense  forest. 

**  Througn  that  forest  lies  our  way,  grafine.  I  did  not  make 
the  road.  If  1  had,  I  should  perhaps  have  taken  it  round  by  the 
shore  of  the  haven ;  but,  as  it  lies  through  the  forest,  we  must 
pursue  it,  or  remain  where  we  are." 

The  narrow  horse-path,  which  hitherto  had  been  bordered  only 
by  smooth  fireen  meadows,  divided  by  quickset  hederes,  now 
became  graduallv  lost  in  that  forest  of  tall  trees  which  li^ 
between  Eckemnord  and  Kiel;*  and  so   dense  became  the 

*  I  know  not  whether  the  forest  referred  to  hy  oar  cavalier  is  still  extant 
It  was  so  in  1702.  See  Travels  in  the  Retinue  qT  the  Snglish  JSttvoifi  ITOS-* 
nrlnted  at  tht  Ship  in  St  Fanl's  Chnrch^ard,  1707. 
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mtwined  branches  and  other  ohstrnctions  incident  to  a  wood 
Rowing  in  a  state  of  nature,  that  their  horses  could  scarcely 
move  at  times,  and  Bandolo  now  dispensed  with  his  circular  bar- 
lacles  (a  severe  impediment  to  the  vision  of  one  who  did  not 
reqnire  them),  and  ^azcd  around  with  all  the  air  of  a  man  whc 
lad  jompletely  lost  himself. 

**iTow,  sir/' said  the  impatient  Ernestine,  "what  n  scrape  you 
lave  brought  me  into ! — separated  from  my  sister,  who  cannot 
lave  come  this  way,  else  we  should  have  found  her  in  this  laby- 
■inth;  and  separated  also  from  my  dear  father,  who  may  die  before 
[  reach  Eredricksort,  and  while  we  are  fruitlessly  wandering  in 
this  provoking  wood :  besides,  there  may  be  wild  animals  or  rob- 
bers m  it,  and  you  are,  of  course,  without  arms." 

"Heaven  forbid,  lady,  I  should  ever  trust  to  other  weapons 
than  those  of  the  spirit.  Maldidon — Maldicion  de  Dios  /"  he 
zrowled  between  his  teeth ;  "  if  once  I  have  her  safe  in  the  cot- 
Eage  of  old  Dame  Kriimpel,  I  will  make  her  pay  dearly  for  all  the 
trouble  her  pride  has  cost  me,  and  for  having  my  face  scratched 
in  this  rascally  thicket." 

"  What  did  you  say,  Herr  Doctor  P" 

"  Only  a  prayer,  that  we  may  not  meet  with  any  robbers  or 
trild  animab,  as  you  said — ^ha — ^iTa!" 

"  Or  broken  soldiers." 

"  Or  with  Bandolo,"  he  added. 

"  Count  Tilly's  spy  P"  said  Ernestine ;  "  'tis  rumoured  that  he 
bows  every  foot  of  ground  in  Denmark,  so  I  wish  that  we  could 
meet  with  him ;  though  he  is  a  guilty  wretch  of  whom  even  the 
blerodeurs  speak  with  contempt  and  horror." 

Bandolo  uttered  a  low,  ferocious  laugh.  Buffian  as  he  was, 
md  callous  to  every  sentiment  of  humanity,  her  words  stung 
|uin  to  the  soul ;  for  there  was  something  inexpressibly  cutting 
in  this  hearty  and  undisguised  contempt,  as  expressed  by  a 
beautiM  woman.  He  writhed  under  it,  and  a  savage  glow  of 
mingled  triumph  and  revenge  spread  through  his  breast,  as 
lie  exultingly  contemplated  the  terror,  the  catastrophe,  and  the 
downfall  tnat  were  awaiting  her.  His  eagerness  sharpened  his 
faculties. 

"  I  see  a  light — a  spark — ^to  our  left.  This  way,  lady,"  said  he, 
seizing  the  bridle  of  her  horse,  and  conducting  her  down  a  narrow 
track,  where  the  pine-trunks  grew  so  close  that  there  was  scarcely 
room  for  steed  and  rider  to  pass  between  them ;  but  in  a  few 
minutes  they  reached  a  small  and  rudely-built  cottage,  which 
Btood  by  the  margin  of  a  little  tarn.  It  was  the  place  where 
Bernhard  was  to  rejoin  Bandolo,  and  pay  over  th^  price  of  poor 
Gabrielle. 

The  bravo  alighted  from  his  saddle,  and,  fastening  the  bridles 
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of  both  horses  to  the  branch  of  a  tree,  threw  open  the  cottage 
door,  and  led  in  Ernestine. 

An  oil-lamp  shed  a  faint  light  on  the  interior  of  this  poor 
habitation,  the  furniture  of  which  consisted  of  a  table  and  couple 
of  stools,  of  such  rough  construction  that  the  bark  yet  adherei^ 
to  the  wood.  Here  and  there  a  naked  spar  of  the  rough  wooded 
roof  came  out  of  the  obscurity  in  which  dust,  cobwebs,  and  darkJ 
ness  involved  it:  the  floor  was  of  hard-beaten  clay.  Tiid 
cottage  consisted  of  what  we  Scots  called  a  but  and  a  ben,  or  two 
apartments.  One  end  of  the  outer  was  spanned  by  the  rude  lintel 
of  a  wide  chimney,  within  which,  and  close  to  a  few  smoulderin;^ 
embers,  an  old  hag,  with  hands  like  a  kite's  claws,  sat  on  ablocl^ 
of  wood,  skinning  squirrels  and  chattering  over  her  work.  Sli 
looked  up,  and  Bandolo,  as  he  expected,  recomised  Dami 
Kriimpel,  who,  after  her  expulsion  from  Gliickstaat  by  order  o 
the  puissant  burgomaster,  Herr  Dubbelsteim,  had  found  her  waf 
to  the  eastern  coast  of  the  peninsida. 

They  greeted  each  other  in  a  dialect  of  the  German  so  guttura 
that  Ernestine  did  not  understand  it.  Then  the  old  woman 
snatched  up  her  lamp,  and,  holding  it  aloft,  surveyed  with  hei 
fierce  eyes — which  were  keen  and  deep  as  two  gimlet-holes— thfl 
t^U  figure  of  Ernestine,  who,  on  seeing  this  repulsive  old  womaa 
approach  with  her  shrivelled  hands  dyed  in  blood,  shrunk  back 
and  drew  herself  up  to  her  full  height,  while  a  disdainful  expres- 
sion stole  over  her  beautiful  face,  on  which  her  broad  Spanish  hat 
and  lon^  black  feather  cast  an  impressive  shadow. 

Old  Kriimpel  croaked  and  grinned  as  she  set  down  her  iron 
lam^.  and  quietly  resumed  her  occupation. 

Bandolo  now  brought  in  his  heavy  portmanteau,  which  he  care- 
fully deposited  on  the  table;  he  then  placed  beside  it  two  leathern 
bottles,  which  he  took  from  his  pockets,  after  securing  the  cottage^ 
door. 

"Be  seated,  madame — and  here  KrUmpel,  old  hag!  get  us 
glasses,  cups,  or  whatever  you  have ;  I  long  for  a  t^te  o^ 
schnaps,  as  doubtless  the  l^dy  does  for  a  dsop  of  kirschwasseH 
for  I  have  both."  j 

"  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  lose  no  time  in  procuring  a  guide," 
said  Ernestine,  whose  heart  was  bursting  with  impatience,  griet 
and  alarm. 

**  A  guide — ^for  where  P" 

"  Fredricksort." 

"  Content  yourself,  my  pretty  one  j  what  the  devil  would  yoa 
do  at  Fredncksort  ?*'  he  asked,  abandoning  all  his  aaaumed 
manner.  **  Surely  one  of  you  is  quite  enough  among  the  rough 
Merodeurs." 

Ernestine  was  petrified  by  this  speecjii  and  still  more  wlies 
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the  pretended  clergyman  threw  aside  his  wig,  reyealing  his  coal- 
black  hair,  aud  that  long  and  peculiar  lock  hj  which  he  was 
generally  known;  and,  opening  his  ample  doublet,  displayed 
below  his  cases  ofponiards  and  pistols. 

"  Maldicion  de  Dios !  ha,  ha !  what  use  is  there  in  masquerad- 
ing any  longer  P  I  am  Bandolo,  Madam6  Ernestine,  and  we 
may  as  well  be  friends  at  once ;  so  give  me  a  kiss  to  begin  with, 
though  I  am  one  upon  whom  even  the  wild  Merodeurs  look  with 
conten^t  and  horror  /" 

He  bluntly  approached  her,  but  paused ;  for  the  expression 
of  her  eyes  arrested  him,  and  he  quailed  before  it — ^he,  Ban- 
dolo ! 

Never  did  terror,  anger,  and  aversion  lend  a  brighter  flash  to 
more  beautifal  eyes  than  those  of  Ernestine ;  and  their  lofty 
gaze  arrested  the  insolence  of  Bandolo,  charming  the  st«ps  of 
one  whom  the  laws  of  neither  God  nor  man  could  bind.  He 
growled  an  oath  and  a  laugh  together ;  sat  down  and  took  a 
mouthful  of  schnaps.  Ernestine  turned  anxiously  towards  the 
old  woman ;  but  that  worthy  appeared  to  have  neither  ears  nor 
eyes  for  what  was  passing,  and  was  tearing  the  skin  from  the 
body  of  a  squirrel  with  the  utmost  unconcern. 

Disdaining  to  say  a  word,  Ernestine  grasped  her  riding-rod. 
gave  another  fiery  glance  at  Bandolo  with  her  tearless  eyes,  and 
boldly  prepared  to  retire.  Seizing  her  arm,  he  forced  her  into  a 
seat,  and  placing  his  back  against  the  door,  burst  into  a  shout 
of  derisive  laughter,  which  made  her  blood  curdle. 

The  thought  of  (rabrielle,  away,  she  knew  not  where,  with 
this  man's  companion,  filled  her  whole  soul  with  alarm ;  and  in 
that  thought  ail  sense  of  her  own  danger  was  swept  away. 
Terror  almost  paralysed  her,  and  she  burst  into  tears. 

Bandolo  eyed  her  with  a  strange  glance  of  minded  ferocity, 
perplexity,  and  admiration ;  for  in  every  impulse— -his  anger,  his 
avarice,  and  all  his  passions — ^this  man  was  a  mere  animal.  He 
took  another  draught  of  the  strong  schnaps,  and  warned  her  to 
take  care  what  she  was  about,  and  what  she  did  and  said  now ; 
for  she  was  alone  with  one  who  would  not  stand  trifling — alone 
in  the  heart  of  a  forest  where  no  living  thing  could  hear  her  out- 
cries but  the  birds  in  their  nests,  or  the  foxes  in  their  holes — ^that 
she  was  perfectly-helpless,  and  beyond  all  rescue. 

Ali>nc — and  with  him ! •    .    . 
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CHAPTEE  LIV. 


ULBICK,  COUNT  OF  MBSODC. 


Let  us  see  hew  these  two  lovers  conducted  themselres  towards 
the  fair  sisters  whom  they  had  entrapped ; — ^the  ruffian,  who  was 
laudably  ambitious  of  becoming  a  count ;  and  the  count,  ivho 
was  in  no  way  ashamed  of  being  esteemed  an  accomplished 
rufBan. 

At  the  narrow  path  indicated  by  Bandolo,  his  accomplice 
Bemhard  had  wheeled  off  towards  the  castle  of  Fredricksort; 
and  its  square  outline,  with  little  minarets  at  the  angles,  soon 
rose  before  the  riders.  High  and  sloping  bastions  faced  witb 
stone,  surrounded  by  stockades  and  bristling  with  brass  cannon, 
enclosed  this  stately  castle,  the  lights  of  which  were  viaible  be- 
tween the  trees  and  plantations  with  which  the  fields  were  inter- 
spersed. 

"My  father — ^my  father!"  murmured  Gabrielle,  whipping  on 
her  horse;  "but  where  is  Ernestine?  Ah,  heavens!  I  do  not 
hear  the  hoofs  of  her  horse,  nor  those  of  the  doctor's  nag.  Ah 
me— if  they  should  lose  the  way,  and  fall  among  Danes !  Does 
your  master  know  the  country  well?" 

"  Well  P  none  know  it  better  between  the  gulf  of  Ijiim  and 
the  Elbe ;  but  now  that  we  are  arrived,  I  pray  you  to  rein  in 
your  horse,  lady,  lest  the  sentinels  fire  on  us. ' 

They  were  now  close  to  the  fosse,  the  bridge  of  which  was 
dra^n  up :  beyond  it,  a  deep  archway  yawned  in  the  fortifica- 
tions, and  near  it  the  figure  of  a  soldier  was  dimly  visible.  He 
challenged  in  pure  German. 

In  the  same  language  Bemhard  replied,  and  in  her  eagerness 
Gabriel  did  so  too.  On  hearing  a  woman's  voice,  there  was  a 
shout  of  laughter  from  the  sentinels,  and  from  several  soldiers  of 
the  barrier-guard,  who  were  loitering  at  the  gate  and  smoking 
their  long  German  pipes.  The  bridge  was  lowered,  and,  as  soon 
as  the  travellers  had  crossed,  it  was  raised  again ;  a  lantern  wa.^ 
broaght  from  the  guard-house,  and  Gabrielle  found  herself 
surrounded  by  soldiers — by  Merodeurs ! — or  the  Merodistas,  as 
the  Spaniards  named  them — a  term  now  synonymous  with  one 
of  the  greatest  of  human  crimes — ^for  sucn  was  the  atrocious 
character  of  the  regiment  of  Merod^. 

"  Merodeurs !"  said  Gabrielle,  shrinking  back  on  seeing  the 
ferocious  visages,  the  ragged  uniforms,  and  the  rusty  corslets  of 

^se  who  surrounded  her,  with  their  features  seamed  by  scars, 
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iloated  with  beer,  and  their  eyes  expressive  of  the  most  cruel  and 
inister  thoughts  that  could  animate  the  minds  of  men,  hardened 
ly  civil  crime,  by  the  camp  and  the  jail,  the  scourge  and  the 
etter,  the  riddlings  of  Vienna,  the  scum  of  European  wars— for 
aurderers,  deserters,  and  vagabonds  of  every  description,  readily 
ound  pay,  plunder,  and  service  in  the  ranks  of  Merod^ — ^where 
bey  hardened  each  other  afresh  b^  their  ferocious  example.  At 
imes  they  quarrelled  with  each  other  on  parade,  and  even  when 
«fore  the  enemy,  and  exchanged  a  few  slashes  and  shots  in  the 
olonel's  presence.  Their  officers  were  all  broken  gamesters, 
lardened  rou^s  and  high-bom  desperadoes ;  but  the  greatest  and 
lie  worst  was  the  count  himseli.  Such  was  the  battalion  of 
ierodS ;  and  never,  perhaps,  since  an  army  was  constituted,  were 
,  thousand  such  rascals  assembled  under  baton,  to  surpass  the 
roelties  of  Nero,  and  disgrace  the  glorious  profession  of  arms. 

"  Bemhard,  your  master  told  us  that  the  castle  was  occupied 
y  my  father's  regiment  of  horse." 

But  Master  Bernhard  did  not  hear  Gabrielle's  expostulating 
one:  for  having  recognised  several  old  acquaintances  of  the 
hison-house  and  Basp-haus  among  the  Merodeurs,  he  waa 
ngaged  in  a  lively  conversation,  the  slang  terms  of  which  made 
i  totally  incomprehensible  to  the  startled  girl,  who  had  now 
ome  secret  misgivings  of  betrayal  and  misfortunes  to  come, 
lowever,  she  dismounted  without  assistance,  and  addressing  one 
rhom,  by  his  ample  scarf  and  boots  edged  with  lace,  she  recog- 
lised  to  be  a  sergeant,  said, — 

"Lead  me  immediately  to  the  count — for  it  is  most  improper 
hat  I  should  loiter  here.' 

"  This  way,  then,  madame,"  said  the  halberdier,  with  a  bow 
rbich  Gabnelle  mistook  for  politeness,  as  she  did  not  perceive 
10^  he  winked  to  one  soldier,  thrust  his  tongue  in  his  cheek  to 
nother,  poked  a  third  in  the  ribs,  and  set  the  whole  guard 
iQghing  as  he  guided  her  into  the  body  of  the  fortress ;  but  she 
teardtl^m  saying — "Oho,  Caspar !  'tis  a  girl  who  seeks  the  count." 

"DerTeufellha!  ha  I" 

'*  For  so  dainty  a  bird,  what  a  taste  she  must  have !  Old 
khwindlfer." 

"  I  warrant  me,  Schwaschbliclder,  the  count  will  scarcely  have 
yes  even  for  so  pretty  a  woman  by  this  time." 

"  Ah,  my  Heavens !"  sighed  the  poor  girl,  appalled  by  these 
vntal  observations ;  **  my  poor  father  must  indeed  be  dying,  or 
liscipline  would  never  be  so  relaxed.  And  Ernestine — where  is 
lie  loitering  ?  Quick — ^uick,  good  sir !  conduct  me  to  the  count." 

The  sergeant,  who  did  not  seem  quite  so  bad  as  his  comrades, 
ed  her  straight  towards  a  hall,  the  upromr  proceeding  from  whic^ 
nade  her  poor  little  heart  sink  within  her. 
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"  Oh,  if  my  inisgivjngB  become  verified !  It  is  impossible  that 
my  father  can  be  in  lite,"  she  thought ;  *'  if  so,  neither  in  camp 
nor  quarters  dare  even  the  Merodeurs  hare  been  so  oatrageoos 
and  disorderly." 

The  hall  was  lighted,  partly  by  flambeaux  placed  here  and 
there  irregularly,  and  partly  by  an  enormous  fire  that  blazed  in 
the  wide  chimney,  and  was  fed  by  doors  and  shutters,  kc., 
brought  from  other  parts  of  the  edifice.  The  tapestry  with 
which  it  was  hung,  and  which  represented  the  wars  of  Frederick 
II.  with  the  Ditmarschen,  was  torn  down  in  some  places,  le&ms; 
the  bare  wall  exposed ;  in  others,  the  fragments  yet  remainiog 
were  waving  in  the  currents  of  air  that  floated  through  the  rast 
apartment,  stnd  made  the  wavering  flambeauz  stream  like  yellow 
ribands. 

At  the  long  table  nearly  a  dozen  of  Merode'a  officers  were  seated 
at  a  debauch,  which  seemed  to  have  lasted  pretty  long.  AH  were 
richly,  even  magnificently  dressed,  and  had  their  long  curledyf 
and  moustaches  dressed  to  perfection.  Their  doublets,  cloaks,  id 
breeches  were  of  the  newest  fashion,  and  of  the  finest  Florence 
silk  and  Genoa  velvet ;  and  the  enormous  chains  of  pure  goli 
which  encircled  their  necks,  and  to  which  their  crucifixes,  mimH' 
lous  medals,  and  jewelled  poniards  were  attached,  amply  proved 
that  on  the  march  they  could  help  themselves  to  occasionil 
trinkets  as  freely  as  their  soldiers  and  camp-followers^ 

Many  of  them  were  noble  in  feature  and  in  bearing  ;  butrecb 
lessness,  defiance,  debauchery,  and  crime  were  stamped  hearilf 
and  ineffaceably  on  every  brow,  and  in  the  lack-lustre  expressioa 
of  every  drunken  eye.  Those  who  sat  by  the  large  table  were 
absorbed  in  the  chances  of  several  games  (post-and-pair,  t^^ 
trac,  and  ombre) ;  their  minds  were  wholly  occupied,  and  thev 
were  watching  the  turns  of  fortune,  with  their  bleared  and  blood- 
shot eyes  fixed  on  those  pieces  of  painted  pasteboard,  which  hd 
already  cost  one  of  their  number  his  life ;  for  on  the  floor  then 
lay  a  cavalier,  whose  right  hand  yet  grasped  an  unsheathed  rapier 
Gabrielle  thought  him  intoxicated,  but  a  ciy  almost  escaped  hei 
on  perceiving  that  he  was  ghastly,  stiff,  and  dead ;  that  his  un- 
closed eyes  were  turned  bade  within  their  sockets,  and  his  lone 
fair  hair  was  clotted  by  blood.  Near  him  sat  ih.e  slayer  ia  ^ 
shirt  sleeves,  binding  up  a  thrust  which  he  had  recently  receirej 
in  the  sword  arm,  and  whistling  the  while  with  a  grim  ezpres* 
sion  on  his  sunburnt  visage.  It  was  evident  that  a  brawl  W 
interrupted  the  gambling — ^that  one  of  th«r  number  had  bees 
slain ;  but  so  intent  were  the  Merodeurs  on  their  favourite  amuse- 
ment, that  they  had  quietly  resumed  their  piay  without  eres 
removing  the  corpse — ^a  terrible  illustration  of  thor  reckless  fero* 
city  and  familiaritY  with  outrage. 
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In  the  dark  shadow  which  ohscnred  the  lower  end  of  the  hall 
Gabrielle  passed  unnoticed,  and  her  light  step  was  unheard. 
From  thence  the  halberdier  conducted  her  along  several  passages, 
and  then  stopped  before  a  door,  over  which  swung  a  lamp. 

"In  that  chamber  you  wiU  fintf^he  count,"  said  ho,  pointing 
to  the  door. 

"  My  father — mj  father !"  said  Gabrielle,  in  a  soft  and  almost 
breathless  roice ;  *'at  last — at  last — oh  my  father!"  she  sprung 
forward,  and,  opening  the  door,  entered  the  room — ^not,  as  she 
expected,  to  throw  herself  by  the  sick  couch  of  her  father,  and 
to  embrace  him  with  all  the  gush  of  filial  tenderness  that  welled 
up  in  her  pure  and  joyous  heart,  but  to  find  herself  folded  with 
ardour  to  the  breast  of  a  stranger.  ' 

"  Oh,  horror !"  she  murmured,  as  the  light  left  her  eyes,  foi^ 
the  was  in  tiie  arms  of  the  terrible  Ulrick,  Count  of  Merod6 ! 


CHAPTEE  LV. 

PBOTIKO  THB  HAXIU,  THAT  ADYAKTAOB  KAT  BB  TAKEN  IK 

LOYB  AS  WELL  AS  IN  WAB. 

It  was  some  time  before  Gabrielle  recovered  from  her  astonishment 
and  grief,  or  could  fully  realise  all  the  terrors  of  her  situation. 

Mero/d^  seated  her  in  a  chair,  and  closed  the  door.  The 
apartment  was  very  handsome,  bein^  completely  hung  with  red 
Danish  cloth,  staimped  over  with  rich  silver  nowers.  A  fire 
bnmed  in  an  iron  basket  in  the  chimney,  which  was  lined  with 
gaudy  Delfb  ware.  In  one  comer  stood  a  small  bed,  covered  with 
green  silk,  brocaded  with  gold,  and  surmounted  by  plumes.  The 
eoant's  magnificently  embossed  helmet  and  cuirass  hung  on  the 
knobs  of  one  chair ;  his  bufi*-coat,  pistols,  and  rapier  lay  on  another ; 
and  now,  while  the  terrified  Gabrielle  is  recovering  her  faculties, 
and  snrveying  all  these  things  by  the  light  of  a  beautiful  girandole, 
which  occupied  the  centre  of  a  small  tripod  table,  let  us  take  a 
view  of  the  famous  Ulrick. 

He  was  about  thirty-five  years  of  ase,  above  the  middle  height, 
and  strongly  made ;  handsome  enougn  in  face  and  figure  to  please 
any  woman,  but  in  his  dark  and  de^ish  eye  there  was  an  expres- 
sion which,  while  it  fascinated  with  the  fascination  of  fear,  had 
that  gloating  expression,  which  the  eye  of  an  honest  or  honour- 
able man  never  possesses. 

His  f^oublet  of  sky-blue  velvet  was  completely  covered  with 
silver  embroidery ;  his  lace  collar  was  a  Httle  awry,  and  stained 
with  wine  \  his  hair  and  moustacnes  were  untrimmed,  for  he  had 
just  been  awakened  out  of  a  sleep  into  which  he  had  smok^ 
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hiniBelf  two  hours  before,  and  his  tasnelled  pipe  still  hung  at  a 
buttonhole  of  his  doublet — the  same  honoured  buttonhole  at 
^hicli  he  had  suspended  the  diamond  star  of  S'j.  George  of 
Carinthia.  His  cloak  and  breeches  were  also  of  sky-blue  velvet 
laced  with  silver ;  he  worj  tthite  buff-boots  and  fliJvcr  spurs ;  a 
white  buff-belt  and  diamond-hilted  saletto ;  a  white  satin  scarf, 
with  a  cross  and  eagle  embroidered  at  the  ends  of  it.  Having 
slept  off  his  first  drunken  nap,  there  was  a  jaunty  devil-may-care 
expression  in  his  face,  and  he  regarded  the  young  girl  with  a 
smile  full  of  desire  and  admiration. 

"  Count  of  Merodd,"  said  she,  abruptly ;  "  is  not  my  father 
with  you  here  in  PredricksortP" 

"No,  Madame  Gabrielle  (you  see  I  have  not  forgotten  that 
name,  nor  the  magic  it  once  had  for  me),  he  is  not.  Thank 
Heaven!  .!L  am  my  own  commanding-officer—at  least  none  can 
have  authority  over  me  save  your  charming  self;  and  I  will 
consider  it  the  duty  and  the  glory  of  my  life  to  obey  you — ^to  be 
your  servant — ^your  slave—your-r — " 

As  Merod^  had  all  tiu^  kind  of  stuff  off  by  rote,  and  by  ire* 
quent  repetition  could  nave  poured  forth  speeches  which  would 
ull  three  folio  pages,  Gabrielle  cut  him  short  by  saying — 

"  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  tell  me  where  mv  fatker  is." 

"  I  believe  the  old  gentleman  is  with  the  Emperor  at  Yienna, 
where  I  hope  they  are  both  enjoying  good  health." 

"  Vienna !  Impossible !" 

"  By  the  immortal  Jove  I  swear  to  you  that  he  is,  unless— aa 
report  says — he  is  banished  to  his  own  castle  of  Giezar;  for 
Perdinand  did  not  like  the  management  of  that  piece  of  work  at 
Oldenburg,  and  the  escape  of  the  count  in  the  same  ship  with 
Bernard  of  Saze-Weim:^,  whom  he  has  sworn  to  hang  (Poke 
and  Elector  though  he  be)  over  the  gate  of  the  Eive  Vowels  at 
Vienna."* 

"  Ah,  mercy !  what  will  become  of  me  P  Oh,  Ernestine,  Ernes- 
tine !  where  are  youP  why  arexre  separated?  why  am  I  heref*" 
.  **  Ton  my  soul,  little  on^,  by  all  this  noise  I  could  imA^rne 
that,  like  the  old  fellow  Daniel,  you  had  fallen  into  a  den  of  lions, 
or  among  outrageous  wolves,  instead  of  a  >?w  lively  young  men, 
who  can  appreciate  so  well  a  pretty  face.  Adorable  Gabrielle ! 
I  have  never — ^never  since  we  last  saw  each  other  at  Vienna— had 
an  opportunity  of  saying  how  much  your  beauty  has  taken  pos- 
session of  my  whole  thoughts.  If  I  am  stapid  or  timid  just 
now,  I  pray  attribute  it  to  your  presence  here,  which  overwhelms 


me." 


«  A  gate  of  the  palace,  then  inscribed  a.  e.  i.  o.  u^  meaning  AvtAeSa  eA 
imperare  orbi  universo;  i.e.,  *'  Austria  \b  to  govern  the  world." 
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"  Timidity !  I  should  think,  my  lord,  you  hare  very  little  of 
khat,  who  have  dared  to  entnip  a  dauj^hter  of  Count  Carlstein." 

"  Dared  I  Der  Teuf  el !  'tis  a  word  rarely  addressed  to  a 
MerodUta,  (At  that  frightful  word  Gabriel  shuddered.)  In 
love,  as  in  war,  we  take  all  advantages ;  but,  poor  innocent  I 
bow  can  you  be  able  to  judge  of  a  passion  to  which  you  must  be 
I  stranger?  Yet,  be  assured  you  will  find  love  a  more  pleasant 
itudy  than  I  found  Latin  at  college ;  an<?.  dearest  Gabrielle,  if  I 
nignt  be  your  preceptor " 

fie  placed  both  his  hands  on  the  fino  figure  of  Gabrielle,  and 
sndeavoured  to  clasp  her  slender  waist.  The  moment  he  touched 
br  person,  she  drew  herself  up  with  loftiness  and  hauteur ;  iter 
?ye  flashed  and  her  cheek  reddened,  while  a  haughty  indignation, 
irhich  startled  even  Merod^,  bea3i»cd  on  her  beautiful  brow. 

"  Der  Teufel !  but  you  are  enchanting !"  said  Merod^,  steppinff 
back  apace,  and  surveying  her  with  all  the  air  of  a  profound 
DonnoiBseur.  "  *Pon  my  soul,  little  one,  I  like  you  all  tne  better 
for  this  display  of  temper ;  you  shall  see  how  friendly  we  shall 
be  by-and-by.  Believe  me,  I  have  not  the  least  feeling  of 
revenge  for  all  the  contempt  with  which  you  treated  me  at  Vienna 
—not  the  least.    Ah !  by  my  life,  what  a  charming  pout !" 

"I  will  leave  this  place,  and  go  to  my  sister.  On !  Ernestine, 
irhere  are  you,  and  why  are  you  not  here  to  protect  me  P" 

"  She  is  in  very  good  keeping  by  this  time ;  and  'tis  well,  for 
the  is  a  little  bit  of  an  Amazon,"  said  Merod6,  somewhat 
naliciously :  for  he  knew  right  well  that  she  was  to  become  the 
prey  of  Bandolo. 

"  Count,"  said  Gabrielle,  clasping  her  poor  little  hands,  and 
ipproaching  with  a  trembling  heart  and  imploring  eyes ;  "  by  all 
tne  mercies  of  Heaven,  I  conjure  you  to  tell  me  what  you  mean  !** 

"  Delicious  Gabrielle !"  murmured  the  count,  looking  at  her 
!rom  side  to  side,  as  one  would  do  a  fine  horse ;  "  why,  I  merely 
nean  that  she  is  safe  among  the  Lutheran  nuns  of  St.  Knud,  at 
Kiel,  where  some  of  my  ffeUows  are  very  anxious  to  pay  a  visit." 

"  On  your  honour,  count,  you  assure  me  of  this  ?" 

"  On  my  soul  I  do !"  replied  Merodd,  for  tJiat  he  considered  of 
Bfinitely  less  importance. 

Though  thankful  for  the  imaginary  safety  of  her  sister, 
jhibrielle,  being  overcome  by  the  desolation  and  dant^ers  of  her 
Kwition,  sank  into  a  chair  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
iVithont  touching  her,  Merod6  hung  over  the  chair,  and  gazed 
it  the  beautiful  and  harmonious  outline  of  her  young  bust  and 
mrved  shoulder ;  and  thought  that,  although  there  was  every- 
chance  of  old  Carlstein  putting  a  bullet  through  his  head,  sans 
>arl6y  or  ceremony,  on  the  first  opportunity,  the  pleasure  he  no" 
szperienced  was  well  worth  the  risk  to  be  run. 
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"  Why  so  very  sad  P"  said  he,  after  a  pause ;  "  I  don't  compie- 
hend  it.  Beally,  I  must  haire  a  rival,  and  that  is  the  most 
troublesome  animal  a  lover  can  have  in  his  way.  Now,  pretty 
one,  Bay — ^have  I P" 

**  You  have  none  here,  at  all  events,''  sobbed  Gabriel,  a  little 
spitefully. 

"  Then  I  can  have  none  anywhere  else,"  replied  the  count, 
twirling  his  enormous  Austrian  moustache.  "  xou  charm  me 
more  and  more !  and  has  no  man  ever  said  that  he  loved  you?" 

Ian*s  stately  figure  seemed  to  rise  at  these  words,  and  aa  the 
young  maiden  thought  of  her  modest,  her  hopeless,  and  secret 
love,  she  could  only  weep. 

Merod6  uttered  a  deep  sigh,  which  had  its  origin  in  art,  rather 
than  purity  of  passion ;  for  that  was  a  purity  wmch  the  heart  of 
Merod^  never  knew. 

*'  Ah,  Grabrielle !  you  do  look  seducing  at  this  moment !  Those 
dear  white  hands— and  beautiful  tears,"  he  resumed,  attempting 
to  place  an  arm  round  her. 

"  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Count  Merod6,  do  not  touch  me  I" 
implored  Gabrielle,  in  a  voice  so  tender  that  he  withdrew  his 
arm,  and  stammered  out — 

"  Der  Teufel !  Faith,  1  always  thought  that  girls  preferred  a 
brisk  and  toying  lover  to  a  man  who  made  long  faces  and  long 
speeches.  To-night  I  see  that  nothing  can  be  achieved— no; 
even  the  smallest  caress.  To-morrow  we  shall  be  better  friends. 
*Tis  always  thus  with  little  ones  like  you.  They  make  a  devil  of 
a  fuss  at  fbrst ;  and,  from  hating  me  alone,  I  have  knoVn  twentr 
girls  come  at  last  to  love  the  whole  regiment,  from  right  flank  U) 
left— positively !  Pray,  do  not  get  into  a  passion  with  a  poor 
Pickle  like  me,  who  fires  off  whatever  ammunition  comes  first  to 
hand ;  and  so  now  I  will  leave  you,  and  go  to  supper  with  toj 
hon  camarados  in  the  hall.  In  these  matter-of-fact  days,  my 
pretty  one,  love — ^however  strong— cannot  subsist  without  plenty 
to  eat  and  drink,"  continued  Merod^,  i^ising  and  bowing,  as  he 
slowly  retired  towards  the  door.  "  We  should  grow  sad  if  ^re 
did  not  drink ;  we  should  die  if  we  did  not  eat.  Now,  were  I » 
younff  damsel,  I  would  always  choose  a  lover  who  had  a  good 
appetite,  and  loved  his  can  of  wine ;  for  he  that  does  so,  is  sure 
to  oe  a  strong  and  healthy  fellow,  with  good  sense,  a  good  heart, 
and  a  good  pair  of  sturdy  legs ;  and  what  more  would  the  most 
fastidious  lady — even  the  Lady  Margarethe  of  Skofgaard,  or  the 
Empress  herself,  require  P  What  1  you  are  stilt  angry  and 
perverse ;  and  your  father  will  have  me  broken  alive  upon  the 
wheel,  will  he  r  No — no— I  am  sure  he  could  iiever  be  such  a 
hard-hearted  old  crocodile.  But,  cood  night,  dearest  Gabrielle; 
I  will  send  you  a  companion — the  oest  of  many  we  have  here  ifl 
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^Vedrieksort;  bat  until  to-monow  I  will  not  troable  you 
gam." 

Ho  retired,  and  doeed  the  door. 

For  a  time  (xabrielle  remained  buried  in  the  most  tormenting 
bonghts,  and  shedding  a  torrent  of  tears. 

I^ear  tiie  elegant  conch  already  described,  a  door  opened  softly; 
fat  not  so  softly  as  to  be  nnheard  by  Gabrielle.  She  tnmed« 
rith  eyes  ezpressiye  of  alarm,  and  a  lady  stood  before  her. 

It  was  the  Seflora  Fradentia — the  Spanish  dancer,  whom 
fibrielle  had  seen  charming  thoosands  in  the  theatre  of  Vienna; 
fat  wbom,  of  course,  she  did  not  recognise  in  her  Spanish  oos- 
ome,  and  with  a  face  so  pale — ^for  excesses  of  many  kinds  had 
Dbbed  the  fair  actress  of  many  of  her  charms  since  she  had  made 
Bch  9,  blockhead  of  me  when  in  garrison  at  Gliickstadt ;  but  still 
he  was  beautiful,  and  her  deep,  dark,  and  magnificent  eyes  were 
xed  on  Grabrielle,  with  a  smile  so  lively  and  seducing  that  she 
ras  quite  charmed.  Bejoiced  to  see  one  of  her  own  sex,  she 
pran^  towards  her,  and  said — 

"  Ah,  madame !  you  will  protect  me,  will  you  not  P" 

"  Protect  you  from  what — ^from  whom  P  There  is  no  danger 
tre"  said  Prudentia,  kissing  the  soft  white  cheek  of  Gabrielle, 
rho  threw  herself  into  her  arms.  Her  pretty  foreign  accent 
STe  a  girlish  simplicity  to  all  the  Sfi&ora  said. 

''Do  not  leave  ine,  and  I  shall  lore  you !"  exclaimed  Gabrielle. 

"  Upon  my  honour,  child,  you  are  beautiful !"  said  the  dancer 
rho  was  her  senior  by  a  year  or  two),  holding  Gabrielle  at  arm's 
mgth,  and  surveying  her  timid  face  and  fine  figure ; — **  you  are 
enectly  beautifdll" 

"  And  so  are  you,"  said  the  poor  little  captive,  with  the  most 
erfect  innocence ;  "  but  you  will  be  kind  to  me,  will  you  notP 
)k,  yes! — ^for  you  have  eyes  just  like  my  dear  sister.  And  you 
ill  set  me  free  P" 

"Free — ^for  whatP"  laughed  the  dancer;  **ia  not  one  much 
ettcr  here  P" 

"  In  this  frightful  place !  Are  you  the  wife  of  Count  Merod^  P 
hope  you  are  not— -1  should  be  so  sorly  if  one  so  pretty " 

"  No ;  I  am  called  the  Senora  Prudentia,"  repliea  the  dancer, 
ith  a  loud  laugh. 

*'  Prudentia !"  said  Gabrielle,  musing ;  "  I  have  surely  heard 
lat  name  before.  There  was  a  dancer  so  called  in  Vienna — a 
paniard.  Six  months  ago  there  was  a  brawl  in  her  house,  and 
1  officer  of  Camargo's  regiment  was  murdered.  The  woman 
ad  to  fly." 

"I  have  heard  of  it,"  replied  Prudentia,  who  was  tbe  identical 
ersonago  referred  to,  and  had  then  around  her  graceful  neck  and 
^ered  wrisU  the  jewels  given  to  her  by  the  murdered  man,  w' 
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had  fallen  beneath  her  brother's  poniard-^a  cataslrophe  wbidi 
had  banished  her  from  Vienna  for  ever,  though  it  was  no  blemish 
in  the  eyes  of  Merod6  and  his  officers,  to  the  female  staff  of  whose 
regiment  she  had  attached  herself.  '*  She  was  a  countrywoman 
of  mine — ^but  a  mere  dancer/'  said  Prudentia^  with  a  toss  of  lier 
pretty  head ;  **  we  know  that  persons  of  that  profession  are  all 
ilike." 

"  It  was  rery  horrid — ^it  was  infamous !" 

Prudentia  gave  the  unconscious  girl  a  spiteful  glance  £roin  tlie 
comers  of  her  dark  eyes. 

"  Ah !  madame,  when  shall  I  leare  this  place— when  will  jon 
set  me  freeP" 

'*  Foolish  child !  it  is  for  your  own  good  you  are  brought  liere. 
The  count  is  gallant,  rich,  generous,  and  will  make  up  for  the 
fortune  your  father  is  about  to  lose  ;  for,  although  no  one  hai 
been  found  murdered  in  his  bedroom,  he  has  fallen  into  disgnct 
with  the  Emperor.  I  am  sure  Merod^  is  yexy  lovable.  He  inil 
give  YOU  the  most  magnificent  dresses — ^with  flowers  and  dia^ 
monos  for  your  hair,  jewels  and  circlets  for  your  neck  and  arms. 
a  gilded  cal^he  ana  six  white  horses  with  switching  tailB,  if 

Jou  wish  them,  for  in  this  place  he  has  half  the  spoil  of  South 
uteland." 

**  Oh,  that  I  was  out  of  it !"  said  Grabrielle,  wringing  her  handi 
in  bewilderment,  and  abandoning  herself  to  the  most  yioleBt 
grief.  *'  Ernestine !  Ernestine !  why  do  you  not  come  to  xneF  I 
shall  be  destroyed  here.  Madame,  my  father  will  giye^roaal! 
you  have  enumerated,  and  a  thousand  doubloons  to  hoot,  if  jm 
will  set  me*free." 

"I  am  not  mistress  here,  any  more  than  yourself,"  replied 
Prudentia,  with  a  cold  smile. 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  nothin|^  was  heard  but  the 
sobs  of  GabrieUe  and  distant  din  of  roistermg  in  the  hall,  when 
Merod^  and  his  officers  were  drinking  and  gambling  like  mail 
ruffians,  as  they  were ;  and  the  roar  of  n^ingled  laughter,  withtht 
clatter  of  drinking-horns,  came  on  the  currents  of  air  through  tbt 
lono^  echoing  comdors  of  the  old  Danish  fortress. 

"  Oh !"  moaned  GabrieUe,  covering  her  fine  blue  eyes  withhfl 
hands ;  "  I  wish  that  some  great  ulness  would  come  and  ^ 


me." 


"  What  a  foolish  wish,"  retorted  Prudentia ;  **upon  my  word 
girl,  I  believe  you  are  just  what  I  was  at  your  age— dying  for) 
husband.  But  come  with  me  to  my  room ;  by  this  time,  Merode 
who,  with  all  his  generosity,  is  a  mere  sot  at  night — ^a  regM 
horracho — will  not  trouble  us  until  to-morrow——" 

"  But  his  comrades  P" 

"  They  dare  not  cast  even  an  insolent  glance  upon  the  Iw^J' 
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fHencUr  of  their  commander — so  come  with  me,  and  rest  assured 
that,  until  morning  at  least,  jron  are  safe." 

This  was  the  trath.  Gabrielle  declined  all  refreshment,  though 
offered  every  delicacy  by  Prudentia.  She  was  permitted  to  pass 
that  night  unmolested ;  and,  though  she  could  not  by  any  means 
be  prevailed  upon  to  undress,  shiured  the  sleeping-place  of  one, 
from  whose  touch — ^had  she  known  all — she  would  nave  shrunk 
as  from  contamination. 

The  Spanish  danzador  went  through  the  ceremony  (a  somewhat 
useless  one  for  her),  of  telling  her  beads  before  retiring  to  repose ; 
but  Gkibrielie,  who  knelt  by  her  side,  clasped  her  little  white 
hands,  and,  from  her  pure  and  virgin  heart,  addressed  to  Heaven 
one  of  those  deep  ana  voiceless  prayers,  which  are  aU  the  more 
deep  and  fervent  because  the  lips  cannot  utter  them. 


CHAPTER  LVI. 

TIIE    WHITB    FOWDEB. 

While  these  little  matters  were  occurring  at  his  Danish  majesty's 
eastle  of  Fredrlcksort,  Ernestine  was  still  at  the  sequestered  cot- 
tage in  the  wood ;  the  old  hag  was  yet  skinning  her  squirrels  in 
a  comer  of  thid  chimney ;  the  oil  lamp  was  yet  shedding  its 
rickly  gleam  on  the  pale  face  of  Ernestine,  on  the  coal-black  hair, 
the  rattlesnake  eyes;  and  ferocious  mouth  of  Bandolo,  who  had 
imbibed  many  a  draught  of  schnaps,  slightly  tinctured  with 
water.  He  was  still  awed  by  the  presence  of  her  he  had  dared 
to  decoy  by  an  artful  story ;  thus  his  love  aflfair  had  not  made 
much  progress. 

Had  Gabrielle  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Bandolo,  she  had  been 
inevitably  lost;  for  the  extreme  buoyancy  and  girlishness  of 
her  nature  would  have  been  totally  overcome  by  terror.  But 
Ernestine,  with  all  her  sweetness,  retained  that  majestic  calm- 
ness and  admirable  self-possession  whic^  dazzled  and  confounded 
this  nuin  of  a  hundred  crimes.  She  awed  him  by  her  placid 
dignity — even  as  still  waters  awe  us  by  their  depth,  more  than 
the  turbulent  and  shallow.  Yet  in  her  inmost  heart  Ernestine 
deplored  with  voiceless  bitterness  her  irreparable  folly,  in 
committing  herself  without  my  advice  to  the  guidance  of  a 
perfect  stranger;  Ihough  that  stranger  had  presented  himself 
at  Falster  as  the  count's  accredited  messenger.  But  now  the 
danger  which  she  was  certain  must  beset  Gabrielle,  gave  her 
desperate  courage. 
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"  Heaven — ^blessed  Heaven !"  said  she,  Glaspinfl  her  httds  asd 
raising  her  fine  eyes  ;  ''  hast  Thou  abandoned  mer*' 

"  Por  el  Santo  nombre  de  Dies  1"  cried  the  Spaniard,  with  a 
hoarse  laugh;  "  what  the  d — ^1!  do  you  think  that  Heaven  cares 
fibout  all  your  little  piques  and  perversities.  Heaven  would 
indeed  have  plenty  to  do  if  it  attended  to  all  the  nonseose  of 
women.  Have  done  with  ha's  and  oh's,  and  listen  to  me.  I  re- 
member a  time  when  I  was  ass  enough  to  starve  and  seoorge 
myself  in  the  f<»:ty  days  of  Lent,  to  make  up  for  my  enoimitiefl 
during  the  I^eapolitan  carnival — but,  faith !  I  am  wiser  now,  and 
It  Mary " 

"  Wretch,  name  her  not  I" 
,  "  Well,  if  I  am  such  a  rascal  that  your  preoious  saints  will  not 
interest  themselves  in  my  afiairs,  I  must  just  have  recourse  to  the 
Bchnaps  in  the  first  place,  and  the  devil  m  the  second — ^ha!  hai 
What  a  hen-hearted  fellow  I  am  to  sit  here  all  night  without 
'having  one  kiss  from  you  1  Trumpery !  I  am  turning  a  cowardlr 
blunderbuss,  like  Bemhard ;  and  now,  when  I  thmk  of  it,  I 
wonder  why  that  schwindler  tarries  witli  my  thousand  ducat?. 
Lady,"  continued  this  ogre,  with  a  ghastly  leer ;  "I  am  rick. 
In  this  mail  are  bills  on  the  Imperial  treasury,  and  gold  to  tlie 
value  of  a  hundred  thousand  dollars — the  fruits  of  many  years  of 
valour  and  industry.'* 

''Murder  and  espionage." 

"  Call  it  what  you  will — call  it  what  you  will !  With  that  sum 
I  can  purchase  a  county,  either  in  Germany  or  Naples,  and  tlicu 
shalt  share  that  county  with  me." 

Ernestine  almost  uttered  a  scornful  laugh. 

"  'Twill  be  a  glorious  revenge  upon  that  haughty  noble,  who. 
when  caprioling  through  the  streets  of  Vienna  with  all  his  waving 
feathers  and  plates  of  polished  steel,  rode  over  me  near  the 
palace  gate,  and  passed  on  without  pity,  because  I  was  Bandolo-^ 
'twill  be  a  glorious  vengeance,  I  say,  when  this  man,  Euperi 
Count  of  Carlstein,  Lord  of  Giezar  and  Koeningratz,  has  to  greet 
me  as  his  son-in-law— ha !  ha  I"  He  attempted  to  take  in  his  the 
hand  of  Ernestine. 

"  For  the  sake  of  Heaven,  do  not  sully  me  by  your  touch!" 

"  Beware,  lest  by  haut^hty  words  and  scornful  glances  you  turn 
my  softness  to  anger ;  my  love  to  hatred;  my  persuasions  to  that 
violence  which  I  may  put  in  force  when  I  choose ;  and  thus,  in 
grim  earnest,  sully  the  illustrious  blood  of  Carlstein — ^ha!  ba! 
Sulli/,  I  think,  was  the  term  you  used,  lady — ^as  if  the  blood  ifl 
one  body  was  better,  or  purer,  or  more  divme,  than  the  blood  ifl 
another." 

Full  of  scorn  and  fear$  Ernestine  gazed  at  him  as  she  wouM 
have  gazed  at  a  serpent.    Anger  and  horror  alternately  render^ti 
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ler  silent  and  motionless.  At  times  she  oould  searoelj  believe 
hat  all  she  saw  and  heard  was  real — ^that  she  was  so  completely 
a  the  power  of  this  man,  the  touch  of  whose  hand — ^thot  hand  so 
>ften  dipped  in  human  blood — struck  a  chill  through  her.  Was 
he  really  awake  P  Was  it  not  all  a  hideous  dream,  from  which 
he  wouid  awake  to  find  herself  by  her  sister's  side,  in  their  little 
3ed-chamber  at  Nyekiobing  F 

"  Mercy  on  me !"  she  thought,  wildly ;  "  to  what  a  fate  am  I 
exposed !  Here,  without  a  hope,  without  a  chance  of  escape,  but 
>y  death — and  not  even  by  that,  for  I  am  without  a  poniard. 
3h,  wretch  i  would  that  I  could  find  one,  either  for  myself  or  for 
hee  r 

Bandolo,  who  sat  on  the  top  of  his  precious  mail,  which  he  had 
ilaced  upon  a  stool,  swung  his  legs  to  and  fro,  laughed  boisterously 
is  the  scimaps  mounted  to  his  brain ;  for  she  had  uttered  the  last 
Irish  aloud. 

"Bandolo — man — ^monster !  what  wrong  have  I  eyer  done  you, 
ihat  you  should  persecute  me  thus  P" 

*'  X  ou  have  not  done  anything,  but  your  father  has.  He  rode 
me  down  in  the  streets  of  Vienna ;  and  the  man  you  lave  has,  for 
lie  defeated  and  disgraced  me  at  Gluckstadt.  He  has  stabbed  and 
liscoyered  me  in  yarious  disguises ;  and,  by  robbing  him  of  vou, 
[rob  him  of  that  which  he  prizes  more  than  his  miserable  life, 
vhich  I  could  have  taken  by  a  pistol-shot  at  any  time — ^ha  !  ha ! 
Bo  do  not  talk  in  that  way  again,  my  bride,  or,  zounds !  I  will 
some  and  kiss  you." 

Terrified  by  this  threat,  Ernestine  remained  silent  £or  a  time. 

He  uttered  a  succession  of  savage  chuckles ;  then  whistled  a 
bolero,  and  resumed  his  swinging  to  and  fro  on  the  stool  and 
his  beloved  portmanteau,  eyeing  his  prisoner  all  the  time  as  a  cat 
does  a  mouse. 

"  Bandolo — Herr  or  Senor — ^for  I  know  not  by  which  to  address 
jon,"  said  Ernestine ;  "  you  are  said  to  love  gold  as  a  fish  loves 
irater,  or  fiowers  the  sun." 

"  As  fiowers  love  water,  or  a  fish  the  sun — ^what  a  fine  simile ! 
ha !  ha !"  said  Bandolo,  who  was  rapidly  becoming  tipsy ;  **  Well 
-what  if  I  do  P" 

"  Conduct  me  to  the  nearest  Austrian  garrison,  and  I  will  see 
that  you  are  paid  a  thousand  ducats  in  gold," 

"  Bah !"  said  he ;  "I  have  just  sold  your  sister  for  that  very 
Bum." 

"My  sister — ^my  sister !"  reiterated  Ernestine,  in  a  breathless 
voice — "  to  whom  P" 

**  The  virtuous  and  honourable  Count  of  Merod6." 

At  this  cruel  reply,  the  heart  of  Ernestine  ceased  to  beat,  ar'^ 
a  palsy  seemed  to  shake  her  beautiful  form.    A  glazed  exprep 

u2 
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stole  orer  the  ferociotis  eyes  of  Bandolo ;  the j  seeaied  to  roll  on 
Tftcancy,  and  the  terror  of  Ernestine  was  redoubled. 

"  Gold — ^yes,  gold  I"  he  muttered ;  "  when  gold  is  spread  before 
me,  when  a  js/mard  is  in  my  hand,  I  am  mad !  I  am  no  longer 
myself!  Something  like  a  red  curtain  descends  between  me  and 
the  sun,  bathing  in  redness  all  before  my  eyes.  A  hand  passes 
over  my  heart — ^there  is  a  whisper  in  my  ears ;  it  is  destroy- 
destroy  and  he  rich  I  Then  I  can  see  nothing  before  me,  above 
me,  and  below  me,  but  blood — ^red  blood  in  pouring  torrents,  kt 
spotted  with  sparkling  stars ;   these  stars  are  coins — they  are 

fold — yellow  gold — ^they  are  the  price  of  my  soul !  Every  deed 
have  done— every  deed  I  am  yet  to  do--even  the  murder  of 
thee,  perhaps,  all  beautiful  as  thou  art — was  written  down  ages 
before  I  was  bom,  and  they  were  all  foretold  me  by  an  old  gitans 
of  Arragon.  Oh,  yes !  I  remember  that  night  in  the  wood  near 
Almudever.  The  wind  was  still,  and  the  red  sheet-lightninji^wss 
reddening  the  midnight  sky  behind  Huesca  and  the  spire  of 
San  Lorenzo.  We  sat  near  the  margin  of  the  Grallego,  and  a 
thousand  cork-trees  hung  their  branches  over  its  stupendoos 
torrent,  the  roar  of  which  shook  the  earth  beneath  our  feet,  yet 
not  even  the  smallest  of  their  leaves  was  stirring.  I  remember 
yet  the  solemn  stiUness  of  the  wood  and  roaring  fury  of  the  tor* 
rent,  but  J.  heard  only  the  voice  of  the  old  gitana ;  and  she  fore- 
told how,  wading  through  a  sea  of  crime,  I  should  wed  the 
daughter  of  a  valiant  noble,  and  die  rich,  powerful,  feared,  and 
respected ;  and  the  hour  is  at  hand  for  accomplishing  the  first  part 
of  my  destiny — ^for  turning  the  first  leaf  in  tne  great  book  of  my 
fate.  I  am  not  drunk — Maldicion  de  Dios — no!"  he  continued, 
rolling  his  head  from  side  to  side ;  "do  I  speak  like  a  man  who 
is  so?" 

Ernestine  turned  anxiously  and  hopelessly  to  the  old  woman: 
but  Dame  Kriimple  had  fallen  asleep  by  the  dying  embers,  an  1 
lay  half  reclined  against  the  fireplace,  with  a  knife  in  one  liani. 
and  a  half-skinnea  squirrel  in  the  other ;  and  while  Eandolo  bad 
run  on  thus  concerning  the  gitana,  her  prophecy  and  his  fate,  a 
sickness,  the  very  sickness  of  intense  fear,  came  over  Ernestine. 
She  bent  her  head  upon  her  hand,  but  still  continued  to  watch 
him  between  her  white  fijigers.  Suddenly  the  wretched  cottage 
seemed  to  swim  around  her ;  and  she  felt  herself  sinking. 

"  Blessed  Heaven !"  she  prayed,  "  preserve  me  from  the  deadly 
faintness  that  is  coming  over  me !" 

"  The  bottle  of  kirschwasser  is  rather  nearer  you  than  heaven," 

said  Bandolo,  pouring  some  of  the  cherry-wine  into  the  two  tin 

cups  which  were  on  the  table.    Ernestine,  who  thought  it  miglit 

revive  and  strengthen  her  for  what  she  might  have  yet  to  en- 

ounter,  made  no  objection;  but  while  watehing  Bandolo  be* 
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tvreen  iihe  prettjr  white  finders  which  shaded  her  eyes,  she  per- 
ceived him  hastily  shake  a  little  white  powder  into  one  of  the  cnps ! 
Instead  of  increasing  her  terror,  this  gave  her  a  rew  and  sujdden 
coarage,  and  she  immediately  conceived  a  bold  akii  decisive  pro- 
ject, for  my  brave  Ernestine  had  a  man's  head  with  all  her 
woman's  heart. 

She  oared  not  whether  the  drugged  cup  contained  merely  a 
narcotic  or  a  deadlier  draught.  In  either  case  she  knew  thkt  it 
was  meant  for  her,  with'  some  terrible  ulterior  object — ^and  that 
the  cup  was  full  of  peril ;  hence  she  resolved  that  it  should  be 
drank  by  Bandolo  himself. 

"  Drink  with  me,"  said  he ;  "  you  cannot  refuse  rte  that.  To 
our  better  acquaintance,  lady  aweetheart — and  to  your  better 
iinmour— ha!  ha!" 

Grathering  all  her  energies,  she  utterei  a  shrill  cry  of  alarm, 
and  exclaimed — 

" See— see— what  is  that  at  the  window?" 

Dame  Kriimple  sprang  to  her  slipshod  feet.  Bandqlo  grasped 
a  pistol,  rushedT  to  the  latt^e,  and,  pressing  his  nose  against  it, 
peiered  out  into  the  darkness  of  the  forest,  and  at  that  instant 
Ernestine  set  down  her  drugged  cup  of  the  kirschwasser,  and 
took  up  his. 

"  No  one  is  there — por  el  nombre  de  Dios,  i/*  there  was  /" 
growled  Bandolo,  grinding  his  teeth  as  he  uncocked  his  pistol, 
and  for  a  moment  became  almost  sobered ;  while  the  beldam  in 
the  comer  snorted  herself  asleep  again.  "  Hoity,  toibTi  my  poor 
little  Tit — 'tis  only  your  perverse  mncy !  Come,  drink  with  me ; 
this  cup  of  cherry-water  will  brace  your  nerves,  and  set  all  right 
in  heart  and  head — ^it  will,  by  the  henckers !  (I  am  half  German 
Tou  see— even  as  you  are  half  Spaniard) ;  ha !  ha !  Gome,  my 
bride — ^let  us  clink  our  cans  and  be  merry." 

With  a  pale  and  trembling  hand  Ernestine  raised  the  cup  in 
the  old  German  fashion,  clinked  it  side  by  side,  above  and  below, 
with  the  drug[ged  cup  of  the  subtle  but  unconscious  bravo,  and 
then  drained  its  contents.  He  gave  her  a  long  stare  of  triumph 
and  derision ;  then  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  and  drank  ofif  his  wine 
at  one  gulp. 

He  men  set  down  the  cup,  and  while  continuing  to  look  at 
Ernestine  with  a  leering  expression,  broke  into  a  German  drink- 
ing song  which  he  had  heara  among  Tilly's  Eeitres,  and,  mingling 
with  it  scraps  of  a  Spanish  gipsy  ballad,  roUed  his  head  m>m 
aide  to  side  with  a  wila  expression  of  face,  that  increased  every 
moment. 

The  song  died  away  in  quavering  murmurs  on  his  lips ;  once 
or  twice  he  raised  his  hanos,  but  they  fell  heavily"  by  his  side. 

Then  it  seemed  suddenly  to  flash  upon  his  mind,  the  facoltie 
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of  which  were  fast  obseoring,  that  he  had  drank  of  the  wrong 
cap ;  and  the  smile  of  bitter  triumph  that  curled  the  beautiful 
lip  of  Ernestine,  and  the  wonder  that  sparkled  in  her  haughty 
eyes,  convinced  him  that  it  was  so ! 

"  Ah,  traitress — that  cry — ^you  have  oatwitied  me !  I  thonght 
you  had  swallowed  this  drug — ^it  now  spreads  a  drowsy  numb- 
ness over  every  limb.  Traitress — ass  that  I  am — I  have  fallen 
into  mj  own  trap — ^I  have  drujrffed  myself — she  will  escape! 
MaJdicion — de — de — Maldefcto  I  By  the  henckers ;  I  will  put  a 
ball  through  jrou — ^I  will — I  will ! " 

Erecting  himself  on  his  feet,  where  he  swayed  to  and  fro  L'ke 
a  figure  on  a'  pivot,  he  endeavoured  to  grasp  Ernestine ;  bat  she 
started  back.  . 

At  that  moment  his  aspect  was  {rightTol. 

Inflamed  by  passion  and  desire,  ferocity  and  revenge,  his 
features  were  alternately  brightened  by  a  wild  leer,  or  contracted 
and  savage.  His  eyes  were  glittering  with  that  white  ehastly 
glare  which  some  Spanish  eyes  can  alone  assume  $  and,  balancing 
nimself  on  each  leg  alternately,  he  approached  the  bold  but 
startled  ^1,  while  his  hands  wanaered  nervously  among  the 
weapons  m  his  belt.  Suddenly  he  fell  prostrate,  speechless,  and 
almost  unable  to  move;  but  his  glaring  eyes — still  fixed  on 
Ernestine—showed  that,  though  the  drugged  kirschwasser  had 
fettered  every  limb,  his  senses  had  not  yet  left  him. 

"  And  this  would  have  been  my  situation  !'*  thought  Ernestine, 
with  a  heart  fall  of  horror. 

Stooping  down,  she  deliberately,  but  not  without  a  shudder, 
drew  from  his  belt  four  pistols  ana  threw  away  the  priming,  and 
took  possession  of  his  poniard,  which  she  placed  in  her  girdle- 
nttering  a  joyful  laugh,  for  she  knew  that  her  moment  of  triumph 
had  come,  if  Bandolo's  eyes  could  have  slain,  at  that  crisis 
their  glare  would  have  immolated  her.  She  was  about  to  nuh 
from  the  cottage  when  anotlier  thought  occurred  to  her;  and 
grasping  the  heavy  portmantean,  which  contained  all  Bandolo'3 
vast  amount  of  treasury-bills  and  gold — that  gold  which  the  per« 
petration  of  a  hundred  complicated  crimes  had  amassed  and 
enabled  him  to  hoard  up,  like  the  very  blood  of  his  heart— she 
shook  it  tauntingly  before  his  fixed  and  frenzied  eyes,  and,  re- 
joicing that  she  could  thus  rob  the  robber,  issued  from  tiie  cottage 
with  the  intention  of  throwing  the  x>onderous  mail  into  the  first 
deep  well  she  came  to,  that  the  price  of  blood  might  be  lost  to 
men  for  ever. 

As  she  disappeared,  a  cry  almost  left  the  paralysed  tongue  oi 
Bandolo,  on  seeing  all  the  fruit  of  his  crimes  and  avariee  vanish- 
ing into  smoke,  together  with  the  prophecies  of  the  gitana  and 
his  hopes  of  a  oonnt's  coronet ;  ilnd  as  he  sank  lower  and  lower 
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npon  the  clay  floor,  and  the  power  of  a  narcotic  that  wad  to  last  fot 
six-and-thirty  hours  spread  over  him,  the  tramp  of  a  horse's  hoofs 
receding  into  the  distant  paths  of  the  wood  were  the  last  sounds 
he  heard,  and  they  informed  him  that  his  beautiful  prisoner  and 
his  beloved  gold  were  gone  together. 


CHAPTEE  LVn. 


THE    NUNS    OF    ST.    KKUD. 


Notwithstanding  the  wildness  of  her  terror,  Ernestine,  who 
was  a  bold  and  expert  horsewoman,  retained  sufficient  presence 
of  mind  to  select  her  own  nag,  to  give  a  glance  at  the  saddle,  and 
before  mounting  to  throw  the  mail  with  its  contents  into  the  deep 
tarn  that  lay  before  the  cottage  door.  B/elieved  of  this  encum- 
brance, and  feeling  that  she  had  revenged  herself,  she  dashed  at 
full  speed  along  the  same  path  by  which  they  had  come ;  and 
though  she  frequently  paused  to  hsten,  and  cry  aloud  the  name 
of  her  sister,  in  the  hope  that  she  might  be  in  her  vicinity,  the 
echoes  alone  replied. 

A  torrent  of  tears  again  came  to  her  relief;  her  hat  flew  off^ 
and  with  all  her  loosened  hair  streaming  behind  her,  in  such  a 
manner  that  it  frequently  became  twisted  among  the  branches  of 
the  trees,  she  urged  on  her  horse  by  the  unsparing  use  of  the 
whip  and  the  bridle-end.  Al  Ithe  energy  and  courage  that  the 
presence  of  immediate  danger  had  summoned,  and  which  had 
enabled  Ernestine  to  conduct  herself  so  stoutly  and  so  well 
throughout  the  trying  events  of  the  evening  and  night,  were  now 
passing  away,  and  she  could  only  weep  and  murmur  the  name  of 
ner  sister. 

She  had  left  the  wood  far  behind  her,  and  was  now  in  the  open 
country,  where  all  was  still  and  solemn ;  and,  as  she  had  long 
since  committed  the  bridle  to  the  care  of  her  horse,  on  recover- 
ing sufficiently  she  found  that  he  had  slackened  his  pace,  and 
commenced  cropping  the  long  grass  that  grew  by  the  wayside. 

She  looked  around  and  began  to  reflect  on  the  many  terrors 
andpeculiarities  of  her  situation. 

The  moon  was  waning,  and  its  pale  white  disc  was  slowly 
sinking  behind  the  flat  shore  of  Eckemflord,  and  the  long  shadows 
of  every  tree  and  hedge  were  thrown  far  across  the  fallow  ana 
neglected  fields.  All  was  quiet  and  voiceless  as  a  vast  burial- 
ground.  There  was  no  house  near.  Without  money,  jewels,  or 
friends,  she  was  alone  in  a  land  where  the  rough,  morose,  an 
unctiltivated'boors  were  jealous  of  all  strangers,  and  unmerc' 
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to  the  straggling  Imperialists,  whom  they  slew  without  mercjr 
wherever  they  met  them.  Her  mind  became  filled  witi  new 
alarms,  and  the  poor  girl  knew  not  which  way  to  turn  for  succour 
or  for  protection. 

Bandolo  had  spoken  of  having  sold  her  sister  to  Merod^,  wbo 
occupied  Fredricksort.     She  shuddered  at  the  idef,  of  Merod^ 
and  nis  officers,  but  her  first  tbougHt  was  to  seek  tLut  fortresa; 
then  she  paused.    Sliould  her  sister  really  be  there,  she  could 
only  hope  to  achieve  her  freedom  by  being  herself  free.    To  visit 
Fredericksort  might  be  to  become  also  a  prisoner ;  besides,  bad 
as  Merod^  was,  Gabrielle  mi^ht  be  safer  with  him  than  she  could 
have  been  with  Bandolo.    WJiere  now  were  all  their  father's 
rank  and  power,  when  the  debauched  Merod^,  and  Tilly's  ra&n 
follower,  oared  to  commit  the  acts  they  had  done  P    Her  mind 
became  a  prey  to  the  most  bitter  anguish.    Then  came  other 
ideas ;   for  as  the  white  moon  disappeared,  and  inky  blackness 
stole  over  tbe  darkened  sea  and  level  landscape,  her  German 
education  brought  many  a  strauge  and  wild  story  to  her  memory, 
and  made  her  tremble,  as  she  watched  the  quaint,  fantastic  shapes 
assumed  by  every  object  between  her  and  the  distant  horizon, 
where,  rising  from  a  black  and  strongly-defined  outline,  there 
shone  a  pallia  flush  of  light,  but  silvery  and  uncertain,  the  last 
rays  of  the  moon  that  had  waned;  and  she  was  weak  enough  to 
fear  that  a  swarm  of  little  Trolds  might  surround  her;  for,  unlike 
the  beautiful  and  merry  little  fairies  of  our  Scottish  traditions, 
those  of  Denmark  are  impish,  heavy,  and  ungainly  momes,  with 
hump-backs  and  long  hook-noses,  wearing  grey  doublets  and 
conical  red  caps ;  but,  as  the  laud  was  moorish  and  level,  she 
feared  still  more  to  meet  with  some  of  the  JEUe  people,  who  are 
usually  said  to  dwell  in  such  places,  and  whose  touch  causes  a 
wasting  that  ends  in  death. 

While  these  thoughta  crowded  through  her  mind,  and  mingled 
with  her  more  solid  causes  of  grief  and  terror,  she  suddenly  found 
herself  beneath  the  walls  of  a  high  souare  building,  sorroonded 
by  a  number  of  copper  beeches  and  tall  poplars. 

Kot  without  some  fear  that  it  might  prove  the  castle  of  Gron 
Jette,  or  King  Waldemar  the  wild  nuntsman,  and  consequently 
that  it  might  vanish  at  her  touch,  she  approached  the  arched 
gateway  aud  raised  the  knocker,  which  was  of  good  sabstantial 
iron,  and  rang  heavily .  She  knocked  repeatedly  without  receiving 
any  answer,  and  her  heart  beat  with  increased  rapidity.  After  a 
time  she  heard  the  sound  of  voices  within,  and  tnanked  Heftven 
to  find  them  all  belonging  to  females.  One  named  Grethe  was 
frequently  summoned. 

*•  Grette !  Grethe ! — ^where  are  you,  Grethe  P" 

Grethe,  who  proved  to  be  the  old  portress  of  this  edifice*  which 
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n  former  times  liad  been  a  Catholic  convent,  dedicated  to  St. 
^Qud,  but  was  now  an  establishment  of  Lutheran  nuns,  opened 
he  gate,  and  uttered  a  cry  on  beholding  the  pale  face,  the  long 
)lack  hair,  the  wild  and  msordered  expression  of  Ernestine. 

"  An  Elle  woman !"  she  exclaimed ;  "  an  Elle  vfoman  from  the 
aoor  1" 

Half  sinking  with  emotion  and  fatigue,  Ernestine  slipped  from 
ler  saddle,  and  entered  among  the  nuns,  who  received  her  with 
render  and  feiir,  but  with  kindness,  on  finding  that  she  was  a 
aortal  like  themselves,  and  neither  an  Elle  woman  nor  one  of 
lie  Siille  Volk  (the  silent  people),  spirits  who  appear  to  give 
raming  of  approaching  danger. 

The  kind  Danish  ladies  (whose  superior  was  a  daughter  of  the 
lid  Baron  Eoeyoe)  conveyed  Ernestine  into  the  parlour  of  the 
stablishment,  where  they  had  all  been  assembling  previous  to 
Doming  prayers.  Befreshments  were  brought,  ana  her  story 
teard.  Notwithstanding  that  she  was  a  daughter  of  one  of  those 
imperialists  who  were  carrying  war  and  desolation  to  the  heart 
)f  Denmark,  she  was  treated  with  the  most  sisterly  kindness. 

The  lady  superior  left  nothing  undone  or  unsaid  to  reassure 
Smestine,  and  promised  that  with  dawn  every  means  should  be 
aken  to  trace  ner  sister.  The  Lutheran  nuns  did  not  conceal 
heir  satisfaction  at  having  within  their  walls  a  daughter  of  the 
[Teat  Lnperialist,  Count  Carlstein,  colonel-general  of  the  cavalry, 
uUy  believing  that  her  presence  would  protect  them  from  any  of 
he  unscrupulous  Merodeurs,  who  occupied  the  castle  of  Fre- 
Iricksort,  a  few  miles  distant. 

These  kind  sisters  did  all  in  their  power  to  comfort  Ernestine ; 
mt  everything  in  their  establishment  excited  her  surprise,  being 
10  difierent  from  the  Catholic  convents  of  the  empire.  Instead 
)f  the  long  flowing  robe,  the  wimple,  veil,  and  hood,  they  wore 
he  dress  of  the  world,  and  had  ample  fardingales,  with  starched 
tollars  and  bands,  pufls,  cuffs,  rufls,  and  all  the  newest  fashions 
if  France. 

Ernestine  expressed  her  astonishment  at  this,  and  said  she 
ioold  not  believe  them  to  be  nuns  in  sober  earnest. 

"Why  so,  child?"  retorted  the  Lady  Foeyos;  "is  it  because 
re  dress  lik'.»  other  women  of  the  present  day,  and  do  not  make 
mr  piet}r  to  consist  in  the  modish  garments  of  a  bygone  age,  like 
he  religious  of  your  empire  P" 

'*  I  crave  your  pardon,  mother,"  said  Ernestine,  gently ;  "  but  it 
eems  so  strange  to  me — ^and  your  vows—" 

"  Vow  me  no  vows !"  replied  the  lady ;  "  we  are  all  daughters 
)f  the  best  families  in  Denmark,  and  only  remain  here  so  long  as 
re  i^ease,  consequently  we  do  not  require  vows  to  restrain  oar 
Dclmations  to  evil." 
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Ernestine  had  no  wiali  to  offend  the  kind  superior  by  institatmg 
oomparisonB  between  her  establishment  and  those  which  she  con- 
sidered more  perfect,  and  consequently  remained  silent. 

She  was  three  days  with  the  nuns  of  St.  Knud.  As  it  was  the 
Tulo  of  these  Lutheran  establishments  that  the  sisters  should 
sleep  by  pairs,  Ernestine  slept  with  one  of  them.  Each  couple 
had  their  little  dormitory  and  working-room,  where  they  made 
clothes  for  the  poor,  drew  landscapes  and  pious  pictures  withont 
number,  representing  the  miracles  of  St.  Knud,  and  the  spiden 
spinning  their  webs  orer  that  hole  in  which  he  concealed  himself 
from  the  Wends,  who,  deceived  by  the  appearance  of  the  gossamer 
web,  believed  there  was  no  one  withm,  and  prosecuted  their 
search  elsewhere ;  others  painted  on  velvet,  or  made  flowers  and 
ornaments  for  sale ;  in  short,  nothing  could  be  more  blameless 
and  amiable  than  the  tenor  of  their  way. 

Thev  had  a  chapel,  having  a  crucifix,  altar,  and  candles,  when 
the  village  curate  gave  them  a  sermon  twice  every  week ;  thougii 
the  crucmx  and  other  et  cetera  are  at  variance  with  the  catechism 
of  Martin  Luther,  as  printed  at  Kiobenhafen  in  1666. 

The  nun  who  shared  her  bed  and  apartment  with  Ernestine 
was  a  very  pretty  and  fair-haired  girl,  the  youngest  daughter  oJ 
the  old  Count  of  Bantzau.  Sister  Gunhuda  informed  her,  in 
that  solemn  confidence  which  the  circumstance  of  being  bed- 
fellows establishes  at  once  between  young  girls,  that  she  was  only 
residing  in  this  tiresome  convent  until  the  close  of  the  weary  war 
would  permit  the  Baron  Karl  of  Klosterfiord  to  leave  his  troop 
of  pistoliers  for  a  few  months  and  marry  her ;  and  no  sooner  did 
she  ascertain  that  Emestihe  had  once  seen  her  dear  Karl,  than 
she  overwhelmed  her  with  questions  as  to  what  he  said  and  did: 
and  whether  his  air  was  not  noble,  his  voice  the  most  pleasant,  his 
mustaches  the  most  captivating,  and  his  figure  the  most  handsomfii 
she  had  ever  m^t  with. 

To  find  nuns  so  impatient  for  marriage,  and  speaking  of  i 
quite  as  an  occurrence  of  their  every-day  Ufe,  was  a  fresh  so 
of  wonder  to  poor  Ernestine. 

During  the  three  days  she  was  with  them,  no  tidings  conld  W 
learned  of  Gkbrielle ;  for  as  the  sentinels  of  Merod6  at  Fredrick- 
sort  invariably  shot  every  Dane  who  approached  their  posts,  the 
boors  were  too  wary  to  trust  themselves  within  a  nule  of  tw 
Imperial  quarters. 

Another  day  would  have  found  her  despairing  and  inconsolable. 
had  not  an  unexpected  visitor  arrived  at  the  convent.  This  waJ 
no  other  than  Father  d'Eydel  (or  Daidle,  which  you  please),  tli< 
Jesuit,  who  had  just  made  his  escape  from  the  uproar  and  carnage 
of  Eckemfiord)  where  he  had  been  irith  the  Imperial  garrison,  tli^ 
story  of  whose  destruction  he  related.    . 

Ernestine  received  him  almost  with  joy,  and  wept  upon  hi 
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land;  the  Lutlieraii  abbess  and  ber  ladies  receiyed  him  vith 
lospitalify  and  respect,  thoo^h  the  ^od  man  certainly  cnt  a  yery 
•emarkable  figure  for  a  foUower  of  St.  Ignatins  Loyola.  He  had 
scaped  from  Eckemfiord  jnst  as  he  had  sprang  ont  of  bed,  t.  e., 
a  his  shirt  and  drawers ;  and  he  had  picked  up  and  donned  a 
Irammer's  doublet,  which  was  coyered  with  tawdry  lace,  and 
ras  too  small  for  hhn.  Thns  his  long  and  bony  arms  protruded 
ar  through  the  sleeyes,  while  the  short  tails  were  dangline  high 
ip  between  his  shoulders ;  and  on  his  head  was  a  broad  paited 
traw  hat,  such  as  the  peasant  women  wore ;  and  these  garments, 
rhen  his  seyerely  solemn  face,  and.  long  lean  figure,  thrust  into 
\  pair  of  tight  flannel  drawers,  are  taken  into  account,  made  him 
Quch  more  comical  than  reyerend  in  aspect.  Eyen  his  own 
brother,  the  dominie,  would  not  haye  recognised  him.  He  had 
10  sooner  consoled  Ernestine  (who  was  his  fayourite),  and 
«coyered  from  his  fatigue  and  general  discomposure,  than, 
rithout  doffing  the  drummer's  yellow  doublet,  with  its  tags  of 
leaflet  lace,  he  turned  his  graye  grey  ejres  upon  the  Lady  Fobj-gb, 
md  asked  her  if  she  was  not  ashamed  of  the  frippery  exhibited 
tj  the  ladies  of  her  establishment. 

"  I  ask  you,  madame — for  reyerend  mother  I  cannot  call  you 
^if  all  this  pinning  and  unpinning,  combing  and  brushing,  and 
ither  looking-glass  work — ^tnis  ado  with  corsets  and  carcanets. 
)iisks  and  boddices,  bracelets  and  borders — ^(hese  partlets  and 
riglets,  kirtles  and  fardingales — ^this  concatenation  of  trumpery 
ind  ti^ash,  are  becoming  women  who  retire  from  the  world  as 
litters  of  St.  KnudP  Alas!  it  was  neither  yelyet  nor  satin, 
nirple  nor  fine  linen,  that  were  worn  in  better  times  by  the 
!me  sisters  of  that  blessed  saint,  who  ^thered  the  rich  haryest 
)f  conyersion  among  the  Danish  isles,  m  those  dark  ages  wheii, 
it  the  sound  of  Ids  inspired  yoice,  the  yanities  and  atrocities  or 
;he  Eleusynian  rites  fled  and  disappeared — ^when  the  fires  of 
inperstition  were  quenched,  and  the  blood  of  the  human  sacrifice 
ras  dried  on  the  stone  of  Odin,  neyer  to  stain  it  more.  Their 
^rments  were  of  sackcloth,  their  hoods  and  wimples  the  fruits 
rf  their  own  industry.  But  you,  madame,  and  these  around  you 
-oh,  get  yoTigone !  for  all  this  frippery  is  enough  to  bring  the 
rengeance  of  Heayen,  if  it  does  not  bring  the  Merodeuirs  amdhg 
rou!" 

He  said  a  great  deal  more  to  the  same  purpose,  and  wound  up 
liis  discourse  by  almost  conyincing  the  poor  harmless  women  that . 
I^ey  were  thoroughly  disreputable,  and  a  mere  society  of  sinners ; 
but  in  the  midst  of  his  hanuigue  Gunhilda  of  Bantzau  whispered 
to  Ernestine  that  she  was  now  conyinced  the  conyent  was  not  a 
^oper  place  for  her,  and  more  than  eyer  wished  that  her  dear 
Karl  would  come  and  take  her  away. 

On  questioning  the  Jesuit  concerning  the  troops  who  had  ma'^ 
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the  midnight  attack  on  Eckemfiord,  he  happened  to  meniioa  to 
Ernestine  our  regiment  of  Stratiinayer,  having  seen  the  tutBOS 
waving,  and  heard  the  pipes  hraying,  as  we  defiled  in  close  colnna 
through  the  main  street  to  assail  the  great  church.  Filled  bj 
new  fears  and  anxieties,  Ernestine  determind  to  seek  thehattalioi 
and  discover  me,  if  I  had  not  fallen  in  the  night  attack,  "  wliidi," 
as  Father  d'Eydel  said,  "  was  not  improbable,  for  X  saw  Ihepov 
Scottish  lads  lying  across  each  other  on  the  causeway,  like  fias 
a  net." 

Her  new  terrors  were  irrepressible.  With  daybreak  she  4 
out  on  horseback,  riding  on  a  pillion  behind  the  priest,  whoiA 
disguised  as  a  layman,  in  a  dress  given  to  him  by  the  hk 
Fcsyoe,  who  received  in  return  a  protection  for  all  her  estaltf 
Tnent,  written  in' strong  terms,  and  running  in  the  name  of  Cofli 
Tilly. 

An  hour's  riding  brought  him  and  Ernestine  to  Eckemt 
where  everything  bore  tenrible  witness  of  the  recent  conffii 
the  burned  and  ruined  houses ;  the  church  razed  to  its  fox 
tions ;  the  streets  strewed  with  wounded,  with  kUled,  and  spot 
by  gouts  of  blood ;  with  spent  cannon-shot  and  exploded  boml 
whUe  the  blackened  wrecKS  of  the  storeship  lay  half  burned  i 
stranded  on  the  sandy  shore.    Others  had  gone  down  at 
anchors  when  the  flames  had  reached  the  water-edge.     Thm 
harbour,  which  yesterday  had  presented  a  fair  and  busy  scene,  * 
now  desolate  and  empty,  or  covered  with  scorched  timber 
floating  corpses. 

It  li^ppened  luckily  that  Ansus  Eoy  M'Alpine,  with  his  ooft 
pany,  guarded  the  gate  which  faces  the  road  from  Kiel ;  audit 
aent  a  Highland  soldier  to  conduct  Ernestine  and  the  Jesuit  i 
a  house  wnere  I  and  several  others  had  been  carried,  for  di 
purpose  of  being  examined  by  the  chirurgeon  to  the  forces--4l 
famous  Dr.  Alexander  Pennicuik  of  that  lik,  who  afterwards  wtf 
chirurgeon-general  to  Sir  John  Banier  in  Germany. 

I  need  not  expatiate  on  the  emotions  of  poor  Ernestine,  wbA 
i^e  beheld  me  lying  in  a  stupor  of  pain  and  exhaustion,  on  i 
little  straw  spread  on  the  floor  of  this  temporarjr  hospital,  witliA 
plaid  rolled  upland  placed  under  my  head  tor  a  pillow,  and  adeii 
soldier  on  each  side  of  me;  for  many  a  poor  feUow  expired  of 
agony  or  loss  of  blood  before  their  wounds  could  be  attended  to, 
in  the  bustle  and  excitement  snQpeediog  tJie  desperate  bosinecsof 
the  night  attack. 
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CHAPTER  LVm. 


C0UF0BT8    OF    WAB. 


TSUCK  senseless  br  a  piece  of  falling  timber,  as  I  have  related, 
lay  in  a  state  of  blessed  unconsciousness  of  the  horrors  and  of 
le  carnage  around  me ;  but  I  can  still  remember  the  ^[radual 
iroggling  back  to  life  again,  and  a  partial  relapse  into  insensi- 
ilily— a  vibrating  of  the  pendulum,  as  it  were,  between  life  and 
umity,  while  many  a  strange  vision  floated  around  me. 
My  home  came  before  me,  and  the  pleasant  voices  of  other  days 
'ere  in  my  ears,  mingling  with  the  hum  of  bees  and  the  rustling 
ATes  of  my  native  forests.  I  wept  with  joy  to  find  my  feet 
gain  on  the  purple  heather — again  on  Scottish  earth ;  but  that 
yy  was  Ikijg^ed  with  fear  and  doubt,  lest  the  vision  wotdd  pass 
iray ;  for  the  distant  and  the  present — ^the  past  and  the  future — 
'ere  conflicting  for  place  and  coherence  in  my  mind.  I  beheld 
ly  own  home,  and  the  roof  beneath  which  my  mother  bore  me 
ito  this  world  of  sorrow ;  the  morning  sun  seemed  to  redden  the 
[alia  of  the  old  grey  tower,  that  rose  above  the  woods  of  Scottish 
ine ;  its  dun  smoke  was  curling  in  the  pure  air  of  the  mountains. 
!hen  methought  I  was  at  sea  m  a  small  shallop*,  and  I  felt  the 
niters  heaving  beneath  me.  The  Sutors  of  Gromartie,  whose 
ried  fronts  of  rock — ^the  home  of  the  seabird — guard  the  Portut 
klutU  of  the  ancients,  rose  before  me,  with  their  bases  wreathed 
isnrf;  mists  came  around  me;  the  shore  receded,  and  I  felt 
lyself  alone  on  the  ocean.  Farther  and  farther  the  boat  went 
saward,  and  the  shore  diminished  to  a  speck.  I  was  feeble  and 
nable  to  use  hand  or  voice,  and  I  felt  that  the  moment  was 
pproaching  when  I  would  perish,  and  the  waters  close  over  me. 
xhen  the  current  of  the  tide  seemed  to  turn  again ;  the  boat 
'as  wafted  slowly  towards  the  shore ;  emotions  of  joy  and  pain 
n)8e  within  me ;  old  voices  came  to  my  ear,  and  among  them 
ere  the  soft  tones  of  Ernestine.  I  strove  to  speak,  but  my 
>Dgiie  was  feeble  and  fettered ;  and  I  tried  vainly  to  embrace 
er  through  the  mist  that  enveloped  us. 

Her  voice  became  more  distinct — the  shoro  was  very  close  then ; 
^e  visionary  boat  grounded ;  I  felt  her  hands  upon  me,  and 
^oke  from  a  stripor,  to  find  myself  in  the  military  hospital  of 
'ckemfiord,  witki  Ernestine  kneeling  beside  me,  pale  as  death-— 
ale  as  the  dead  soldiers  near  us ;  but  bathing  my  temples  with 
3me  cool  and  aromatic  essence. 

Now,  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  imaginary  shc;<)  from  which 
seemed  to  recede,  and  again  approached,  was  this  world;  anc' 
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that  in  reality  my  spirit  hovered  between  time  and  eternity ;  for, 
as  Doctor  Pennicuik  informed  me  afterwards,  the  contusion  on 
my  head,  notwithstanding  my  bonnet  of  steel,  was  a  very  severe 
one,  being  upon  the  very  place  where  I  was  struck  before. 

The  dead,  half  stripped,  with  eyes  unclosed  and  glazed,  and 
with  their  coagulated  blood  forming  black  pools  among  the  stniTr 
oa  which  they  lay,  were  stretched  at  intervals  between  tbe 
wounded  and  ofing.  One  of  the  former  was  a  muscular  High* 
lander  from  the  braes  of  Loohaber,  whose  breast  was  gored  by 
three  pike-wounds ;  another,  dose  by  me  also,  was  a  nandsoiDe 

Cng  chevalier  of  Montgomehe's  French  musketeers,  whose  he&d 
been  partially  fractured  by  a  spirole  shot,  and  his  brains  were 
actually  oozing  over  his  eyes. 

Father  d'Eydel  had  taken  off  his  masquerading  doublet,  tDcked 
up  his  shirt-sleeves,  and  like  a  thoroughly  good,  but  somewhat 
long.legged  and  long-armed  Samaritan,  was  <&essing  wounds  and 
bruises,-tyingun  cute  and  slashes,  distributing  food,  refreshments, 
dean  shirts,  ana  dry  straw,  with  a  celerity  that  made  old  Fennicaik 
of  that  Ilk,  our  chirargeon-general,  dedare  him  well  worth  a 
dozen  of  doctors. 

.  A  bed  being  found  for  me  in  an  adjacent  house,  Ian  and 
Phadrig  Mhor  took  me  up  between  them,  as  if  I  bad  been  a 
child,  and  conveyed  me  there.  Being  anxious  to  have  some  con* 
▼ersation  with  Ernestine,  I  would  not  permit  them  to  undress  me. 
but  lay  on  the  mattress  in  my  doublet  and  kilt,  with  a  plaid  spreafi 
over  me ;  and  after  kind  old  Sandy  Pennicuik  (afterwards  chief 
Medico  to  the  Scottish  army  which  invaded  England)  had  dressed 
my  wound,  the  dear  girl  was  permitted  to  visit  me  for  ahaif-bour, 
during  which  she  gave  me  a  brief  sketch  of  her  adventures ;  but, 
to  avoid  agitating  me  unnecessarily,  concealed  for  the  present  tlie 
mystery  which  involved  the  fate  of  Gabrielle. 

The  half-hour  during  which  we  were  permitted  to  be  aloD^t 
passed  like  a  minute ;  and  yet  the  excitement  of  it  nearly  put  wfi 
mto  a  fever.  In  fact,  Pennicuik  fully  expected  that  it  would  do 
so ;  but  believed,  as  he  afterwards  said,  tnat  if  the  interview  was 
withheld,  a  fever  from  vexation  might  prove  more  fatal.  ^Jj 
embraced  each*  other  repeatedly,  wiUi  that  full  and  impassionsi 
tenderness  which  the  aangers  We  had  both  encountered  m 
escaped,  and  the  separation  we  had  endured,  made  more  endearing! 
to  us  than  ever.  , 

For  a  time  we  could  do  nothing  but  sigh  and  utter  tendd 
appellations,  which  would  seem  very  droll  even  to  lovers  I 
transferred  to  paper ;  although,  moreover,  none  but  lovers  coulij 
understand  them. 

"Ah!  these  wars  are  frightful!"  said  poor  Ernestine, when' 
Mha  had  related  all  her  escapes*  and  heard  all  mine.    ^'Onoo' 
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de,  I  tremble  fix  the  loss  of  xny  father ;  on  the  other,  for  the 

68  of  you." 

*'  But  weep  no  more,  Ernestine ;  a  happy  tifne  is  in  store  for 

**  For  such  scenes  as  these — ^for  this  town  with  its  shattered 
alls  and  corpse-strewn  streets — ^you  have  left  those  quiet  glens 
id  silent  hills,  of  which  I  haye  heard  my  poor  father  often  speak 
ith  so  much  rapture  and  regret." 

"  Ay,  Ernestine,"  said  I ;  "  but  on  those  blue  hills,  where  the 
tountain  bee  sucks  the  honey  from  the  purple  heath,  and  the 
hite  butterfly  floats  over  the  yellow  broom  bells ;  and  in  those 
reen  glens,  where  the  hirsels  graze  and  the  sheep  bleat  by  the 
himpnng  bum,  or  the  smoke  oi  the  sequestered  cottage  ascends 
iroue^h  the  summer  woods — ^the  din  or  war  is  often  heard,  and 
le  g^s  and  corbies  are  summoned  to  a  feast  from  the  four 
inds  of  heaven.  The  cross  of  fire  fleams  across  the  country, 
ang  from  hand  to  hand ;  the  war-pipe  rings  from  the  echoing 
)ck ;  the  beacon  blazes  on  the  muster-place,  and  the  clink  of 
rms  with  the  fierce  slogan  rise  among  the  lonely  hills ;  tribe 
ours  forth  against  tribe,  with  banners  waving  and  pibroch 
slliog;  the  heather  is  in  flames— the  flocks  are  seized — ^the 
illey  is  strewn  with  dead — ^the  cottage  is  sheeted  with  fire,  and 
ie  green  sod  drenched  with  the  blood  of  the  inmates  ;  for  the 
orld  never  saw  quarrels  more  bitter  than  the  hereditary  feuds 
r  our  Scottish  clans ;  and  while  the  human  heart  and  the  human 
lind  are  constituted  as  they  now  are,  there  will  be  wars  and 
rimes,  the  sack  of  cities,  and  the  rush  of  armies ;  for  men  are 
ut  men,  Ernestine,  all  the  world  over." 

Three  days  we  remained  at  Eckemflord,  burying  the  dead, 
ollecting  provisions,  curing  the  wounded,  or  embarking  them 
v  Zealand.  Thanks  to  the  skill  of  Dr.  Pennicuik,  and  the 
isterly  attentions  of  Ernestine,  I  was  able  to  attend  parade  on 
le  evening  of  the  fourth  day ;  but  I  was  so  ghastly 'and  pale, 
liat  one  would  have  imagined  idl  the  experiments  of  the  college 
f  physicians  had  been  tried  upon  me. 

So  M 'Alpine  told  me,  on  seeing  me  almost  staggering  at  the 
cad  of  my  company,  and  added,  "  On  my  honour,  EoUo,  I  did 
ot  expect  to  see  you  again  after  hearing  that  you  were  wounded ; 
)r  I  thought  our  Danish  doctors  would  soon  do  the  rest." 

"  They  are  much  obliged  to  vou  for  your  high  opinion  of  their 
kill,  Angus,"  said  I ;  ''  but  I  nave  been  imder  the  hands,  not  of 

Copenhagener,  but  a  barber-chirurgeon,  regularly  graduated  at 
king  James*  College,  in  the  good  town  of  E£nburgh — ^hence  my 
apid  recovery,  nerhaps." 

Ernestine  haa  by  this  time  informed  me  of  the  manner  ia 
t'hich  she  believed  Gabrielle  bad  been  betrayed  into  the  hands 
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of  Merod^ ;  and  that  she  was  only  Bome  ten  or  ttrelte  miles 
distant  from  ns,  at  Fredricksort  on  the  gulf  of  Kiel.  I  would 
hare  giyen  the  world->had  the  world  been  mine — to  have  been 
permitted  to  march  a  wing  of  our  stout  Highland  blades  to  over- 
naul  Merod^  in  his  quarters ;  but  King  Christian,  who  occupied 
the  honse  of  the  Herredsfoged  of  Wohldcr,  hsul  other  objects  in 
view ;  a^d  the  result  of  yarious  councils  of  war  which  he,  Ian, 
Count  Montgomerie,  the  Baron  Karl,  and  others,  held  there, 
soon  became  developed. 

I  may  mention  that  a  party  under  Fhadrig  Mhor  was  despatched 
to  the  cottage  in  the  wood;  but  neither  Bandolo  nor  Dame 
Kriimpel  were  found  there.  After  burning  it  to  the  gronod, 
they  nshed  the  tarn  for  the  portmanteau,  which  I  told  them 
might  be  kept  by  the  finders ;  and  Gillian  M'Baue,  who  when  at 
home  had  been  an  expert  pearl-fisher,  after  diving  down  once  oi 
twice,  discovered  its  locality ;  the  spoil  was  soon  hooked  out,  m 
generously  distributed  by  him  fairly  and  equally  among  tbe 
privates  of  the  regiment.  It  came  to  a  handsome  siuu  per  maot 
and  many  of  our  musketeers  wore  silver  buttons  and  silrer 
mounted  sporrans  to  the  end  of  their  days. 

Meanwhile  the  increasing  preparations  of  the  great  Albrechtj 
Count  of  Wallenstein,  who  had  oeen  created  Duke  of  l^^riedJand 
Sagan,  Glogau,  and  Mechlenburg,  General  of  the  Baltic  and 
Oceanic  Seas,  compelled  Christian  IV.  to  exert  himself  without 
delay. 

Entering  fully  into  the  ambitious  views  of  his  master,  tb| 
Emperor,  who,  in  making  him  Duke  of  Mechlenburg,  hi 
violated  the  laws  and  trampled  upon  the  rights  of  the  Germanij 
confederation,  this  great  and  warlike  noble  resolved  to  bend  bij 
whole  energies  to  destroy  the  political  independence  of  GenBaojl 
exterminate  the  heresy  of  £uther,  and  conquer  Scandinayu 
We  heard  that,  for  this  gigantic  project,  he  was  rapidly  bttildin; 
and  equipping  a  fiotiUa  of  ships  and  gunboats  at  Bostock 
Weimar,  and  other  Hanse  towns,  which  his  Spanish  fleet  h» 
seized. 

Lavishing  by  thousands  florins  and  ducats,  the  spoil  of  rarag^ 
kingdoms,  on  all  sides  among  his  reckless  favourites  and  militaij 
followers,  he  led  an  army  a  hundred  thousand  strong  across  m 
Elbe,  from  whence  it  poured  through  Saxony  and  spread  aiool 
the  shores  of  the  Baltic  Sea.  Terror,  extortion,  outrage,  and  cob 
tribution,  levied  by  beat  of  drum,  at  the  sword's  point  and  tb 
cannon's  mouth,  amassed  to  Wallenstein  in  seven  years  the  rai 
sum  of  sixty  thousand  millions  of  dollars  ! 

Extolling  his  generosity,  his  soldiers  adored  him,  while  tb 
ruined  burghers  and  rifled  boors  viewed  him  with  horror  an' 
aversion.  Thus,  amid  wealth  and  rapine,  conquest  and  desolatioij 
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Splendour,  dissipation,  and  crime,  the  great  army  of  the  Empire 
ouriahed,  and  roUed  like  a  cloud  of  ilame  over  Germany ;  while 
provinces  became  deserts,  and  their  people  perished  by  famine, 
by  disease,  and  by  the  sword. 


CHAPTEE  LIX. 

BOUBABDHEKT     OF     KIEL. 

On  being  joined  by  a  regiment  of  Dutch,  under  Colonel  Diibbel- 
Bticm,  brother  of  the  burgomaster  of  GlUekstadt,  the  expedition 
resolved  upon  by  the  council  of  war  was  against  Kiel,  where 
Count  Koaningheim,  lately  Tilly's  aide-de-camp,  commanded. 
Knowing  well  the  reputed  bravery  of  the  count,  and,  moreover, 
that,  notwithstanding  his  Germanised  name,  he  was  our  own 
countryman,  we  expected  to  encounter  unusual  difficulties  and 
dangers  in  the  performance  of  our  duty. 

Spring  had  passed  and  summer  come  again ;  the  snows  had 
melted ;  the  woods  were  putting  forth  their  bright  green  leaves, 
ind  the  migratory  storks  had  returned,  from  the  unknown  regions 
of  the  south,  to  their  former  nests  under  the  cottage  eaves,  or  on 
the  steep  old  burgh  gables  and  the  older  village  spires. 

At  daybreak  on  the  morning  of  the  1st  of  Maf»  the  whole  of 
Sie  king's  small  force  embarked  on  board  his  vessels ;  the  colonels 
of  regiments,  with  their  staffs  and  colours,  were  all  on  board  the 
dnna  Catharina;  with  my  company,  I  accompanied  Ian  Dhu. 
Fhough  we  were  at  sea,  and  ploughmg  the  waves  of  the  Baltic, 
IS  we  ran  round  Danische-walde  our  men  did  not  forget  to 
ffelcome  the  rising  sun  on  that  auspicious  morning,  by  baking 
^eir  Beltane  bannocks  in  the  old  Highland  fashion,  and  breaking 
hem  crosswise,  with  as  much  ceremony  as  if  they  were  at  home 
n  the  land  of  hills  and  valleys. 

The  sorrow  and  alarm  of  Ernestine  were  increased  by  the 
l^reater  distance  which  was  now  to  be  placed  between  her  and 
ker  sister,  whom,  from  yarious  reports  that  reached  us,  she  firmly 
)elieyed  to  be,  as  Bandolo  had  said,  in  the  power  of  Merod^  at 
^redricksort.  The  good  Slin^  Christian,  to  whom  Ernestine  was 
presented  by  Ian,  did  all  in  his  power  to  console  her. 

"  Madame,"  said  he,  among  many  other  remarks,  "  it  is  useless 
kow  to  regret  that  you  so  unwisely  permitted  your  sister  and  your- 
elf  to  be  wiled  away  from  the  castle  of  the  queen,  my  mother, 
t  Nyekiobing,  by  tne  cunning  tale  of  a  rascal.  It  is  enough 
hat  you  were  so — that  much  evil  has  come  of  it — evil  that  we 
oust  undo.    Necessity  has  seldom  pity  for  women's  tears— and 
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war,  never  I  Yet,  though  ray  neoessities  are  sore,  and  thtt,  wi^L 
scarcely  three  thousand  men,  I  am  wandering  like  a  pirate  amcif; 
my  own  Danish  isles,  while  Wallenstein  and  Tilly,  with  one 
hnndred  and  thirty  thousand  men,  have  marchea  along  A» 
Elbe,  and  through  all  Juteland,  even  to  the  Ska^en  Cape,  I  inB 
endeavour  to  free  your  sister  from  Fredricksort,  though  I  mar 
lose  all  in  the  attempt.  Eest  assured  of  that,  lady.  A  ^^i 
will  not  pass  until  I  have  done  something  in  the  matter.  Bf 
force  of  arms  perhaps  I  cannot  reach  her ;  but  in  my  despentr 
fortune,  thougn  valour  may  fail,  craft  and  guile  may  ultimatdf 
Bucceed." 

"Within  a  week !"  thought  Ernestine,  who  could  only  we^ 
and  murmur  her  thanks  ;  for  in  a  week  rescue  might  come  t* 
late,  and  under  such  terrible  circumstances  it  seem^  an  age. 

Considering  the  nature  of  the  expedition  we  were  bent  ob— 
the  bombardment  of  a  town — I  was  somewhat  inclined  to  biw 
left  Ernestine  behind  us ;  but  where  could  she  have  been  Idi 
with  safety  to  herself  P  Besides,  as  the  honest  and  Boldier-liki 
king  (who  enjoyed  as  a  capital  joke  the  story  of  her  throwiaj 
Bandolo's  portnianteau  into  the  duck-pond)  said,  this  aggriem 
personage  was  slippery  and  subtle  as  the  great  serpent,  ferociooi 
as  a  tiger,  and  now,  being  deprived  of  his  gold,  would  place  o» 
bounds  to  his  revenge;  "consequently,"  said  he,  "the  safeJt 
place  for  our  pretty  Imperialist  is  under  the  pennon  of  Sir 
l^ickelas  Valdemar,  and  tne  hatches  of  the  Anita  Catkarina' 
The  consciousness  that  Christian  judged  correctly,  alarmed  me 
80  much  that  I  could  scarcely  trust  her  out  of  my  sight ;  but  he 
gallantly  relinquished  to  her  use  the  great  cabin,  and  dinei 
.  among  us  in  the  gun-room,  on  cold  salted  beef  and  Dantzig  beer: 
for  this  brave  monarch  loved  better  the  jovial  comeradene  « 
military  society,  than  the  hollow  pomp  that  surrounded  him  n 
a  king.  As  we  rounded  the  point  of  the  Danische-walde,  and  the 
yards  were  braced  up,  to  run  us  into  the  Kielerfiord,  the  mag^ 
zines  were  opened,  the  guns  cast  loose,  and  the  signal  to  stand  to 
arms  and  to  quarters  was  given  from  the  king's  ship. 

Ernestine  was  conveyed  to  a  place  of  safe^  in  the  deep  dark 
hold  of  the  Anna  Catharina,  where  a  little  berth  had  been  Wilj 
fitted  up  for  her  accommodation,  and  where  she  was  attended  by 
the  wife  of  one  of  our  muskeeters,  a  red-cheeked  Holstciner. 
There  the  din  of  the  approaching  cannonade  would  be  less  heanl 
and  there  oo^ild  be  little  danger  of  shot  striking  the  hull  so  bt 
beneath  the  water-line. 

As  the  wind  blew  hard,  and  veered  almost  ahead,  we  earned 
Austrian  colours  to  deceive  the  garrison  while  tacking  frequentlT 
across  that  narrow  fiord ;  but  the  breeze  changed  twice,  ana 
about   sunset,  we  found  ourselves  abreast  of  the  capital  of 
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[pIsteiQ.  iiboye  the  close  steep  roofs  of  which  rose  the  square 
rick  tower  of  its  chtirch,  and  the  ramparts  of  that  ^m  castl^ 
here  the  dukes  of  old  resided,  and  on  which,  as  well  as  on  the 
niversity,  we  saw  the  white  flag  with  the  Imperial  ea^le  ui;- 
irled;  for,  though  our  colours  had  misled  ICoeningheimy  our 
lanoeuvres  (after  we  came  ahreast  of  the  town,  and  began  to  lie 
round  it  in  the  fonn  of  a  half  circle,  as  it  occupies  a  peninsula) 

0  longer  deceired  him  as  to  our  intentions. 

The  old  town  of  KieJ,  which  covers  what  had  anciently  beeu 
n  island,  is  yet  completely  separated  from  the  land  by  tne  wdt 
itch  of  the  castle,  the  base  or  which  is  in  some  places  washed 
J  the  sea.  A  large  suburb,  called  the  New  Town,  interspersed 
J  pleasant  rows  of  trees,  was  then  rising  on  the  mainland,  and 
ras  connected  with  the  Old  by  an  ancient  bridge,  at  the  end  of 
rhich  was  a  drawbridge  and  gate,  constantly  guarded  by  a  coiu- 
any  of  soldiers. 

!nie  walls  of  the  strong  and  spacious  castle  became  hipidly 
oanned  by  musketeers  in  white  ouff  coats,  and  cannonieys  ia 
carlet.  Its  eastern  ramparts  rose  sheer  from  the  salt  watef, 
ilong  the  margm  of  which,  on  the  other  side,  lay  the  ducal 
;arden,  two  hundred  paces  broad,  and  consisting  of  terraced 
ralks  rising  above  each  other,  beautifully  arranged  in  the  form  pf 

1  labjrrinth,  and  having  in  the  centre  a  stone  Triton,  whose  brass 
»nch  shot  up  a  silver  current  of  water  high  above  the  green 
ihrubbery;  but  now,  among  those  fair  partfrres  and  terraced 
ralks,  the  cannon  baskets  were  placed  at  intervals,  and  between 
iie  deep  fascines  the  grim  culverins  peered  forth  to  sweep  tl^e 
brbour  mouth. 

The  bells  of  the  great  church,  of  the  university,  and  of  the  castle, 
ffere  tolling  an  alarm  as  we  approached,  for  each  of  these  edfe- 
Bces  was  occupied  by  Austrian  troops ;  and  the  seven  ships  of  the 
Inug  (we  had  three  large  and  four  jsmall  frigates)  had  now  taken 
ap  their  positions  crescent- wise  on  three  sides  of  the  insulated 
i^ty,  hau^d  down  their  false  colours,  and  run  up  the  Boyal 
standard  of  Denmark  to  the  masthead.  Then  a  simultaneous 
cannonade  was  opened  upon  us  from  the  castle  and  its  terraced 
gardens. 

^  Beingj  strong  and  active,  our  Highlanders  were  of  great  serviije 
ia  working  the  ship-arfcillery,  by  running  back  and,  uy^hag  fty- 
^ard  the  carriages ;  while  the  more  skilful  Danes  pomtea  t^e 
cannon  with  great  success,  and  thus  the  fhscine  batteries  in  tue 
garden  were  soon  ruined,  the  guns  dismounted,  and  their  inra. 
^iven  for  shelter  into  the  castle. 

Sparing  the  tower  of  the  church  and  the  university,  the  thr^ 
gf^at  shipr  maintained  an  unsparing  and  indiscriminate  ^w 
bonadeon  the  town;  for  though  the  capital  of  the  duehy,  tlt» 
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seat  of  its  trade  asd  governxncnt,  and  containing  the  Ikotels  of  its 
principal  nobles,  Christian  lY.  was  resolved  at  all  hazards  to  di^ 
ledge  the  enemy,  and  more  than  once  sent  a  red-hot  32-pomi(i 
ball  at  the  Count  of  Bantzau*s  mansion,  whicJi  had  a  number  of 
.  wooden  galleries  around  it,  hoping  by  these  to  set  the  whole  place 
on  fire — but  without  efiect. 

The  whole  fleet  and  town  were  soon  enveloped  in  smoke,  and 
we  could  only  direct  our  fire  by  seeing  the  vane  of  the  church 
and  the  towers  of  the  castle  shining  in  the  last  flush  of  the  siiniet 
abo7e  this  murky  cloud.  A  hundred  pieces  of  caimon,  ranging 
from  carthouns  (48-pounders)  to  demi-culverins  (9-poundei8). 
were  discharged  by  the  fleet  upon  the  town,  from  wnenoe  the 

garrison,  the  strength  of  which  was  very  ^eat,  maintained  i 
esperate  cannonade,  pouring  in  reply  a  shower  of  balls  and 
missiles  of  every  sort  and  size,  shot  from  bombards  and  carthouns, 
fieldpieces,  and  iron  slings.  Their  mortars  and  bombards  (lOOlb 
pieces)  were  loaded  with  stones,  tiles,  old  jars,  junks  of  iron  and 
lead,  nails  and  chains,  which  swept  over  our  decks,  and  ton 
through  the  sails  and  rigging  like  a  volley  from  a  volcano.  Tk 
whole  conflict  was  maintained  by  great  guns ;  hence  the  din  ytn 
terrible.  I  believe  there  were  not  less  than  two  hundred  and 
forty  pieces  engaged  on  both  sides.  Strewed  with  killed  and 
woundfed  men,  some  of  whom  were  minus  legs,  arms,  or  heads, 
others  cut  in  two,  with  their  entrails  shot  away  and  twisted  romd 
the  ragged  and  torn  rigging,  or  wallowing  in  blood  among  tltf 
ruin  of  booms  and  boats,  or  splintered  planks  and  shattered 
bulwarks,  the  main-decks  of  the  fleet  presented  the  most  frigB- 
ftd  scene  of  carnage,  smoke,  and  fire,  united  with  the  most  infer* 
nal  medley  of  appalling  sounds — stern  orders,  bellowed  in  hoartf 
Danish  through  tin  speaking-trumpets — shrieks,  cries,  and  groam 
— 'the  grating  of  the  gun-carriages,  the  trampling  of  many  feet 
the  crash  of  falling  spars,  the  rattle  of  striking  shot,  and  the  Liss 
of  those  that  swept  over  us  into  the  water. 

An  immense  number  of  our  Highlanders  were  killed  aiid 
wounded :  of  the  foreigners  I  make  no  account.  Torquil  Gonn. 
our  piper-major,  who  sat  upon  the  capstan  blowing  Brattaic^ 
hhan  clan  Aoidh,  was  knocked  ofl*  his  perch  by  a  12-ppund  shot) 
and  only  escaped  death  by  a  miracle.  Lieutenants  Stuart  ao^ 
Lumsdon  (Invergellie)  were  severely  wounded,  and  Kildon  afld 
Culcraigie  had  each  a  brother — ^who  was  sergeant  of  their  pik^i 
—killed  beside  them. 

Finding  that  nothing  was  to  be  made  of  l^iel — that  his  bW 
were  becoming  mere  slaughter- houses  and  wrecks,  which  bled  at 
every  port  and  pore — the  king,  as  it  was  too  dark  to  see  flai?' 
hoisted  a  lantern  at  bis  foremast-head  as  a  sign  to  cease  firing' 
And  drop  down  the  fiord  before  the  wind,    I  cannot  say  that  tin 
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>rder  was  obeyed  with  relactance;  and,  favoured  by  a  strong 
nrestem  breeze,  the  fleet  rapidly  bore  away  beyond  the  reach  of 
»nnon-8hot,  and  lay-to,  waiting  for  fresh  orders. 

Far  out  on  the  open  fiord,  with  the  stillness  of  the  midnight 
>cean  round  us,  and  no  sound  to  break  it  but  the  cries  that  came 
rom  the  wounded  and  the  dying,  there  seemed  something  dull, 
nonotonous,  and  deathlike  m  our  vessels  now ;  they  were  but 
loating  charnel-houses.  Some  of  the  smaller  were  under  jury- 
nasts,  and  the  sides  of  all  were  perforated  by  round  shot-holes, 
ike  the  top  of  a  pepper-castor.  In  others,  the  torn  sails  were 
lapping  against  the  splintered  masts,  and  the  rigging  hung  in 
lisorder.  It  was  a  sad  scene  of  desolation,  agony,  and  death, 
rhich  in  twenty  minutes  had  succeeded  the  fiiry  of  the  bombard* 
Dent.  I  hastened  to  Ernestine,  whom  I  found  in  a  little  nook 
)f  the  hold,  in  a  stupor  of  astonishment  and  terror,  and  unable 
o  weep.  I  had  only  time  to  assure  her  of  my  perfect  8afety> 
rhen  I  heard  a  drum  beating  on  the  main-deck,  and  Fhadrig 
lihor  shouted  down  the  hatchway  that  the  king  required  the 
>Te8ence  of  all  the  officers  in  the  great  cabin. 

There  I  hastened,  and  found  him  with  the  Count  de  Mont- 
(omery,  the  colonels  of  the  Soots,  Danes,  and  Dutch,  Ian,  the 
Saron  Karl,  and  other  officers,  many  of  whom  had  their  heads 
md  arms  bandaged.  The  cabin  bore  sufficient  token  of  the  num« 
ler  of  heavy  shot  that  had  passed  through  it ;  the  ports  were  yet 
men,  and  the  dead  bodies  of  several  seamen  were  still  lying  by 
ae  larboard  guns,  just  where  they  had  fallen. 

"  Caraliers  and  comrades,"  said  the  king ;  "  I  wish  to  burn  Kiel, 
bit  no  shelter  may  remain  there  for  the  Austrians.  One  among 
roa  most  undertake  to  do  this  for  me,  as  I  am  less  active  than  I 
ras  wont  to  be ;  but,  as  the  duty  is  desperate,  I  will  not  select 
m  of  my  allies.  Let  the  Scots,  French,  Dutch,  and  Danish 
oionels  cast  lots  for  who  shall  have  the  honour  of  performing 
lus  arduous  service,  after  which  we  shall  all  sail  merrily,  ana 
md  at  Gottenburg." 

It  was  at  once  assented  to :  we  crowded  round  the  table ;  lots 
rere  cast  in  Karl's  helmet,  and  the  duty  fell  to  the  Dutch,  as  the 
prize  was  drawn  by  old  Diibbelstiem,  whom  the  king  desired  to 
elect  a  pa^^  ^'  the  service,  and  accordingly  he  chose  his  entire 
itttalion.  This  was  considered  absurd ;  but  whether  it  was  that ' 
ierr  DNabblestiem  was  of  opinion  that  he  had  seen  ^uite  enough 
f  fighting  for  one  night,  or  that  it  was  the  constitutional  phlegm 
sd  slowness  of  the  Dutch  character  which  operated,  I  know  not ; 
ut  the  impetuous  king  became  enraged  at  their  delay,  and  ordered 
its  to  be  cast  again. 

"  Nay,"  said  Ian,  nobly ;  "  may  it  please  your  majesty  to  excuse 
le  from  drawing  lots  again,  for  I  cannot  condescend  to  do  so 
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twice.  Give  me  but  a  hnndred  muslceteers  of  mj  own  regiment, 
htid  I  will  burn  Kiel  to  your  majesty's  entire  aatisfacticm." 

**  My  company  and  I  are  at  your  service,  Ian,"  said  I,  a^cting 
cm  the  first  impulse  of  the  moment. 

"  It  is  gallantly  offered/'  said  the  king ;  ''  a  thousand  thanks, 
Ay  valiant  Scots.  Away  then  to  your  boats,  for  before  tke 
tfatch  are  under  arms  day  will  have  broken." 

in  ten  minutes  my  company  were  all  in  three  large  boats. 
fitting  closely  packed  with  their  muskets  betweeii  their  knees ; 
aiid  with  mumed  oars  we  nulled  softly  towaf  ds  the  town.  Otii 
Highlanders  roughly  jeerea  the  Dutch,  desiring  them  toheatthe 
Scots  March,  and  keep  up  their  courage  thereby,  as  they  were 
^(ten  glad  to  do  in  Flanders,  when  they  wished  to  deceive  and 
0(9ltf6  tne  enemy.* 

CHAPTER  IiX. 

A     fiOBBIBIlS     ADTEl^tUBS. 

Wl  we  were  provided  with  several  fireballs  and  pots  of  wild-fire, 
a  combustible  composition  so  called  from  its  ready  igiutioD,  for 
tjie  amiable  purpose  of  burning  Kiel,  and  were  guided  by  the 
purser  of  Sir  ])tickelas  Yaldemar,  who,  in  more  peaceful  times, 
had  been  a  distiller  of  corn-brandy,  and  wAs  woht  to  attend  the 
gi'eat  annual  fair  in  that  town — ^the  JSieler  iuntcMag,  We  pulled 
spflklj  over  the  darkened  water.  Ian  sat  in  the  stem  of  tiis  lead* 
iiig  Doaty  and  between  me  and  the  dull. sky  I  sawtiie  eagle'B  win|r 
tiiat  surmounted  the  cone  of  his  Steel  botmet,  as  he  sat  erect  asd 
towering  above  all  his  soldiers.  His  drawn  swOrd,  with  its  loo^ 
daelie  motto— that  old  hereditary  heirloom  of  hu  race,  whkli 
was  never  a  moment  from  his  side— was  in  hia  luittd.  I  b&^^ 
heard  Ian  assert  that  thii  anqietit  blade  possessed  the  ppopertj 
of  inspiring  courage,  like  the  Feadhan  Dnu  6f  the  dan  trhattAti 
*<  The  sword  of  a  brave  inan  always  jrtiirs  the  heart  to  galltft 
oeeds/'  he  would  say ;  "  and  thil  swOrd  has  been  winded  by 
m^y  generations  pf  heroes." 

Behind  him  the  X^chaber  axe  of  Phadrig  Mkor  was  glinting  io 
the  starikht ;  for  wherever  Ian  was,  there  f  hadrig  was  sure  to  be. 

Though  Weakened,  and  by  my  recent  btuises  somewhat  nerroat 
and  excitable,  I  thought  I  was  rather  rash  in  venturing  on  this 
desi)erate  service ;  and  now,  when  in  the  open  boat,  came  the  re- 

» 

•  kere  ])^nnro  c6rroborates  our  cavalier.  "  We  that  were  officm  met 
together  in  the  Admirall  Shipe,  and  agreed  to  command  oat  the  partiCi  ^'^ 
having  cast  lots  it  fell  on  the  Datch.  They,  snspecting  the  danger,  delayed" 
Self  e(uit  K*Leod  of  Gaptahi  Mackenzie's  compa&y  **  was  Ulled,"  ee&tiavefl  tbe 
colonel,  **  and  twenty-two  souldiers  out  of  our  regiment,  tbat  I  OffDOUUiui^''*' 
^SBpeditton  wUh  the  towthy  Scats  Begiment.    FoL  1637. 
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lection  of  ^bat  would  be  Ernestine's  desolation  and  grief,  if  I 
vaa  knocked  on  the  head  as  the  reward  of  my  restless  ambition. 

As  we  pulled  shoreward  the  night  became  iiitensely  dark,  so 
nnch  so  that  we  feared,  unless  lights  were  burned,  we  should 
lerer  be  able  to  regain  our  ships. 

All  seemed  quiet  as  we  approached  the  town,  and,  save  an 
occasional  light  glimmering  in  the  vast  masses  of  the  old  castle, 
here  was  no  sign  of  life  m  the  place ;  but  we  knew  that  Count 
loenin^heim  had  not  less  than  2000  men  in  garrison,  and  of  their 
letermmation  we  had  recently  received  the  most  ample  proof. 

Ian  had  observed  that  on  the  right  flank  of  the  town,  along 
he  golfer  haven,  there  lav  a  beautiful  walk,  bordered  by  sever^ 
t)w8  of  lofty  trees,  which  were  now  in  full  foliage,  and  would 
onceal  our  approach. 

Where  the  boats  grounded  the  b<$ach  was  silent  and  dtill.  The 
rhole  place  seemed  deserted.  Not  a  leaf  was  stirring  now,  for 
iTen  the  western  wiiid  had  died  ftway,  and  we  heftrd  only  the 
raves  of  the  Kielerfiord  chafing  on  the  bulwarks  of  the  path 
ts  we  landed.  Ian  Dhn  was  the  first  who  sprang  ashore,  and, 
irith  their  muskets  loaded,  our  men  formed  in  file  and  marched 
owards  the  towii,  the  walk  of  which  were  about  two  hundred 
rards  distant.  Oilr  service  was  a  strange  and  desperate  one ;  for 
£e  enemy  had  cavalry,  whose  patrols  might  have  cut  us  ofi*, 
md,  if  an  aJarm  had  been  given,  our  boats  must  have  run  the 
ranntlet  along  the  lower  gun-batteries  before  we  could  regain 
he  fleet. 

"  However,"  said  Ian,  to  whom  I  mentioned  these  probabi- 
ities,  "  our  firepots  wiU  find  them  work  enough,  and  enable  us 
0  get  clear  ofi". 

Marching  in  silence,  and  halting  once  or  twice  to  listen  while 
hrouded  by  the  bordering  trees,  we  found  ourselves  near  the 
'trong  postern  ^ate,  over  which  grinned  a  couple  of  forty-eight 
K>anders ;  but  our  guide,  the  purser,  who  had  been  in  the  habit 
>f  conveying  his  barrels  to  the  fair  without  the  ceremony  of 
howing  them  to  the  keepers  or  leviers  of  du^  at  the  barriers, 
ed  us  towards  a  small  house  that  he  knew  of.  This  place  proved 
0  be  deserted.  He  raised  the  flooring,  and  revealed  to  Us  a  secret 
ttwsage  which  led  under  the  walls  and  directly  into  the  town. 

I  snail  never  forget  the  ekciting  emotions  we  experienced, 
rhen,  after  crawling  through  a  hme,  dark  and  dusty,  like  an 
ncient  drain,  we  issued  from  a  small  shed,  under  which  it  opened 
nto  a  gloomy  and  deserted  street,  where,  with  Phadrig  Mhor, 
ds  chief,  and  sil:  choseti  Highlanders,  I  found  myself  within  the 
rails  and  gates,  the  guards  and  cannon,  of  Kiel.  The  rest  of  our 
den,  to  the  number  of  ninety-four,  occupied  the  cottage  without, 
'sady  to  succour  us  or  secure  our  retreat. 

The  storks  uttered  unearthly  sounds,  and  flapped  their  winr 
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oyer  our  heads.  They  appeared  to  be  the  only  inhabitants  in 
that  part  oi'  ^he  town ;  and  from  the  postern  already  mentioned, 
a  street  opened  westward,  in  one  unbroken  line,  straight  to  the 
markot-place. 

"  What  large  building  is  that,  Herr  P"  asked  Ian,  pointing  with 
his  sword  to  an  edifice  near  us ;  "  is  it  a  church  P" 

"  No,"  replied  the  purser,  "  it  is  the  hall  where  the  high  Court 
of  Appeal  for  the  duchy  sits ;  the  enemy  hare  turned  it  into  s 
magazine  for  powder." 

"  Powder !  then  the  high  Court  of  Appeal  shall  sit  there  no 
more,  Mein  Herr ;  for  we  will  blow  it  up." 

"  It  is  guarded — see,  yonder  is  the  sentinel,  walking  to  and  fio 
before  the  building,"  said  the  purser ;  but  the  soldier  indicated 
could  not  discern  us,  as  our  men  stood  with  their  backs  doee  to 
the  houses,  and  under  their  shadow.  "  But  as  to  blowing  it  up, 
Herr  Schottlander,  I  beseech  of  you  not  to  think  of  that,"  con- 
tinued the  purser,  **  for  it  will  create  an  alarm,  and  totallj  pre- 
Tent  our  escape.  Let  us  content  ourselves  by  placing  these  nre- 
pots  with  lighted  matches  in  some  of  the  empty  houses,  and  then 
retirinjg;  the  way  we  came." 

"  Dioul !  but  I  think  you  are  right,  master  purser,"  said  Ian; 
"  besides,  Herr,  when  the  town  is  on  fire  the  magazine  mustblo^ 
up  as  a  matter  of  course.  Softly,  then,  comrades — ^tfais  way,"  he 
added,  to  the  six  Highlanders,  who  had  slung  their  muskets  to 
enable  them  the  better  to  bear  the  combustibles  with  which  thej 
were  loaded. 

At  that  moment  we  heard  the  Imperialist  who  guarded  the 
front  door  of  the  Court  of  Appeal  challenge  some  one  who  ap- 
proached his  post. 

A  voice  replied,  and  an  officer  muffled  in  a  long  mantle,  wear- 
ing a  broad  hat  and  slouching  feather,  followed  by  three  pikemen« 
passed  down  the  centre  of  the  street,  to  visit  the  guard  at  that 
postern  gate  which  the  purser's  friendly  cottage,  with  its  smug- 
gling trapdoor,  had  enabled  us  to  avoid. 

Thev  passed  us  within  half  a  pistol-shot,  and  then  we  could 
hear  the  rattle  of  arms  as  the  sentinel -at  the  gate  turned  oat 
the  guard,  and  the  officer  with  his  escort  departed  to  viait  some 
other  post. 

"  Now,  there  is  net  a  moment  to  be  lost,"  said  Ian ;  "  let  us  fire 
these  houses  next  the  magazine,  and  then  escape  by  yonder  fox- 
hole." 

It  was  done  in  less  than  five  minutes. 

We  entered  the  empty  houses,  either  by  forcing  &e  doors  or 

removing  the  windows,  but  as  softly  as  possible.    Ian  selected 

one,  Phadrig  a  second,  and  I  a  third.    We  placed  the  firepob 

"^d  wild-fire  in  the  centre  of  the  floors ;  heaped  them  over  trith 
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xaw  and. oiled  chips  of  wood  brought  from  the  fleet;  then  we 
^ited  the  matches,  and  hurried  bacc  to  the  street. 
The  matches  were  supposed  to  bum  gradually  for  five  minutes, 
Y  which  time  we  expected  to  be  clear  of  Kiel,  and  on  the  high- 
>ad  to  our  boats.  Accompanied  by  Gillian  M'Bane  and  Donald 
[*Vurich,  I  had  just  completed  my  preparations  for  giving  at 
last  on-)  house  a  comfortable  heating,  and,  firing  the  match, 
astened  out  to  the  street,  when  we  were  met,  face  to  face,  by — 
horn  P  The  Imperial  officer  and  his  three  pikemen,  returning 
iisurely  from  their  rounds,  and  singing  a  carol  to  the  tramp  of 
leir  own  feet. 

Haying  accomplished  our  work  sooner  than  Ian  or  his  hench- 
man, we  were  unfortunately  the  first  in  the  street,  and  the  Im- 
erialists  were  confounded  to  find  themselves  confronted  by  three 
rmed  men  in  the  Scottish  garb.  Our  swords  were  ready,  my 
iro  musketeers  blew  their  matches,  and  the  Austrian  pikemen 
ivelled  their  weapons  to  the  charge. 

"  Fire  and  facet !  how  came  you  here  P"  asked  the  officer, 
rhose  voice  maae  me  start ;  "  yield,  sirs,  for  I  would  not  have 
ou  killed  if  I  can  save  vou." 

"  Count  Koeningheim  \"  said  I,  recognising  him ;  "  back — ^back 
-give  way ;  for  we  will  die  weapon  in  hand,  but  never  yield.  For 
lie  sake  of  Ernestine,"  I  added,  in  a  loud  and  earnest  whisper, 
'let  this  be  a  drawn  conflict---for  if  I  am  slain  she  will  be 
rithout  a  protector." 

"  Villain !"  he  exclaimed,  with  fierce  joy,  "  art  thou  the  Captain 
lollop" 

"  The  same,  at  your  service,  count,"  said  I,  as  our  blades  were 
vessed  hard  against  each  other ;  "  but  why  so  bitter  an  epithet 
0  a  brother  Scot,  for  such  I  should  be,  though  under  a  dinerent 
)iinner  P" 

"You  have  stolen  the  daughter  of  my  friend  from  the  court  of 
he  Danish  ^ueen,  and  for  these  many  weeks  oast  have  conveyed 
ler  from  ship  to  ship,  and  isle  to  isle — all  to  the  severe  prejudice 
>f  her  honour." 

"  It  is  a  villain's  thought  and  a  falsehood,  which  none  but  a 
illain  could  conceive,  said  I,  furiously;  "but  she  is  your 
iffianced  wife,  and •'• 

The  coTuit  uttered  a  bitter  laugh ;  then,  tremblmg  with  passion, 
13  rushed  upon  me  like  a  cannon-ball,  and  gave  me  a  succession 
>f  fierce  thrusts,  all  of  which  I  succeeded  in  parrying. 

"  My  affianced  wife — my  affianced  wife,  indeed !"  he  continued, 
dviog  me  another  and  another.  "  Oh,  fool  of  fools !  do  you  not 
mow  that,  with  aU  her  beauty,  I  would  not  wed  her  if  she  had 
the  Bohemian  crown  upon  her  brow,  and  the  wealth  of  India  at 
ber  feetP" 
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Wliile  this  was  paseiBg,  the  parser  had  dired  into  his  secret 
hole,  and  yanished  like  a  ghost  at  cock-crow.  Ian,  the  sergeant, 
and  our  other  four  soldiers,  came  to'  the  appointed  ^ilace,  and 
^nnd  me  fencing  away  like  a  sword-player  with  Koininsheiiii, 
whom  tL^y  only  knew  to  be  an  Imperialist.  The  three  pilenen 
fled,  believing  the  town  to  be  in  possession  of  the  enemy ;  and 
Ian,  who,  like  a  true  Highlander,  would  not  permii;  the  single  com- 
bat to  be  interrupted,  stood  between  us  and  the  six  musketeen 
(who  continued  ominously  to  blow  their  matches),  and,  leaning  0:1 
his  lon^  sword,  watched  with  a  fierce  but  anxious  eye  every  ton 
of  the  desperate  game. 

The  red  sparks  £ew  in  showers  from  the  steel  blades ;  we  were 
both  so  expert,  that  not  a  scar  was  given  or  received  on  eitber 
aide ;  but  I  was  still  so  weak,  that  step  by  step  I  was  drirea 
back  towards  the  Hall  of  Appeals.  I  callea  repeatedly  to  Ian. 
to  Fhadrig,  and  the  soldiers,,  to  regain  the  boats  And  leave  me  t<> 
my  fate }  but  they  still  remained,  although  the  blaze  of  tiii 
buminff  houses  began  to  flash  across  the  thoroughfare,  and  ^f' 
heard  me  drums  beating  in  every  quarter,  as^  the  various  gQard> 
at  difierent  points  of  the  city  rushed  to  their  colourS)  and  tlie 
whole  garrison  became  alarmed. 
.  It  was  a  time  of  desperation ! 

,  Ito  by  One  thrust  of  his  long  sword,  Phadrig  by  one  blow  d 
his  tremendous  axe,  or  our  musketeers  by  a  single  shot,  codd; 
hftye  etided  the  conflicir  and  the  life  of  ]^osningheim  together; 
but  this  the  chivalry  of  Highland  warfare  womd  by  no  means 
permit*  Thus  the  duel  continued,  the  conflagration  increased. 
and  the  long  angry  roll  of  the  drum^  rang  the  call  to  arms  is 
eastld  and  eantonments,  at  the  eates  and  dl  along  the  harbour. 
Every  moment  I  felt  assured  that  Kceningheim  was  becomiog 
Hrojiger^l^an  me.  My  sight  became  dim,  and  I  was  beaieii 
backward  until  I  found  myself  driven  against  a  door  at  the  comer 
9f  a  lane.  1  staggered — it  yielded;  and  then  t  fell  headlong- 
not  into  a  passage — but  down  into  a  deep,  dark  hole — a  cellar,  0^ 
iome  such  place*     ...  .         ,  I 

.  The  I9t|reet,  the  wavering  ii^lit  that  fllled  it,  vanished  &om  iM 
in  ah  instant,  as  I  descended  mto  total  darkness. 

At  that  moment  I  heard  a  confused  discharge  of  muskets,  m 
an  awful  explosion,  with  a  roar  and  ihe  sensation  of  everytbj 
being  convulsed  below  and  around  me,  as  if  the  earUi  were  sp 
ting  into  halves,  and  I  knew  that  it  was  the  stately  Hau 
Appeals  which  had  been  blown  up  like  a  house  of  cards.        .. 

I  cannot  describe  the  crash — the  mighty  torrent  of  unitw 
sounds — ^the  rending  asunder  of  massive  walls — the  bursting  *| 
arches,  knitted  together  centuries  ago— the  cracking  of  oaltB 
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beams,  amid  a  whirlwind  of  bricks  aad  mortar,  slates  and  mbbisli, 
as  the  house  imder  which  I  had  fallen  crumbled  into  ruin  in  a 
moment ;  and  though  I  did  not  feel  anything  crushing  me  down, 
I  had  the  horrible  conyiction  of  being  entombed  beneath  a  mass 
of  fallen  masonry  and  timber. 

My  claymore  was  Still  in  my  hand ;  the  earth  was  damp,  and 
I  lay  upon  it  breathless,  gasping,  and  almost  stunned  for  a  time. 
Then  a  drowsy  sensation  came  over  i]ae,  and  for  half  an  hout  or 
80 1  seemed  to  be  in  a  kind  of  traking  dream. 


CHAPTEE  LTT, 


StrFFOCATIO» — THB  DABK  FIT. 


'iWatfis  the  deuce  am  IP*'  was  mj  firdt  thought  and  ex6lama- 
tion  on  rallying  my  scattered  energies. 

I  was  pamraily  certain  of  entombment  under  a  mountain  of 
fallen  masonry,  which,  for  ought  that  I  could  foresee,  might  not 
in  these  times  of  trouble  be  removed  for  yeats.  Tlie  air  soon 
became  close  iind  oppressive.  I  began  an  examination  of  the  trap 
into  whidli  I  had  lallen,  by  feeling  all  roxmd  me  with  outspread 
hands  {  for  the  darkness  was  as  dense  as  if  I  had  been  shut  tip  in 
a  block  of  marble. 

The  ceQlng — if  it  eould  be  called  so— was  composed  of  beams 
of  hard  Wood  planked  over,  being  evidently  the  noor  of  an  apart- 
ment above  ;  and  by  the  dull,  dead  sound  those  planks  returned, 
When  Striking  on  theln  with  the  hilt  of  my  ilword,  1  became  con- 
tinced  fhatthe  whole  iShris  of  a  fallen  hbuse  wlis  heaped  Hbotb 
me !  Of  this  I  was  the  more  certain  on  discovering  that  the  trap- 
door, through  which  1  had  passed,  was  choked  up  by  fragments 
of  torn  partitions,  b^uns  and  stones,  which  I  could  srup  with 
mj  hands  when  staddinguponabatrel  over  which  I  had  stumbled 
in  the  dark.  Around  me  were  four  ston^  trails,  forming  an  ati»a 
bf  about  twenty  feet  by  fifteen,  and  below  mt  mn  the  damp  earth. 
I  was  undoubtedly  buried  alive  i£  ft  celliur,  &ot&.  Whidh  escape 
leemed  hopeless. 

As  this  terrible  Conviction  came  home  to  my  mind,  thfft  perspira- 
tion oozed  from^  every  pore,  and  a  pang  of  dgony  entered  my  heart 
like  a  sharp  poniard.  My  emotions  cannot  be  described,  and 
thoughts  that  were  bitter  and  heart-rending  came  crowding  upon 
me  lie  a  torrent. 

Ernestine,  whom  I  would  never  see  more — ^whose  voice  I  would 
neyer  hear  aig;ain — and  whose  dark  eye  would  never  turn  to  mir 
with  its  mila  ip^uiring  ghmce,  or  its  glad  and  rogtdsh  smile,  Wi 


328  THILIP  KOLLO; 

left  among  roti,^1i  soldiers  and  rougher  sailors  on  l)oard  of 
Christian's  wandering  fleet,  exposed  to  danger,  and  perhaps  to 
insult ;  for,  when  I  was  dead,  to  whom  could  she  turn  with  confi- 
dence for  protection  P  And  Gabrielle,  too !  Gubrielle,  whom  I 
had  hoped  to  free  and  restore  to  her,  would  now  be  left  hopelessly 
the  prisoner  of  Merod6,  exposed  to  greater  perils,  and  such  as  it 
was  impossible  to  consider  with  calmness  or  contemplate  with 
patience. 

Doubtless  brave  Ian  Dhu  might  protect  Ernestine  and  free 
Gabrielle,  even  as  I  would  have  done ;  but,  remembering  the 
dangers  that  surrounded  him  onlj  an  hour  ago,  and  the  musket- 
shots  I  had  heard,  it  was  more  than  probable  that  he  and  all  who 
were  with  him  had  fallen  in  combat,  and  were  now  lyyg  in  the 
ruined  street — ^perhaps  not  twenty  yards  from  me.  Whether  he 
and  Kcsningheim  too  had  escapea,  or  perished  hj  the  explosloot 
was  all  a  mystery  to  me ;  but  the  former  seemed  next  to  an  im- 
possibility ;  and  I  pictured  the  anguish  of  Ernestine  when  morn- 
ing stole  into  the  dull  and  comfortless  cabui  of  the  J-tmi 
Catharina — ^when  the  bright  sun  came  to  gladden  the  crey  waters 
—when  the  waves  rolled  in  light,  and  Denmark's  flat  but  wooded 
shores  were  sparkling  in  the  sunny  haze — when  hour  after  hour 
would  steal  away,  and  when  I  did  not  come !  What  would  be  her 
emotions  when  the  terrible  truth  was  told  her  by  some  surnvor 
of  oar  raid  to  Kiel  P 

The  atmosphere  of  the  place  gradually  became  closer  and  more 
dificult  to  inhale ;  at  times  I  thought  this  was  fancy — at  others, 
reality ;  but  perhaps  my  nervous  and  excited  state  exaggerated 
the  truth.  1  thought  with  horror  of  the  pangs  of  hunger  and 
thirst  to  bo  endured  before  I  should  die ;  my  fate,  ignominioos 
and  unhonoured ;  my  unshared,  solitary,  and  unimagined  agonies 
—even  my  grave  might  never  be  known.  My  death  might  be 
mourned  for  while  I  was  yet  alive ;  for  I  calculated  on  living  for 
many  days  yet  to  come. 

Again  and  again  all  these  thoughts,  and  others  of  home  and 
my  dear  native  country,  recurrea  to  me ;  again  and  again  they 
returned,  each  time  witn  renewed  poignancy  and  bitterness,  and 
the  anticipation  of  dying  there  unknown,  was  as  bad  for  a  time  as 
those  of  hunger  and  thirst.  The  vulgar  fear  of  being  devoured  by 
rats  was  not  the  least  of  my  torments ;  for  of  these  vermin,  I  had 
bom  in  me  a  powerful  and  unconquerable  aversion. 

The  air  seemed  to  grow  stifling.  I  shouted  ^th  that  loud 
"  hallo"  which,  many  a  time  and  oft,  I  had  sent  far  through  the 
Highland  deer  forests ;  but  my  own  voice  sounded  dull  and  faints 
as  it  was  returned  upon  my  ear. 

Overburdened  by  thought  and  anxiety,  my  heart  became  sick 
and  weary ;  my  head  ached  as  the  oppression  of  the  atmosphere 
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became  greater ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  effect  of  my  recent 
wound — the  contusion  received  at  Eckernfiord— greatly  contri- 
bated  to  exajgfgerate  all  that  the  darkness,  mystery,  loneliness, 
and  the  anticipation  of  a  most  horrible  death,  could  produce  on 
an  active  imagination. 

The  Imperialists  would  think  no  more  of  me  than  of  the  last 
year's  leaves;  and  the  idea  of  their  digging  for  me,  even  if 
Kceningheim  escaped,  seemed  simply  absurd. 

I  endeavoured  to  picture  the  slow  agonies  of  a  death  by  hunger 
and  thirst,  but  shrunk  from  the  task,  and  remembered  to  have 
heard  my  mother  tell  me,  that  when  David  Duke  of  Bothesar 
was  found  dead  in  the  vault  of  Falkland-tower,  in  his  hunger  aha 
madness  he  had  gnawed  and  torn  with  his  teeth  the  flesh  from  his 
left  arm.    Could  I  ever  be  reduced  to  such  a  state  P 

My  bones  might  lie  for  ten,  twenty,  or  even  a  hundred  years, 
before  discovery ;  and  I  thought  grimly  of  the  speculation  they 
mi^ht  excite,  when  some  grave  pathologist  delivered  his  opinion, 
and  when  men  spoke  of  the  wars  of  other  times — ^those  wars  of 
which  their  sires  nad  spoken,  and  in  wMch  their  grandsires  fought ; 
and  I  remembered  the  various  instances  of  bones  being  brought 
to  light  under  similar  circumstances,  and  under  my  own  obser- 
Tation,  the  vague  mysteir  and  fear  with  which  these  poor  reli<^ue8 
of  humanity  were  regarded  by  those  who  endeavoured  in  vain  to 
conjecture  the  story  mat  belonged  to  them ;  the  crime  perpetrated, 
or  the  wrong  endured — the  story  that  none  could  tell,  and  which 
Would  never  be  known  until  the  last  trumpet  rent  the  earth  to 
its  centre.  . 

I  began  to  feel  weak,  helpless,  and  confused,  and  listened  with 
agonised  intensity  to  eaten  any  sound,  however  distant;  and 
then,  as  before,  it  seemed  as  if  many  a  voice  with  which  I  was 
familiar  came  to  me.  My  mind  wandered ;  I  imagined  myself 
again  on  board  the  king's  ship,  and  amid  the  smoke,  carnage, 
and  boom  of  the  cannonade.  Then  came  other  ideas  of  strife-^ 
an  imaginary  conflict ;  Ian  with  his  eagle's  plume,  red-bearded 
Angus  M'Alpine,  Elildon  with  his  M'Zenzies,  M'Coll  of  that  Ilk, 
ana  all  tiie  gallant  hearts  of  our  regiment  were  by  my  side.  I 
heard  the  yell  of  Torquil's  pipe ;  I  saw  the  tartans  waving,  the 
red  musketry  flashing  as  its  echoes  rolled  over  hill  and  valley ;  I 
law  the  gleam  of  steel,  and  felt  the  glow  of  the  bright  warm  sun 
of  a  summer  noon,  as  it  shone  on  the  broad  arena  of  a  bloody 
battle.  I  brandished  my  sword — ^I  shouted.  Kceningheim  was 
Bgain  before  me ;  his  steel  rang  on  mine,  and  I  was  conscious 
toatBandolo,  poniard  in  hand,  was  gliding  near  me  like  a  serpent. 

All  this  wild  vision  and  its  excitement  evaporated,  and  I  believe 
that  I  must  have  slept ;  for  long  after,  on  awakening  once  again 
to  the  horrors  of  that  dark  and  living  tomb,  and,  worse  than  al^ 
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to  mj  own  tonaetitiiig  tjiongfeta,  I  foimd  wys^lf  lying  on  tie 
damp  g]X)nQd^. 

Was  it  mgKi  or  was  it  day  on  tlie  upper  earth  ?  Xa  U 
palpable  dar&ess,  no  one  could  tell. 

1  listened,  and  heard  my  heart  beating.  At  times  X  thonglit 
there  qame  other  sounds  to  me,  ia  pay  loneliness.  Opce  a  Kone's 
hoofs  rang  on  the  pavement ;  a  dragoon  had  perhaps  passed 
through  an  adjacent  eitreet.  At  another  time  I  heard  the  fiiiot 
note  of  a  trumpet ;  and  these  sounds  served  but  to  increase  my 
fretful  eagerness  to  be  free. 

I  do  not  think  that  X  prayed  aloud  to  Heaven  to  help  me; 
but  many  a  deep,  pious,  and  fervent  thought  swelled  my  Wt; 
and  after  a  time  I  took  courage,  and  se2q*ched  mj  whole  prison 
minutely  again  for  3ome  qrack,  joint,  or  craiiny  by  wlucb  a 
passage  might  be  forced. 

Around  me  the  waU^  were  9^  solid  as  stone  could  make  them; 
above  me  were  the  oaken  beam^  and  jointed  planks,  rendered 
quite  as  solid  and  imn^ovea|)le  by  the  superincumbent  losd  of  a 
fallen  house, 

I  sat  down  ftgain  in  despair.  ]y[y  head  was  still  aching,  td 
my  breast  wfis  oppiressed  by  the  difficulty  experi^ced  in  respin- 
tion ;  my  "weakness  and  hejple^ness  increased ;  sensations  of 
suffocation  were  coming  on«  and  at  length  I  lay  on  the  earth  in 
the  belief  that  I  was  dying*  My  sonf  trembled  at  the  terribk 
conviction  that  I  was  on  the  verge  of  eternity,  and  I  endeavoured 
to  pray,  but  my  thoug|lt9  and  Word^  were  all  too  incoherent  for 
utterance. 

Wild  visions  posted  before  me,  with  long  blanks  and  panses 
between ;  and  during  tj^se  blanks  J  noyr  believe  that  I  muS' 
have  been  insensible. 

My  tongue  w^  parched  and  burning ;  then  ima^^axy  foQo- 
tains  of  pure  water  gushed  and  sparkled  in  the  sinu^mn^  **  ^M^ 
"poured  over  cool  and  mossy  roek^  into  deep  and  ^hady  aeljs ;  in 
some  instances,  wjien  I  approached  them,  tho  water  seemed  to 
vanish,  and  the  bare  and  arid  rock  ^lone  reiuained ;  in  pthers. 
I  wap  poun^  and  fettered  hind  and  foot,  unable  to  moye,  ana 
saw  the  gurgling  i^rater  winding  between  ftowery  border  i^J' 
the  shady  recesses  of  a  wooded  deU.  I  stretoj^iea  mv  ham 
towards  it ;  but  a  mighty  incubus  weig]ied  down  my  limU,  th^^ 
the  vision  passed  awaj^,  and  f  lay  prostra^  and  gapping  anud  s 
dark,  a  mois6,  ^d  noxious  a|mosp)iere. 

Many  hours  mu9t  thu4  hav$  pasaed  away-:r«not  let^  perhap(> 

mW  six-and-tliirty.    J  imagine^  that  iEimestine  spoke  to  me 

from  time  to  time^  and  I  heard  her  voice  coming  as  from  a  ^^' 

distance.    She  was  laugliing^  and  we  were  among  smnmer  fieloj 

^here  the  yellow  com  was  waving ;  where  the  green  Uee0  rostlad 
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heir  heavy  foliage  in  tlie  warm  bree«e,  and  the  glossy  raveni 
fere  trheeling  aloft  into  a  blue  and  sunny  sky. 

Then  I  heard  the  sound  of  other  voices,  the  clinic  of  axes  and 
[rating  of  shovejs ;  I  thought  that  the  hour  of  deliverance  was 
it  hand ;  that  I  was  about  to  be  dug  out,  and  restored  to  the 
ipper  world,  and  I  laughed  with  joy.  The  German  soldiers 
rere  jesting  and  singing  at  their  work,  as  they  seemed  to  draw 
learer  and  nearer  to  me. 

Then  I  heard  Koeningheim  say  that  their  labour  was  in  vain, 
Old  might  be  I'elinquished,  for  by  this  time  I  must  assuredly  be 
lead— and  I  heard  them  retire  f   Methought  I  strove  to  shout, 

0  let  them  hear  that  I  still  lived,  but  my  ton^e  clove  to  the 
oof  of  my  parched  throat — my  hard  and  baked  lips  refused  their 
(ffice,  and  the  horror  of  the  dream  awoke  me  for  an  instant  to  tha 
ife  I  had  been  assured  was  gradually  passing  away  from  me. 

Still  the  same  darkness,  the  same  solemn  stillness,  the  same 
oysterious  and  horrible  abandonment.  I  sank  again ;  but  the 
)ld  vision  returned  with  the  clank  of  shovels  and  axes,  the  rattle 
)f  stones  and  crow-bars,  with  a  laugh  or  an  oath,  as  the  German 
Moneers  cleared  away  the  rubbish,  till  their  feet  and  implements 
ionnded  distinctly  on  the  planks  of  oak.  Oh !  it  was  a  delicious 
ffld  a  joyous  dream ! 

Then  all  at  once  there  burst  upon  my  half-blinded  eyes  a 
Jtream  of  glorious  sunlight,  with  the  pure  and  refreshing  air,  as 
)ne  pickaxe  was  inserted,  and  a  plank  torn  up ;  then,  but  not 
Wl  tken,  did  I  learn  that  it  was  no  dream,  but  a  dear  reality, 
Mid  that  I  was  saved !  I  heard  three  or  four  soldiers  drop  after 
each  other  into  the  pit ;  strong  hands  were  laid  upon  me,  and 

1  was  lifted  up  from  among  the  ruins;  then  a  horn  of  Neckar 
wine  was  given  me,  for  I  was  faint  and  trembling.  I  soon  revived, 
but  with  the  utmost  difficulty  retained  my  eyes  open,  after  such 
ilong  immersion  in  Cimmerian  gloom ;  and  I  was  so  feeble,  that 
Koeningheim  and  one  of  his  officers  had  to  support  me  between 
liiem,  as  they  conveyed  me  through  the  ruined  street  towards 
kite  castle  of  Kiel. 


CHAPTER  LXn. 

THE   CASTLE  07    KIEt.. 


PsESH  air  and  light,  a  little  food  and  wine,  with  one  night^s 
Bound  sleep,  completely  restored  me. 

Martially  undressed,  and  with  a  rich  velvet  manUe  thrown  '3ver 
^c>  I  was  lying  upon  a  beautiful  bed,  which,  as  X  afterwards 
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learned,  was  the  coach  of  that  raliant  Duke  of  Holstein,Adolp}i, 
archbishop  of  Bremen,  who  orerran  the  Ditmarsch,  and  com- 
X>elled  tho|  proud  Hamburgers  do  him  homage.  The  foar  columns 
sustaining  the  canopy  were  of  exquisitely  carved  oak ;  the  canopy 
itself,  and  the  coverlet,  were  of  blue  silk,  brocaded  Tith  gold 
flowers  ;  the  former  was  surmounted  by  plumes  of  feathers,  and 
was  lined  with  white  silk,  fringed  with  silver  within  and  gold 
without.  It  was  too  luxurious,  and  seemed  like  a  beautiful  toj, 
made  only  to  be  admired,  or  for  a  fairy  to  sleep  in.  The  apuri- 
ment  was  neither  wainscoted  nor  tapestried,  but  was  hung  witL 
matting  of  shining  straw ;  the  ceiling  was  composed  of  oalc,  the 
beams  of  which  intersected  each  other,  forming  panels  wherein 
had  been  recently  emblazoned  all  the  armorial  bearings  of 
Christian  IV.;  the  variously-coloured  lions  of  Denmark,  Sleswig, 
Norway,  and  Gothland ;  the  golden  dragon  of  Schonen ;  the  paschal 
lamb  of  Juteland;  the  blue  cavalier  of  Sitmarsch;  the  nettle-leaves 
of  Holstein ;  the  cygnet  of  Stormar ;  the  cross  of  Oldenburg,  &c. 
&c. ;  the  leopard,  the  crossed  spears,  and  the  crowned  savages, 
wreathed  and  armed  with  clubs.  Three  windows  of  stained  glass 
faced  the  Gulf  of  Kiel ;  one  of  these  had  been  broken  by  the 
passage  of  a  cannon-shot,  and  fragments  of  the  iron  bars  and 
brass  wire  which  formed  the  latticed  gating  were  visible  beyond. 

The  whole  furniture  was  in  confusion ;  in  some  places  mirrors 
were  broken ;  in  others,  were  pictures  that  bore  strong  traces  ofj 
having  received  a  passing  slash  from  a  sword. 

I  had  just  made  a  survey  of  all  this  by  one  glance,  and,  throw- 
ing aside  the  mantle,  was  about  to  rise,  when  Count  XoeniDeheiQi, 
who  had  been  writing  in  a  recess  of  one  of  the  windows— for  the 
castle  walls  were  of  enormous  thickness — approached,  and  bade 
me  good -morning. 

I  gave  my  hand  to  this  soldier  of  fortune,  who,  only  a  night  or 
two  ago,  had  expressed  his  rage  at  me  for  loving  a  woman  whom 
he  vowed  not  to  marry  even  if  she  was  a  queen,  with  the  wealth 
of  India  for  her  dowery. 

"  Well,  my  comrade,"  said  he,  after  a  few  words  of  compliment 
and  in(][uiry  had  passed;  "  Zounds!  was  not  yonder  blow-up  i 
rough  interruption  of  our  tilting-matchP" 

*•  xour  magazine  of  powder,  was  it  notP  " 
^ "  Twenty  tons  were  stored  up  in  the  Hall  of  Appeal.  On  tl»« 
night  of  the  bombardment  I  had  a  saucisson  laid!,  and  the  hall 
undermined,  to  blow  up  the  whole  in  case  of  being  obhged  to 
abandon  Hiel.  Your  partial  conflagration  fired  the  saucisson, 
and  has  cost  the  emperor  more  powder  than  he  will  probablj 
commit  to  my  care  again — ^for  some  time  at  least. 

"  And  my  comrades — did  they  all  escape  P" 

**  All|  save  OUQ^    Favoured  by  the  confusioru  they  rani 
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the  streets,  and,  re^&imnfi  their  boats,  got  clear  off ;  but  tliat 
'  entrance  will  not  serve  their  purpose  a  second  time." 
•ud  he  who  did  not  escape P  **  said  I. 

^  now  hanging  from  yonder  tower,"  said  the  count,  opening 
'^  the  pointed  windows,  and  showing  me  a  prospect  of  the 
the  chief  feature  of  which  Was  the  great  square  tower  of 
lurch,  with  its  lofty  and.tapering  hexagonal  spire,  from  the 
.it  of  which  there  dangled  something  like  a  crow.  I  could 
lyeit  to  be  a  human  figure,  but  diminished  by  distance,  and 
ing  in  the  sea-breeze ;  it  swung  to  and  fro,  now  agiunst  the 
and  now  a  few  feet  from  it  in  the  air. 
oont  XoBoingheim,"  said  I,  turning  with  anxiety  and  indig- 
I  from  this  startling  spectacle,  "  and  have  you — who,  like 
f'.  am  a  Scottish  soldier  of  fortune— dared  to  hang  one  of 
mradesP" 

yonder  Danish  purser,  whilom  a  distiller  and  smuggler, 
le  of  your  comraaes,  then  I  have  indeed  dared  to  do  so." 
he  poor  man  was  only  serving  his  king  and  his  country." 
?e  has  cost  the  Emperor  twenty  tons  of  good  gunpowder — 
-answerable  argument,"  replied  the  count,  as  he  folded  up 
•spatch  and  endorsed  it  to  Tilly,  whose  troops  were  down 
There  about  the  mouth  of  the  Elbe.  "  And  did  you  really 
'le.  Captain  Eollo,  that  I  would  have  hanged  one  of  our 
V  Scots,  as  I  hung  yonde* purser?  Hawks  dinna  pyJce  oot 
»  een ;  and  I  assure  you,  that  although  we  fight  under  dif- 
t  banners,  I  love  the  blue  bonnet  far  too  well  to  hang  its 
T  as  a  Danish  scarecrow.  In  the  devilish  mood  I  was  in 
'  night  of  the  bombardment,  I  would  have  thought  no  more 
ying  you,  if  able,  than  of  taking  this  glass  of  wine ;  but 
the  affair  was  over — after  I  thought  you  fairly  crushed  to 
u  and  a  day  or  two  had  elapsed— it  seemed  a  shame  and  a 
lal  to  me  that  a  brave  Scot,  with  the  tartan  on  his  breast 
he  kilt  above  his  knee,  should  lie  uncoffined  like  a  dog  under 
'en  house.  I  get  the  pioneers  of  Camargo  to  dig  out  your 
'lis,  and  had  folly  resolved  to  inter  them  with  all  the  honours 
•r  in  the  great  church  of  the  good  city  of  Kiel.  We  had  not 
•tost  remote  hope  of  finding  you  alive  in  the  vault,  like 
•V  Danske  in  that  dungeon  under  Cronborg  Castle,  where, 
••legend  says,  he  has  sat  for  a  thousand  years  with  his 
I  knights  around  him." 
;-  ud  where  is  the  Danish  fleet  P  " 

U  the  mouth  of  the  gulf,  where  Christian  has  landed,  and 
'd  your  regiment  of  Highlanders  to  erect  a  strong  sconce 
'Shore.  But  enough  of  these  things  at  present.  You  will 
liist  with  me,  and  then  we  will  talk  ol  military  businp**" 
'ards." 
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"  BujBipfiw,**  thought  I,  *'  that  most  metm.  wj  4nAfnM«  « 
a  prisoner  of  war  into  C^dntial  Germany ! "  TS-Q  led  me  through 
yarious  apartments  to  jone,  the  princelj  iaag&i£eeAee  ef  ^liicli 
edited  my  admiration.    Koenigheim  laughed  at  me,  sayins— 

"  £re  long,  there  maybe  no  other  hon^gs  <m lihote w^ tkn 
fHOLch  as  the  spider  spins." 

Punng  breakfast  he  asked  me  many  qnestiODB  peDcerniB^ 
Sniestine — cfiisaallyy  concerning  her  health  and  aiBiisei]Bents>  ^ 
^l  with  l^ijxdness,  and  without  the  slightest  tinge  cS  Jealoosy. 
Though  his  friendship  was  sincere,  it  ^as  Bvident  that  he  did  sot 
loye  hier.  There  was  a  riddle  in  this  P  The  count,  her  fetber- 
<old  Eupert-with-the-Eed-Plumie — was  at  Vi«ana,  and  |f as  soon 
expected  by  th#  ar^iy  to  resiime  the  command  of  his  ^iTisioB* 
The  poor  man  consequently  still  believed  that  his  danighterswav 
in  perfect  pafety  with  the  old  Queen  of  Denmark. 

"  Then/'  said  I,  "  neither  you  nor  he  are  aware  tii«t  Gabrielle 
hifi  been  abducted  by  Merod6f " 

"  Merod^ — ftbducted ! "  stammered  Koemn^eim,  as  his  sun* 
burnt  cheek  grew  pale,  a^d  then  flijBhed  witn  wger;  "do  you 
tell  me  that  Merooij  has  d.ared " 

M  briefly  80  possible  I  related  the  dangers  iato  whicli  Ok 
sisters  had  fallen ;  the  a{^  of  Baudolo,  and  the  jqptention  of 
Gabrielle  at  Fredricksort. 

The  cQunt  thrust  his  breakfast  from  him. 

"  Fiye  aud  sword ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  to  ki^ow  now  that  thiy 
h^ve  b^eii  in  the  Wehlder,  within  a  few  toises  of  my  outposts. 
a^  Jl^new  not  of  it  I  Oh!  Captain  EoUo,  I  loy^  those  giii^ 
as  if  they  were  my  ow»  sisters — for  they  a?re  good,  amiable. 
winning,  9Jid  indeed  most  loveabje;  yet  withal,  and  notwilii- 
standing  Carlsteiu's  kind  intentions,  beiiere  me  X  have  no  more 
idea  of  marriage  than  of  flying  in  the  air.  Oh  no !  I  shaH  nerer 
marry !  I  do  not  think  tha4)  the  world  possesses  a  daughter  of 
iEye  who  eould  tempt  me  to  fgrsake  the  camp  for  her  bower,  or 
the  head  of  my  regiment  for  the  poor  pastime  of  dangling  at  ber 
skirt,  Fortunately,  it  is  not  far  from  this  to  Fredricksort,  and 
Gabrielle  shall  be  freed  eyen  if  we  mii^t  take  the  place  by  storm. 
Ten  deyi)s  I  to  tjunk  sh^  h^s  been  so  long  witii  such  a  znan  «> 
Merode!" 

"  Perhaps  he  is  not  so  bad  as  rumour  makes  him.  He  msj 
respect  the  high  rank  and  p^fect  purity  of  Gabrielle." 

"  Eespect— ^le,  !MJer/>4^!"  reiterated  Zoeningheim,  with  a> 
^gry  laugh;  "we  might  as  weU  expect  heayen  and  hell  to 
<;han^  pla^s,  as  to  find  one  yirtuous  emoti(m  in  the  heart  of 
that  Ignoble  soldier.  The  fool  I  he  thinks  that  poor  Oarlstein  is 
in  hopeless  dis^ace,  when  at  this  very  hour  he  may  be  travellinj 
from  V  ienna  with  greater  honours  than  any  of  us,  savs  WaUeu* 
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stein,  hftv^  yet  sKained.  Besi;  asrared  that  I  will  free  Oabrielle, 
and  protect  her  tmtil  she  is  restored  to  her  father  or  her  sister- 
If  Merode  will  not  yiejd  Jier,"  contim^ed  KoBningheira,  beeinning 
to  buckle  on  his  cpirass  and  pword,  "  by  Heaven !  1  wiU  pist<3 
Jiim  at  the  I^ead  of  l^is  regiment.  I  am  not  a  man  who  stands  on 
trifles,  neither  is  Carlstein — old  Bupert-with-the-Bed-Plume,  as 
we  Imperiajists  call  him." 

"  Yon  l^ds  of  the  black  eagle  make  small  account  of  hnma^ 
Hfe,  and  val^e  blood  no  more  than  water." 

"Blood!*'  he  pixtfctered,  while  continuing  to  arm  himself; 
'*the  sjipdding  of  it  under  harness  is  but  a  matter  of  necessity. 
Yet,  alas  t  Captain  Bollo,  by  a  fatal  mischance,  and  in  a  moment 
ofnngovernef  pas^ioQ,  my  disastrous  hand  has  shed  the  blood 
of  one  whose  fi^te  hath  cast  a  horror  over  my  path  in  life- 
Wherever  I  have  gone — ^in  the  camp  and  in  the  city,  in  the  field 
*nd  on  the  ocean,  on  the  Scottish  hills  and  on  the  German  plains 
•^that  cloud  has  overhung  me !  With  my  own  existence  only^ 
the  cloud  and  the  horror  will  pass  away ;  but  the  memory  of  the 
<ieed  I  have  done  will  never  die  in  the  peacefdi  spot  which  was 
blighted  and  cursed  by  its  committal.  I  destroyed  a  life,  to  pre- 
serve and  to  defend  which  I  would  have  given  my  own  a  thousand 
times  over,  could  such  have  been ;  but  let  me  not  recur  to  these 
old  memories,  for  they  madden  and  unman  me ! " 

A  dark  shade  had  overspread  the  handsome  face  of  Eooning- 
beim — his  eyes  were  saddened,  and  a  spasm  contracted  his  fe^ 
tores ;  but,  without  remarking  the  bitterness  of  his  emotion,  X 
continued  to  a^si6t  him  in  ^.ccoutring,  and  also  armed  myself; 
ht  I  had  begun  to  entertain  faint  hopes  of  not  being  kept  as  a 
IKisoner  after  all. 

"Come,  come,  Kosningheim,"  said  I;  "you  are  not  the  only 
nsan  who  has  slain  a  dear  friend  iu  a  sudden  quarrel." 

"Friend  /"  he  repeated,  in  a  voice  that  made  jne  start, 

"No ;  when  wine  is  in  the  head,  apd  when  the  sword  is  in  the 
uM,  such  things  will  happen,"  I  continued,  supposing  that  he 
deferred  to  an  unfortm^ate  duel. 

"  Oh  no ! "  said  he,  mournfully ;  "  such  deeds  as  mine  are  do»^ 
rat  seldom — ^yet,  let  me  not  think  of  it  I  Peace — soUtude-^at 
Well  times  madden  me.  Action !  action  I  that  is  the  only  relief^ 
Jome  with  me,  then;  let  us  ride  for  Fredricksort,  and  save 
labrielle  from  MejrodI — the  lamb  from  the  wolf— the  dove  from 
be  vulture." 

We  descended  to  the  gate  of  Kiel,  for  ihe  hope  of  liberty 
nd of  freeing  GabrieUe  restored  me  to  fresh  energy;  and  thougn 
^(Bningheim  expressed  his  doubts  of  my  ability^  for  exertion,  I 
[aived  every  objection,  and,  accompanied  by  four  dragoons  of 
16  regiment  de  Wingiurti,  who  wore  black  iron  helmets  f 
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corslets,  white  buff  coats  with  wide  skirts  edged  by  red  cloth, 
jackboots,  swords,  musketoons,  and  pistols,  we  set  forth;  and 
though  scarcely  able  to  keep  on  my  saddle,  by  weakness  resultbg 
from  recent  mishaps  at  Eckemfiord  and  Kiel,  I  was  never  bebiod 
iKoeningheim  by  the  length  of  my  horse's  head. 

To  be  brief,  after  a  hard  ride  ronnd  the  shore  of  the  gulf,  and 
seeing  everywhere  the  poor  peasantry  flying  at  onr  approacli  to 
moor,  morass,  and  woodlana,  we  reached  the  great  rortress  of 
Predricksort,  only  to  find  it  a  pile  of  dismantled  and  blackened 
rains  ;  for,  in  some  of  their  wild  excesses,  Merod^'s  officers  (oa 
the  very  night  we  were  bombarding  Kiel)  had  set  their  quarteTs 
on  fire.  They  were  thus  compellea  to  remove  to  a  neighbourmg 
village,  from  whence — ^by  orders  received  direct  from  Wallen- 
stein — they  had  marched  no  one  knew  whither ;  but  by  certain 
smoky  indications  at  the  horizon,  we  supposed  their  route  lay 
towards  Flensborg.  Merode  had  several  ladies  with  him  in 
caleches,  and  a  number  of  other  women,  and  a  vast  quantity  of 
plunder,  in  waggons  and  on  horses ;  thus  his  regiment  marched 
off  like  a  triumphal  procession,  singing  in  chorus,  with  all  their 
drums  beating  and  colours  flying,  and  with  crowds  of  camp 
followers  mingling  and  shouting  among  their  riotous  and  dis- 
orderly ranks. 

Such  was  the  account  we  received  from  the  tall  Jesuit,  Father 
Ignatius,  who  had  visited  Fredricksort  on  the  same  good  errand 
that  had  brought  us  from  Xiel,  and  whom  we  met,  fortunately. 
in  a  narrow  green  lane  near  the  ruined  castle),  where  the  good 
man  had  dismounted  from  his  mule,  and  taken  ofif  its  bridle,  that 
the  animal  might  crop  the  herbage  that  grew  by  the  wayside. 

Accompanied  by  tne  Jesuit,  we  returned  towards  Xiel  with 
the  unpleasant  conviction  that  our  journey  had  been  perfectly 
futile ;  and  having  a  fresh  source  of  anxiety  m  the  doubt,  whether 
Merod^  had  taken  Gabrielle  away  with  his  ladies  who  occupied 
the  carriages,  or  whether  the  poor  girl  had  perished  among'  the 
flames  of  the  burning  fortress. 

"  There  were  no  less  than  six  waggons  crowded  by  soldiers' 
wives,  all  as  drunk  as  liquor  could  make  them,"  said  Father 
Ignatius. 

"  'Tis  fortunate  for  those  ladies  that  the  old  Roman  law,  hy 
which  a  husband  could  slay  his  wife  if  her  breath  indicated  wine, 
no  longer  exists,"  said  I. 

"But  those   ammunition-wives  smelt  only  of  schnaps 
hreuidj"  said  the  priesti  turning  up  his  eyes. 
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'hbough  tracts  of  level  land,  as  yet  unscathed  by  war;  along 
ridle-roads,  bordered  by  rich  meadows  and  comfortable  farm- 
oases ;  and  through  little  towns,  that  were  as  picturesque  and 
B  pretty  as  bright  red  bricks,  spotless  plaster,  and  paint  could 
lake  them, — we  rode  back  by  tne  way  we  had  come.  On  one 
ide  lay  the  gulf;  on  the  other,  occasional  tarns  and  groves  of 
rood,  covering  the  gentle  slopes  that  rose  almost  imperceptibly 
lom  the  margin  of  uie  dark  blue  sea.  Yet  the  denizens  of  those 
leasant  places  were  all  bondsmen;  and,  without  consent  of  the 
^d  &om  whom  they  held  their  hvfe  by  tenure,  could  neither 
urry  nor  give  in  marriage,  become  craftsmen,  or  engage  in 
ervice  elsewhere  than  in  the  land  on  which  they  were  bom. 
All  those  places,  too,  swarmed  with  supernatural  inhabitants, 
^ho  were  a  source  of  terror  to  the  poor  peasantry.  The  little 
iUocks  were  inhabited  by  wicked  and  avaricious  but  industrious 
^Ids;  the  moors,  by  tall,  pale,  and  beautiful  EUe  women,  who 
ttracted  young  men  oy  their  winning  gestures,  and  then  breathed 
^  their  taces  to  make  them  sicken  and  die.  All  the  wells  and 
ikes  were  enchanted — here  a  fiery  dragon  watched  the  ransom 
U  king;  there  the  wild  huntsman  kennelled  his  black  hounds; 
"liere  dwelt  a  witch  who  sold  fair  winds;  there,  a  devil  who 
Tought  all  manner  of  mischief.  But  at  that  time  our  minds 
ere  full  of  other  thin^;  and  we  rode  round  the  margin  of  the 
^lerfiord,  accompanied  by  the  tall  priest,  whose  long  legs, 
t  lie  bestrode  his  mule,  almost  reached  to  ike  ground  on  each 
de. 

"  I  have  heard  that  Carlstein  freed  jon  without  ransom,  after 
nng  taken  prisoner  in  Luneburg,"  said  Koeningheim. 
"Without  ransom!— I  need  scarcely  thank  him  for  that,  being 
>  poor  that  I  might  have  remained  captive  until  the  day  of 
|>om.  I  could  only  give  the  good  count  my  thanks,  and  leaT<^ 
on  my  best  wishes." 
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"  And  your  heart,  too — ^is  it  not  boP  Well,  I  must  not  be  \m 
generous ;  besides,  the  Emperor  has  more  prisoners  at  Tienna 
than  he  knows  what  to  do  with.  Your  comrades  have  landed, 
as  I  mentioned,  some  twenty  miles  down  the  gulf,  and  are  there 
forming  a  sconce,  with  what  object,  and  for  what  serrice,  the 
brave  Xing  Christian  only  knows;  but,  before  returning  to  Kiel 
I  shall  see  you  safe  within  pistol-shot  of  his  outposts." 

"Count,"  said  I,  "yon  shall  ever  be  tememoered  amoBginj 
dearest  friends." 

"  Among  soldiers  friendship  seen  ripens,  and  a  short  acquaint* 
ance  goes  a  long  way.    Is  it  not  so,  !Father  Ignatius?" 

The  Jesuit  was  too  mudh  occupied  bjr  his  own  thoughts  to 
make  any  reply. 

"Do  not  omit  to  impress  npon  poor  Ernestine,  that  before 
another  week  is  past,  if  her  sister  is  between  the  Elbe  and  the 
Liimfiord,  she  shall  be  free,  and  the  insults  she  has  suffered  will 
be  dearly  avenged;  for  the  old  count  is  coming,  and  Ueroda 
oannot  escape  us  both." 

"  Have  you  no  kinder  message  than  this  P" 

"  I  know  of  none  that  would  be  more  welcome— >&om  me,  at 
least.  Besides/'  said  he,  turning  with  a  bitter  curl  on  his  fine  lip, 
**  what  other  messc^e  would  you  have  me  send  by  you  to  the 
woman  you  loveF  There  is  somewhat  of  a  sneer  in  the  question, 
Captain  Bollo,  and  you  might  i]a.ve  snared  me  that*  buppose, 
now,  that  I  had  committed  to  your  charge  the  most  warm  and 
ardent  messages  of  love,  fidelity,  and  so  lorth}  would  they  We 
been  welcome  to  your  ears?  would  they  have  been  pleasant  to 
your  memory?  would  they  have  been  faithfttUy^  and  witkont 
diminution,  conveyed  to  Ernestine?" 

"  They  would  have  been  pleasant  neither  to  my  ear  nor  to  mj 
memory,"  I  replied;  ''yet,  on  my  honour,  I  would  bAve  oonTeyed 
them  faithfully  to  her/ 

"  Ackuow  ledge,  howeveri  that  you  asked  fo;  what  yett  had  S0 
wish  to  hear." 

"  I  confess  that  I  did/' 

"  Then,  be  assured,  t  have  no  such  messages  to  send  to£roes* 
tine.  For  her  I  have  indeed  a  true  and  tenfier  iore  i  but  onlj 
such  as  I  have  for  her  sister — or  as  a  father  or  brother  might 
have  for  them  both.  Count  Eupert  is  one  of  my  ojjest  and 
earliest  friends.  He  was  my  tutor  and  patron  under  Mansfeldt 
and  8ir  John  Hepburn  in  the  Flemish  tror.  He  would  gladly 
see  us  more  nearly  and  dearly  connected  than  by  tiiie  mere  tiei 
of  eomraderie,  but  that  can  never  be ;  and  Ernestinej  with  inborn 
iTomour  has  so  often  done  me  the  honour  to  link  my  namei  kaowi 
thj^.  well — though  she  knows  not  the  re^on  why." 

These  words  hlled  me  with  joy ;  for  XoaniikghmiB  lutiMiBWik 


OB,  THE  800TT1SH  MUSK£T£EA8.  339. 

timt  was  brilliant  and  faacinating  about  him,  that,  had  we  both 
assailed  the  heart  of'  £raestihe  at  th^  same  tiiii^,  1  fiboT  ihe  tilttch 
that  the  poor  captain  of  Scotiidh  inasketeerd  midit  hare  had 
but  a  BOor  chance  of  snccess  when  competing  Wita  tlid  flcoom- 
plishea  noble  of  the  German  empire. 

"  the  ie&son-»«f^e  reason,"  he  continued,  inuttef ilig  ntid^r  hi^ 
thick  mustaches  :  "  Ah — Christi  dreutz  be  about  nie ! — it  ah^, 
or  thou,  or  he  knew  it^  how  you  woidd  all  shrink  hotti.  me  f" 

This  was  scarcely  spoken — jet  we  heard  it ;  and  the  priest 
bent  his  keen  ^ey  eyes  on  the  count,  whose  gafte  t^as  lo^ef^^ 
Ofi  the  mane  of  Ibos  horse ;  for  the  memory  of  ye(irs  lone  past  wiUI^ 
rising  before  him,  and  his  thoughts  were  turned  inwafa. 

"  Let  us  change  the  subject/'  said  the  Jesuit^  beiiiditig  ot^ 
his  mule  towards  me ;  ''  the  gloomy  fiend  is  uppermost^  and  his 
^k  thoughts  are  upon  him^ '  .  . 

Amid  iLceningheim's  forced  gaiety,  I  had  frequently  pefceiy^A 
I  melancholy  enthusiasm }  at  times,  his  laugh  would  ceasd 
abniDtiy,  and  lus  brow  would  knit:  tken  his  eye  became  clouded, 
and  hia  voice  sad.  What  secret  thought  wad  this  that  preyed 
upon  the  soul  of  the  naturally  gay  and  gallant  soldier,. doufin^ 
hs  manner,  and  prematurely  silvering  his  dark  and  curly  hair  r 
i  Was  perplesed  and  interested ;  but  courtesy  compelled  ine  t9 
ooBceal  what  I  obserred.  Animated  by  the  same  feeling,  and  tc^ 
fluuii^e  the  conrersation^  the  Jesuit  told  us  a  legend  concerning 
Si  Snud|  which  he  had  lately  learned  from  the  MSS..  of  lin  old 
bicfther  of  hia  order.  It  related  to  the  adyentures  of  his  saint, 
when  first  he  eame  thither  to  preach  among  the  Sclavi,  who  of 
•ki  inhabited  all  Holstein,  whicn  derives  its  name  from  holt,  an 
aacient  w^rd  for  a  forest,  the  whole  promontory  of  Chersonesu§ 
()imbrica  lieing  then  covered  by  dense  woods  of  pine  and  beech« 
extending  from  the  Baltic  to  the  Western  Sea. 

MarveUing  sorely  at  the  wildness  of  the  country  and  iti^ 
ifihabitatitSj  Sti  £nud  came  to  a  place  where  there  was  a  little 
green  valley  between  two  hills,  which  were  covered  to  their  sum- 
mits by  tomgdi  and  there  a  little  figure  suddenly  approached 
km. 

Unlike  the  painted  Sclavi,  who  were  naked*  or  clad  only  in 
the  skins  of  bears,  and  armed  with  bows  and  spears  of  fiint,  tlie 
nannikiB  wore  a  grey  doublet  with  large  horn  buttons,  and  an 
enormons  red  cap*  which  was  nearl^r  three  feet  in  diameter, 
Plough  be  was  barely  two  feet  in  height.  He  had  a  large  and 
solemn  visage,  a  long  hooked  nose,  a  back  with  a  prodigious 

timp)  and  a  heavy  naudch }  he  carried  a  fiute  about  twice  the 
agth  of  himseiil  wnereon  lie  began  to  nlay  melodiously  at  the 
l^proaeh  of  iJ^e  saint,  who,  on  hearing  tne  music,  felt  uis  feet 
haynfp*^  to  trip  I  and  hid  he  not  signed  the  cross  in  timp 
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nathless  his  sacred  character,  his  palmer's  gown  which  had  lain 
for  a  time  in  the  holy  sepulchre,  nis  staff  whic^  had  been  cot 
on  Mount  Calvary,  and  his  escallop  irom  the  shores  of  GralQee 
(for  St.  Knud  had  just  returned  from  Jerusalem),  he  would  h&To 
been  compelled  to  dance,  like  ail  who  heard  the  fairy  music  of 
this  ffcotew^ne  little  gnome,  who  was  king  and  liege  lord  of  all 
the  Trolds  m  Denmark. 

On  beholding  the  sign  of  the  cross,  the  Trold  stamped  his  little 
foot  with  rage,  and  broke  his  immense  flute  into  a  hundred 
pieces,  all  of  which  vanished  with  a  shrill  sound. 

"By  that  sign,  I  know  thou  shalt  conquer!"  said  the  imp, 
passionately. 

"  Who  art  thou  that  knowest  thisP"  asked  St.  Knud. 

"  I  am  called  Skynde,  king  of  the  Trolds,"  said  the  mannikin, 
imder  his  enormous  mustaches,  which,  with  his  beard,  resembled 
a  frozen  waterfall,  "and  I  am  come  to  meet  thee  in  the  name 
of  all  the  underground  people,  whom  thy  coming  hath  alarmed; 
and  we  hope  to  sign  a  peace  or  truce  with  thee,  that  we  may  not 
be  driven  out  of  tnis  pleasant  land,  where  we  have  dwelt  since 
the  waters  of  the  flood  subsided,  and  permitted  us  to  crawl  oat 
of  the  crannies  of  the  great  ark — ^yea,  ages  before  the  days  of 
Dan,  son  of  Humble — ages  before  the  Cimbri,  the  Groths,  or  the 
Jutes  had  a  name,  or  came  beyond  the  green  rampart  of  the 
Danesvark.  We  are  kind  and  benevolent  to  all  who  do  sot 
molest  us ;  but  savage  and  revengeful  to  those  who  do.  Your 
Maker  is  also  ours,  S)r  when  he  created  men,  he  also  made  the 
happier  little  Trolds,  and  a  thousand  other  spirits  which  sucli 
gross  eyes  as  thine  cannot  see ;  but  if  thou  wilt  pray  to  this 
good  Master  for  us — but  not  against  us — we  will  never  molest 
Siee,  nor  thy  servants,  nor  followers,  even  unto  the  end  of 
time." 

Then  the  saint  promised  that  he  would  pray  every  day  for  the 
little  Trolds  of  the  land  ;  and  thereupon  King  Skyude  threw  up 
his  red  cap  with  joy,  and  again  stamped  with  his  feet.  Then 
two  little  imps,  each  about  a  foot  in  height,  bare-armed  and 
bare-legged,  with  leathern  aprons,  and  beards  descending  to  their 
knees,  and  all  begrimed  with  smoke  and  dust  (for  they  had 
just  ascended  from  some  fairy  forge  far  down  in  the  bowels  of 
the  earth),  appealed,  bearing  between  them  a  large  goblet  of  gold, 
and,  staggering  under  its  weight,  with  their  leathern  aprons  they 
gave  a  last  polish  to  the  magnificent  chasings  which  adorned  it} 
and,  scrambui]^  down  a  mole-track,  disappeared. 

"  Brother  Knud,"  said  the  elfin  king,  with  grave  majesty,  tf 
he  placed  his  hand  upon  the  edge  of  the  cup,  which  was  higbtf 
than  his  girdle,  "  take  this  goblet ;  it  is  one  of  thousands  made 
by  my  smiths;  keep  it  for  the  first  ohorch  you  build  in  Holstejoi 
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ind  rest  assured,  while  it  remains  in  the  land  of  the  Sclavi,  thy 
[ood  people  shall  never  be  molested  by  the  Trolds." 

"This  cup,"  continued  the  priest,  "or  one  said  to  be  it,  is 
till  shown  in  the  convent  of  St.  Knud  at  Eckernfiord ;  and, 
rhether  it  be  the  fairy  goblet  or  not,  we  must  acknowledge  that 
lever  did  mortal  hands  frame  a  more  magnificent  chalice." 

Father  Ignatius  had  just  reached  this  point  in  his  story, 
rhen,  as  we  passed  Kiel  on  our  left,  his  eye  ooserved  the  human 
ignre  stiil  dandling  from  the  lofty  spire,  with  the  crows  flying 
a  circles  round  it.  With  some  asperity,  he  asked  the  count 
fhat  this  displajT  meant ;  and  Koeningheim,  who  long  before  this 
lad  recovered  his  equanimity  of  mind  and  calm  intrepidity  of 
nanner,  replied  briefly — 

"A  Dane,  whom  we  strung  up  as  you  see,  for  guiding  a  night 
ittack." 

The  priest  expressed  great  indignation  at  this  unnecessary 
)arbarity. 

"Count,  count!"  said  he,  "I  could  have  expected  better 
iings  from  you." 

"  Nay,  good  father,"  he  replied,  "  do  not  chide  me  for  this. 
Condemned-  by  a  court-martial,  the  man  was  hanged  by  our 
W)708t,  who  may  have  exceeded  his  duty  by  hanging  him  higher 
ihan  usual.  But  you  may  order  him  to  be  interred  the  moment 
rou  enter  Kiel." 

Saying  that  such  ferocities  disgraced  the  armies  of  the  Empire, 
^e  priest  bade  us  adieu,  and,  whipping  up  his  mule,  turned  off 
^wards  Kiel,  and  his  tall  figure  was  long  visible  as  he  threaded 
las  way  between  the  neglected  fields ;  for  the  poor  Holsteiners, 
being  doubtful  who  might  reap,  were  omitting  to  till  or  sow 
^eir  fertile  land  in  many  places. 

Had  he  continued  with  us,  the  priest  would  have  had  fresh 
ansa  for  indignation;  for  when  with  our  four  dragoons  we 
mtered  Lytjenbiirg,  which  a  regiment  of  Imperialists  had  just 
quitted,  we  found  one  of  the  magistrates  hangmg  by  the  necK  in 
m  market-place.  Here,  as  elsewhere  in  H^lstein,  there  stood 
I  bronze  figure  of  Justice,  having  a  sword  in  one  hand,  with  a 
K^  in  the  other ;  and,  to  a  hand  of  this  figure,  a  lieutenant- 
wlonel  of  Tilly's  Croatian  horse  had  appended  the  burgomaster 
Tor  some  real  or  imaginary  insult. 

Notwithstanding  the  rage  and  horror  this  had  excited  among 
tHe  people,  Koeningheim,  who  was  a  daring  and  reckless  fellow, 
fode  right  through  the  town  (which  is  one  of  the  most  ancient 
in  the  duchy),  and  halted  at  the  door  of  an  inn  which  bore  the 
sign  of  Wildbrat,  the  famous  dog  of  Christian  I.,  which  proved 
i&ore  fiiithfulthan  all  the  king's  courtiers,  and  thus  gave  a  name 
and  motto  to  the  noblest  of  Panish  orders.  Dinner  was  ordered* 
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and  promptl7  served  tip,  with  the  best  of  Bhenish,  Neckai,  and 
jtfoselle,  the  former  being  nearly  tiinety  j^&ts  old  ftt  l^adt,  so  it 
WAS  averred  b^  the  host,  who  had  not  the  le&dt  ided  that  he  Trad 
ever  to  be  paid  for  the  good  cheet  he  was'  pfovidiflg.  In  that, 
however,  he  was  mistaken,  for  Sodningheim — an  hotiotrabb 
soldier  of  fortune — ^paid  like  a  prince ;  aiid,  after  givifig  refresh- 
mants  to  the  four  dragoons  who  had  kept  ^ua^d  ait  thtf  Apor,  n 
affiiin  set  forth,  and,  just  as  darkness  was  dosing,  cattte  in  si^ 
of  ICing  Christian's  outposts  by  the  EjelerfiSrd. 

The  sun  had  set,  enveloped  in  clouds ;  thef  e  W&s  tx^  tiiooii 
visible ;  the  coldjgrey  sky  had  gradually  become  dft  inky  black 
one,  and  the  leveFshore  with  its  bordering  woods  was  snroudcd 
in  dusky  obscurity ;  but  within  cannon-shot  of  it  the  Danish  fleet 
were  lymg  at  ancnor.  One  mile  from  the  shore,  on  advantageous 
ground,  the  king  had  formed  a  strong  redoubt,  banked  tip  ^rith 
earth  and  palisaaes,  mounted  with  cannon,  and  garrisonea  by  a 
thousand  men  under  his  own  immediate  orders.  These  tnen 
consisted' of  my  own  regiment  and  three  companies  of  l)utcb. 
His  fleet  protected  them  on  the  seaward,  and  thei^  cannon  and 
situation  on  a  hillock  rendered  it  inaccessible  from  the  landwafi 
On  the  road  to  Kiel,  and  in  other  directions,  hd  had  ported  out- 
guards,  and  perdues  were  scattered  beyond  thetti.* 

I'rom  the  Summit  of  a  knoll  over  wnich  the  roadWAJ-  wound, 
and  between  two  thickets  of  trees,  which,  together  with  the  dark- 
ness of  the  nieht,  completely  concealed  us,  we  could  distinctly 
perceive,  far  (fown  in  the  hollow,  between  us  and  the  tedoubt,  a 
guard  of  soldiers  bivouacked  round  a  watch-fire. 

Thanking  !^oeuingheim  for  his  kind  escort,  icnd  etpressing 
regret  that  I  did  not  possess  even  a  tester  to  give  his  cWgoons, 
that  they  might  have  a  can  of  Bostock  beer  on  their  teturn,  I 
now  begged  that  he  would  leave  me,  being  so  near  my  comrades 
that  I  could  reach  them  in  perfect  safety,  while  to  him  the 
vicinity  was  full  of  peril.  He  assented  tO  this,  and,  after  looking 
at  the  outpost  through  his  Galileo  glass,  handed  it  ie  tne,  and  I 
was  glad  w  perceive  by  it  that  the  Soldiers  around  &9  wateb- 
fire  belonged  to  my  own  regiment. 

By  the  red  glow  which  the  blazing  fire  shed  6n  t&e  greeO 
trees  of  an  adjacent  wood,  and  the  graSsy  meadotF  beyond,  I 
could  perceive  my  brave  comrades  stanaing  In  gfonpS,  vitli 
their  steel  accoutrements  glittering,  of  rol^d  in  theii*  tartan 
plaids,  and  resting  on  the  sward  between  their  piles  of  arms; 
while  far  in  front,  upon  the  roadway,  wete  two  advanced  sentinels, 
istanding  motionless  and  still  as  they  leaned  against  their  pike^ 
the  points  of  which  glittered  like  ied  sta^s  in  the  light  of  tbe 
wavering  fire, 

"  JTow  farewell,  Kceningheim,*'  said  1,  dismounting,  find  titoi' 
•  Oat-pioqnetfl^  with  advanced  aentinelf . 
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1^  ilMf  bridle  of  the  hone  I  had  ridden  to  one  of  the  dregoone 
far  it  bclloBged  to  &e  GerBum  cavalry) :  "  on  foot  1  can  reach 
he  outpost.  Bemember  to  perform  aU  jOa  have  promised  fO!if 
he  rescue  of  onr  poor  Gabrieile,  and  thua  complete  the  kindneaa 
if  a  day  which  I  shall  never  forget." 

"  By  the  way^"  said  he, ''  did  yon  not  tell  me  that  yon  Wei^ 
riihoat  money  F  My  parse  is  at  yont  service.  Take  it.  Captain 
ioUo,  for  one'  eazmot  have  too  much  of  that  ware." 

I  was  about  to  decline,  when  a  soimd  that  eatn^  Irom  the 
ihiok  imderwood  which  surrounded  the  knoll,  made  us  pause. 
S!<Eilingheim  stooted  his  head  to  listed,  aad  the  four  €herman 
roopers  hkiW  the  rases  of  their  musketoons. 

**  A  passing  wind  has  rustled  the  branches/'  said  jEcBaingheim, 
horiening  hid  reins. 

"Nay,"  said  I,  whose  Highland  ear  had  been  nractised  in  mf 
lative  forests  to  ^verr  oteual  sound ;  "  it  T^as  tne  footsteps  of 
aen — for  I  heard  the  cfaokle  of  decayed  wood  and  withered 

"  Then  we  itre  too  long  here/'  replied  SLeeningheim^  Wrmgine 
Dy  hand  with  honest  warmth ;  "  farewell  l-^I  will  ^emeiliber  W 
'ou  have  said,  and*  all  you  wish." 

"  Beady  /"  cried  a  voice  itmong  the  trees  %  '*  gtUrd  ^a&fi^— 
»e8ent-»"^Tc  fire  1" 

"  Gifiristi  Creute  1"  cried  Soeininghebii«  as  a  volley  of  six 
Duskets  streaked  with  red  fire  the  daek  bosom  of  the  coppicd^ 
lad,  stniok  by  six  deadly  shots,  the  cotmt  and  his  four  Gennan 
Ir&goons  fell  neavily  on  the  turf,  while  their  afirighfed  horsea 
bshed  down  the  knoll  and  disappeai^ed.  Otie  dragged  his  rider 
I  considerable  way.  Then  I  heard  ti  wild  Highland  atrdigh,  and 
[ergeant  Diarmed  Macgillvray  of  Drumnaglas,  irith  a  patrol  of 
k  musketeers,  surrounded  me. 

I  cffiiinot  esprefis  the  grief  and  indignation  this  oeeurrenee 
tcited  within  me.  With  my  own  hand  I  eodld  httve  slain 
)rum]iagla8|  had  he  not  given  me  a  #arm  embrace,  aild  welcome 
ack — as  he  said — to  life  and  liberty ;  and  had  I  fiot  been  aware 
hat  he  mistook  the  count's  escort  for  a  reconnoitring  lAuty  or 
atrol  of  the  Imperialists,  with  a  Scottish  prisoner  whom  it  waif 
is  duty  to  free;  and^  #ith  the  most  perfect  Highland  sangfroid, 
e  turned  oveir  the  ahuii,  oae  after  the  othet,  and  shook  them, 
lying-— 

"  Tead-*tead  as  a  herring,  too— Got  pless  us ! " 

Thd  count  still  breathed,  but  a  ball  had  passed  through  his 
reast,  beating  into  the  wound  a  portion  of  his  cuirass  and  buff 
oat  i  that  he  suffered  the  most  elcruciating  agony.  But  as  I 
till  korped  he  iniffht  live^  I  desired  the  Highlander^  to  cross  thehr 
fital  muskets,  and,  with  their  pl&idB  laid  over  the.baikela^  to  •" 
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a  temporary  bier,  on  which  we  conveyed  him,  groaning  hearily 
and  bleeding  profusely,  to  the  out-guard,  where  M'ColL  of  that 
Ilk  commanded,  and  from  thence  to  the  sconce,  where  the  regi- 
ment received  me  as  one  who  had  indeed  returned  from  ti^e 
dead ;  for  Ian  and  all  the  officers  had  most  respectable  knots  of 
black  crape  on  their  sword-hilts  and  left  arms,  m  honour  of  my 
memory.  Even  the  standard-poles  had  the  same  grim  livery, 
which  was  very  gratifying  to  me,  as  men  hare  seldom  an  oppor* 
tunity  of  beholding  the  respect  paid  to  their  memory  when 
defunct. 

"  Tell  me,  Ian,"  said  I,  when  the  congratulations  had  a  little 
subsided,  **  has  Ernestine  heard  the  rumour  of  my  death?" 

*'  She  believes  you  to  be  a  prisoner  in  Kiel." 

**  And  these  confounded  badges  of  crape — ^for  whom  does  she 
believe  they  are  worn?" 

"  For  the  Duke  of  Pomerania,  as  I  told  her." 

"  Bat  old  Bagislaus  lY.  is  not  dead." 

"  It  matters  not — his  name  was  the  first  that  occurred  to  me." 

"  Ah !  pray,  Ian,  go — or  send  some  one  to  say  that  I  am  safe 
"-that  I  am  here,  and  in  a  few  minutes  will  be  by  her  side." 

" Dioul !  why  not  go  yourself?" 

**  I  dread  the  excess  of  joy " 

"  Excess  of  joy  never  killed  any  one,  whatever  excess  of  grief 
may  do.  Ah !  if  you  only  loved  yourself  half  so  well  as  you  love 
this  dark-eyed  woman " 

"  Or  as  you  love  Moina,"  retorted  I;  for  Lm,  though  he  reaHj 
admired  Ernestine,  and  considered  it  a  duty  to  love  her  as  hi 
own  kinswonum,  had  never  been  altogether  able  to  overcome  his 
first  prejudices  against  her  foreign  tamt,  as  he  called  her  Gennaa  I 
accent  and  her  Spanish  blood. 

**  Moina  dwells  by  Kilchiuman,"  said  he,  "  and  her  eyes  have 
never  looked  on  other  hills  than  those  whose  shadows  darken  the 
waters  of  the  Oich  and  Garry.  Moina  is  a  daughter  of  the  old 
race;  she  has  no  foreign  blood  in  her  veins,  or  strange  aocents 
on  her  tongue." 

"  But  Ernestine  is  your  natural-bom  kinswoman,  and  Moina 
is  not" 

"My  kinswoman! — ^weU,  so  she  is — blood  is  warmer  than 
water,  and  by  the  Cairn  na  cuimihne!"  said  he,  tossing'  up  his 
bonnet,  "  I  would  march  to  the  cannon's  mouth  for  her;  bat  it 
is  a  devil  of  a  pity  her  mother  was  a  stranger — a  Spaniard." 

"Nay,  I  think  it  has  been  a. great  improvement  on  the  old 
Bollo  blood ;  for  I  am  sure  that  two  sucn  beautiful  dark  eyes 
were  never  seen  in  the  old  tower  at  Cromartie ;  but  while  we 
chatter  here  like  a  couple  of  pyets,  poor  KoBningheim  is  enduring, 
I  fear  me,  the  agonies  of  death." 
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CHAPTEK  LXIV. 

THE    DYING     80LDIES. 

iHE  count  had  been  convejred  on  board  of  the  Anna  Catharina, 
rhere  Dr.  Pennicuik  examined  his  wound,  and  at  once  declared 
im  to  be  past  all  recovery. 

As  I  have  much  to  relate,  instead  of  impertinently  thrusting 
ny  more  love  scenes  before  the  reader,  I  must  beseech  him  or 
ler  to  imagine  all  my  meeting  with  Erniestine,  and  to  believe 
hat  the  keen  sense  of  joy  which  the  poor  girl  experienced  on 
leholding  me  aeain,  was  considerably  abated  and  tempered  by 
be  terrible  pli^t  in  which  her  father's  oldest  and  best  friend 
fas  brought  on  board  of  the  king's  ship. 

Phadrig  knocked  at  the  cabin  door,  and  with  the  most  soldier- 
ike  unconcern  annoimced  that  the  count  was  dying,  and  required 
ay  presence.  Ernestine  burst  into  tears,  and  threw  herself  upon 
ipr  knees  to  pray,  while  I  hurried  aJong  the  lower  deck  (break- 
Qg  my  shins  against  stray  shot,  coils  of  rope,  and  buckets  of 
radding)  to  reach  the  poor  and  comfortless  berth,  in  which  one 
if  the  bravest  spirits  that  ever  endued  with  life  a  Scottish  breast 
ras  hovering  between  Eternity  and  Time. 

As  I  went  into  the  little  cabin,  the  doctor  was  coming  softly 
ind  slowly  out,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  could  do  no  more, 
lis  sleeves  were  tucked  up,  and  his  hands  were  covered  with 
»lood. 

"  Doctor ! "  siud  I ;  he  shook  his  head,  and  passed  on. 

Swinging  by  a  rusty  chain  from  a  beam  of  the  main  deck,  an 
ron  lamp  lighted  the  scene  I  am  about  to  describe.  Its  smoky 
nd  sickly  radiance  shed  a  wavering  and  yellow  gloom  on  the 
loping  walls  of  dark  Memel  wood,  me  strong  transverse  beams, 
he  knotty  planks,  and  iron  bolts  of  the  ship ;  on  the  brass  cul- 
enns,  which  were  kid  alongside  the  closed  ports,  the  rammers, 
ponges,  and  other  et  cetera,  beside  them ;  and  on  the  poor  pallet 
pread  on  the  cabin  floor,  whereon  lay  Koeningheim,  breathing 
eavily ;  his  features  ghastlv,  and  sharpened  by  pain  and  loss  of 
lood,  and  contrasting  by  tneir  pallor  with  the  blackness  of  his 
lustaches  and  hair,  the  long  cavalier  locks  of  which  were 
Battered  over  the  pillow  like  those  of  a  girl.  His  eyes  were 
losed.  His  fine  manly  neck  and  breast  were  bare,  save  where 
lie  latter  was  crossed  by  a  bandage,  from  beneath  which  the 
lood  was  oozing. 

Several  officers  were  standing  near;  Danes  in  red  dresses; 
hitchmen  in  vellow ;  and  two  of  ours — these  were  Kildon  and 
^craigie,  who  were  as  soldier-like  as  their  weatherbeaten 
isages^  grmled  beards,  and  picturesque  costume—steel  cuirasses 
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and  buff  coats  laced  wi^U  iilFe|^^HSould  make  them.  They  feiooi 
placidly  waiting  until  tlie  ^oor  Scoto-Imperialist  should  die. 

Thouffh  I  trod  lightly,  his  ear  detectea  (lie  sound  as  I  entered 
9nd  knelt  down  by  his  side. 

"Ah!"  said  he,  opening  his  eyes;  "it  is  you — ^I  haj  ilo^ 
forgotten :  but  for  tnis  exquisite  agony  I  could  imagii)£  that  s 
sleep  was  coming  over  m^.  It  is  the  sleep,  BqUo— (b^  drovef 
jileep— pf  4eath  V' 

J  took  his  hand  Ia  vme ;  al^ !  U>  wb»  cold  and  cj^mffiy. 

"  Count  Koeningheim,  you  wished  to  speak  with  jf^eJ' 

"  I  have  something  to  tell  you,"  said  hje  j  "  sgn^ething  wiwi 
I  do  not  wish  pthers  w  hear." 

I  looked  at  Xildon  and  the  group  who  stood  with  hxtXLi  tb^ 
imoxediately  retired  on  tiptoe^  md  closed  the  c^in  door.  I  wu 
leflb  alone  with  the  dying  man,  who  seemjed  to  be  coosideraUj 
relieved  by  their  absence,  and  said-r- 

*^  I  will  see  them  all  once  n^ore ;  btit  giv^  me  ih^  ji^up  9^^^* 
the  wine-and-water — thank  you." 

The  drausht  revived  him,  and  he  said  with  4  bitten  snuk— 
^  "  After  ail  my  %hting  and  9II  m^  battles,  I  4io  in  my  bed, 
like  other  people." 

*'  Scareely,  JBusAingheim,  with  th^t  frightful  wom^" 

**  I  was  not  always,  9s  you  may  suppoise,  Albert  Count  of 
Kceningheim,"  said  he,  with  an  effort,  and  a  yoi^  that  ^ewbled. 
"At  home,  in  that  dear  land  I  never  more  shall  see,  I  waa  bat 
Habbie  Cunninghaine  of  the  Boortree-ha?^,  a  nax^iA  ^^^ 
inany  \n  the  north  of  Scotland  must  remember — ^b^t,  s}as !  Tith 
abhorrence  and  reprobation.  Tet,  if  yoii  knew  aU,  yoia  wooU 
pity  me." 

fie  paused,  and  seemed  to  be  gathering  his  thoughts ;  ani  tf 
lie  did  so,  an  expression  of  dark  despair  and  ago^y  stole  over  W 
beautiful  face — ^ibr  it  1009  beautiful  m  its  si^prem^  uMinlinesQ' 

"  You  may  know  what  it  is  to  feel  love,  aAd  I  have  felt  it,  tM 
^— and  rage  and  hatred ;  but  you  can  never  have  knowA  what  it 
is  to  feel,  as  I  now  do,  the  horrors  of  remorse.  Oh,  may  joa 
^ever,  never  know  it !"  He  grasped  my  hand  iC0ny4l8ivel7,  M 
fixed  upon  me  his  dark  and  ^igonized  eyes.  "J.  would  rathex 
wish  that  even  my  worst  enemy  should  die,  th^  do  as  I  ha^.^ 

done — a^d  endure  what  I  have  endured! Never  until 

this  ho^r  have  I  told  my  secret  to  any  o^e ;  it  has  beep  locked 
in  my  own  breast.  I  have  had  none  to  whom  I  could  cqhUa 
tA,  or  in  whose  presence  I  might  without  shiame  shed  a  tear. 
Xiaughter,  sleep,  drunkenness,  the  bottle,  anything  w^  w^Icom^ 
that  would  make  me  forget  myself;  for  to  be  iij.  sohtude— to  bj 
left  for  one  moment  to  reflection — was  to  be  in — ^horror!  m 
thus  for  thirty  years  I  have  borne  grief,  rankling  like  a  poifloned 
arrow  in  my  heart." 
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"Can  iJife  he  the  lion-hearted  soldier  of  Uie  Empire  J** 
ihoQ^ht  I. 

'^  I  am  a  ijiurderer-^I  ta^e  been  an  assassin !"  said  he,  in  a  lov 
ind  terrible  whisper ;  *'  do  yon  not  shrink  from  me  P"  His  ey.e$ 
llosed,  for  they  were  fall  of  tears,  and  thus  he  did  not  see  the 
itartled  expression  of  my  face.  "  Tears — tears !  oh,  that  jtjiey 
fell  on  her  grave !  but  do  not  shrink  from  me,"  he  eontinuea. 
'  (I  feel  your  hand  relaxing.)  I  deserve  your  pity  raithey 
han  your  scorn.  Ah,  yes ! — ^if  you  knew  all — ^if  you  only  kixeir 
ill!  I  have  been  bad — ^I  have  been  passionate — ^wilfulr— obstinati 
Hmperionsi  but  not  for  many  a  long,  long  year." 

"  Do  not,  I  beseech  you^  add  to  the  agonies  of  the  present,  by 
recalling  the  bitterness  of  the  past." 

He  was  sinking  rapidly ;  the  slow,  heavy,  and  painful  effort  of 
espiration  increased ;  his  lower  jaw  quivered  at  times,  and  then 
lis  eye  remained  fixed,  even  when  he  was  addressing  me. 
^ever,  but  in  the  eyes  of  the  dying,  is  that  wild,  imploring, 
ind  nnearthly  glance  visible.  They  seemed  larger  than  usual; 
tnghter  and  more  glistening.  On  closer  examination,  I  was 
nrprised  to  find  that,  since  the  shot  had  struck  him,  he  looked 
nnch  older.  Since  yesterday  his  hair  had  actually  become 
jriz:^ed|  and  bis  whole  aspect  was  that  of  a  man  bordering  on 
my  years  of  age. 

"  LB  it  not  strange,^  said  he,  "  that  all  the  old  Scottish  prareif 
ay  poor  mother  taught  me  when  a  child — prayers  which  I  navp 
lever  remembered  since — are  crowding  on  my  mind  to-nighfc 
ind  hovering  on  my  tongue,  with  many  of  her  pious  and  jsimple 
houghts,  just  as  if  her  voice  had  uttered  them  yesterday,  jthough 
ke  Sowers  of  thirty  summers  have  bloomed  upon  her  grave  f 
Fhose  prayers,  to  me  so  meaningless  when  I  was  ai&ee  an  xoilfiC 
Qtt  fina  a  terrible  echo  in  my  heart  to-night — —" 

"  Sensibility,"  said  he,  after  a  long  pause,  "  is  oftjsn  a  aonr^p^ 
f  the  deepest  unhappiness.  I  have  eaten  and  drunken ;  I  IminB 
nng  and  roistered  among  my  comrades — and  that  pajssed  for 
%irtk,  for  they  knew  not  my  inner  heart,  and  the  source  of  aecvet 
orrow  within  me.  I  have  often  been  glad  to  escape  from  present 
honght  hj  rushing  into  revehy,  leaving  to  the  futuiie  thoae 
Dental  reproaches  that  revel  was  sure  to  cost  me.  ,  .  .  .  I  c^ 
low  look  oack  with  pity  and  contempt  on  that  devil-mjiy-cai^ 
xterior,  which  threw  a  thin  veil  over  my  remorse." 

He  paused  frequently,  and  his  voice  sometimes  died  away; 
mt  the  night  wind,  which  blew  through  a  chink  of  an  adjacej(t 
;unport,  reanimated  him  from  time  to  time. 

''  Oh !  in  an  hour  like  this,  how  awful  it  seems  to  see  behind 
Qe  the  remembrance  of  a  life  misspent,  and  before  me  the  dim 
nd  ibadowy  future— the  horrors-*the  ages^tiie  uncounted  age' 
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of  eternity !  Oh,  yea !"  he  continued,  in  a  voice  that  waawealer, 
and  broken  by  many  a  conyalsiire  sob;  "the  assninptionofa 
reckless  military  character  humiliated  me.  Ernestine — poor 
Ernestine !  when  I  am  no  more,  and  she  has  read  these  papers, 
will  see  how  unworthy  I  hare  been  of  the  honour  her  good  father 
intended  for  me." 

With  hands  that  trembled,  and  frequently  failed  ia  their  office, 
he  drew  from  his  breast  a  small  horn  case  about  three  inches 
square.  It  was  suspended  to  his  neck  by  a  slender  chain  of 
steel ;  and,  opening  it,  he  showed  me  that  it  was  a  book,  contain- 
ing some  thirty -fire  or  forty  pages,  closely  filled  with  writing  ia 
a  small  and  distinct  hand. 

"  Take  this,"  said  he ;  "it  is  the  story — ^the  sad  secret— of  my 
life.  It  is,  moreorer,  a  memorandum  of  all  I  possess,  which  I 
leave  equally  between  Ernestine  and  Gabrielle.  I  have  thrw 
estates,  two  in  poor  old  Scotland  (the  best  blessings  of  Grod  and 
Saint  Andrew  be  on  it !) ;  I  have  a  third  at  Vienna ;  but  I  am 
the  last  of  my  race,  and  have  left  these  girls,  whom  I  have  loved 
as  sisters— aU— everything ! " 

He  gave  me  the  volume,  which  was  stained  with  his  blood 
(and  had  been  braised  by  the  death-shot  in  its  passage  througii 
his  breast),  and  then  sank  back  exhausted.  A  violent  shivenD^ 
passed  over  his  features ;  I  thought  he  was  about  to  expire,  and 
was  hurrying  to  summon  aid,  when  he  rallied,  and  again  begged 
(what  he  had  thrice  before  implored)  that  a  Catholic  clergymao 
might  be  brought  to  him ;  but  there  waB  no  such  person  to  be 
found  either  on  board  the  Anna  Catharina,  or  within  cannon-shot 
of  the  Danish  posts.  This  was  a  source  of  terrible  auction  to 
poor  Koeningheim,  who  belonged  to  the  ancient  faith ;  and  bis 
moans  of  mental  agony  were  greater  than  those  conduced  bj  the 
pain  of  his  wound. 

After  being  informed  by  the  weeping  Ernestine  that  all  hop^ 
of  obtaining  a  priest  was  over,  he  never  spoke  again,  but  expire 
just  as  the  ship's  bell  uttered  the  first  stroke  of  midnight. 

It  was  a  scene  that  I  shall  long  remember : — the  yellow  gleam 
of  the  murky  lamp  that  swung  from  the  deck  above ;  the  grici 
and  comfortless  cabin,  with  its  starboard  cannon;  the  blood- 
stained pallet,  and  the  grim  corpse  that  lay  upon  it,  stiffening 
into  the  cold,  white,  and  marble  rigidity  of  death.  No  near  or 
dear  hand  was  there  to  do  the  last  act  of  kindness,  so  his  eyes 
were  closed  by  me.  On  her  knees  near  the  pallet  was  Eme8tine,| 
in  tears  and  nrayer — ^young,  beautiful,  and  with  many  year* 
before  her ;  wnile  the  remains  of  that  gallant  and  noble,  bo' 
unhappy  and  remorse-stricken  man,  were  now  only  a  breathless 
piece  or  clay. 

To  drawErnestine  away  from  this  sad  scene ;  to  occupy btf 
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nd ;  to  gratify  my  own  anxiety  and  cariosity  to  learn  the  story 
poor  Koeningheim,  that  crime — the  terrible  memory  of  which 
a  haunted  him  through  life,  which  had  clouded  the  brilliancy 
his  achievements  and  the  splendour  of  his  rank,  shedding  a 
rror  and  a  bitterness  over  his  dying  hour — ^I  led  her  into  me 
eat  cabin,  which  the  royal  kindness  of  Christian  had  surrendered 
her  use;  and  there,  after  the  pause  of  an  hour  or  so,  we 
eunined  together  the  little  manuscript  book,  and  read  it  by 
ms ;  for  I  had  but  a  short  time  to  tarry,  as  honour  and  duty 
quired  that  I  should  repair  to  my  colours,  and  command  mf 
mpany  in  the  redoubt  upon  the  shore. 

Written  as  sudden  impulses  of  thought  inspired,  and  in  de- 
;hed  pieces,  but  written  with  the  faint  hope  that  it  might  fall 
to  the  hands  of  some  kind  comrade  or  pitymg  friend,  the  little 
eret  manuscript  of  Kooningheim  (or  Haloert  Cunninghame)  was 
rery  remarkaole— and  to  me  interesting — ^production ;  but  as 
e  story  mi^ht  seem  incoherent  as  he  narrated  it,  I  have  told  it 
TO  partly  in  my  own  way,  and  have  used  the  second  person* 
iereas  he  wrote  in  the  first.  The  chances  that  it  woula  never 
ive  met  a  human  eye,  were  as  a  hundred  to  one ;  for  it  might 
lye  been  plundered  from  him  on  some  field  of  battle  by  a  dead* 
npper,  or  have  been  buried  with  him  there ;  and  then  the  secret 
'his  life  would  have  been  hidden  with  him  in  his  bloody  and 
Jknown  grave. 

Much  that  he  relates  is  part  of  our  Scottish  history. 
His  account  of  the  battle  of  Glenhvat  is  among  the  most  suo- 
Qct  and  correct  I  have  seen ;  and,  to  preserve  the  unity  of  the 
ble,  I  have  placed  the  secret  history  of  the  count  in  the  Tenth 
ook  of  my  narrative,  instead  of  an  appendix,  as  I  first  intended, 

shows  the  terrible  circumstances  i)y  which  he  was  forced  to 
^  bis  native  country,  and  seek  service  and  shelter  in  foreign 
mies — ^and,  as  an  outlaw  and  outcast,  to  change  even  his  name, 
)t  some  of  the  many  Scotsmen  who,  as  soldiers  of  Fortime,  fol- 
ded the  great  princes  of  the  German  war,  might  discover  him» 
d  remember  tne  dark  blot  by  which,  in  a  fatal  moment  of 
eklessness  and  passion,  he  had  brought  ruin  and  dishonour  upon 

ancient  race  and  venerated  name* 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

COITNT  ECENINGHEIM's  STOKY — THB  IILT  OF  CTTLBLVINE. 

iw  kirkyards  in  Scotland  are  more  solemn  or  pleasing  in 
^t,  or  more  romantically  situated,  than  that  of  Logic,  wnich 
>  four  miles  from  the  river  Dee,  in  the  parish  of  Logie-colstaine, 
Aberdeenshire.    It  once  surroundedT  the  kirk  of  St.  Woloc» 

z 
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tiie  bisltop  and  odnfbssor ;  bat  every  restige  of  that  a&eitot  fini 
has  now  disappeared  from  the  little  mound  of  rich  holm-land 
ihat  rises  above  the  small  hills  and  broad  miiirfl  of  the  district, 
and  from  the  bosom  of  which  flows  a  miraculona  spring,  called 
tibe  Foldow,  which  yet  enjoys  a  hieh  reputation  among  ^ 
{>easantry,  for  the  cures  it  has  wrought  since  the  days  when  the 
good  bishop  blessed  it,  and  rested  from  his  pious  laboun  in 
Dtrathdon,  Salrenie,  and  Mar. 

On  the  holm  of  Logie  Kirk,  the  mouldering;  tombs,  tiie  (M 
headstones — green  with  moss,  or  half  sunk  amoii^  the  longdof- 
grass  and  broad-leaved  dockens — the  hedges,  that  in  summer  m 
white  with  blossoms  of  the  fragrant  hawthorn,  and  (me  old 
gnarled  yew,  are  all  indicative  of  its  being  an  ancient  burial- 
ground.  Here  and  there  a  broad  thrbchstonei  resting  on  (o^a 
stunted  balusters,  spotted  by  grey  liehens,  and  covered  witk 
letters  half  defkced  by  mischief  or  by  time,  yet  remain  to  indicate 
^here  some  vaUant  Knight  of  Cromat  or  Laird  of  the  Graiiocli 
are  lying ;  while  the  almost  flattened  mounds,  the  small  ronnii 
headstones  with  unpretending  and  unlettered  j&cmis,  taken 
perhaps  from  the  bed  of  the  adjacent  burn,  remain  to  sbow 
where  many  a  shepherd,  patient,  poor,  and  God-fearing,  and  maoT 
a  brave  forester  of  Culbieine,  who  hacked  aud  hewed,  burned  and 
#hot,  as  his  laird  or  leader  commanded  him ;  harnring  tiie  lands  of 
the  Gordons  to-day,  and  besieging  the  towers  of  the  Leslies  to- 
morrow— ^with  many  a  bien  bonnet  laird,  stem  in  tourposfe,  un- 
flinclung  as  Brutus,  and  true  to  Scotland's  kirk  ana  king— yea, 
true  as  the  steel  of  his  good  broadsword — are  mouldering,  (x 
have  mouldered  into  dust. 

Best  them,  God ! 

On  the  green  velvet  bank  which  slopes  up  from  a  little  trik- 
tary  of  the  Davinloch-*a  place  where  the  winter  grass  grotn 
rank,  but  where  the  white  daisies  spot  the  summer  turf— are  two 
long  gravestones  lying  side  by  side,  and  somewhat  apart  fromaii 
the  rest. 

They  cover  the  graves  of  two  lovers. 

Every  person  who  passes  through  Gromar  (as  that  part  d 
Aberdeenshire  is  named)  is  taken  to  see  them,  for  there  is  a  ^^ 
story  connected  with  them — a  story  which,  to  this  hour,  throwj 
an  occasional  dash  of  sentimentality  over  the  village  girls  m 
bonneted  ploughmen,  tod  which  was  long  the  theme  of  manj 
a  sad  and  many  a  dirge-like  song.  One  of  those  stones  wai 
inscribed  with  a  legend  which  I  cannot  give  here,  as  Koeniiig 
heim*s  handwriting  oecame  so  tremulous  as  to  be  illegible.  Oe 
the  other  is  carvea  a  Scottish  ;BWord,  with  i^  words : 

3|ilr  Xfifo  IXtnnfti  %9%U^-un$  loapra^iU  man. 
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^The  hittoiy  of  tkese  8eq[ae8tered  tombs,  is  the  histery  of 
!cBiu&gheiia's  misfortones  and  hiu  crime. 


tn  the  sixteenth  century,  nearly  the  whole  property  of  th# 
9w  Buppressed  parish  of  Ix^ie,  in  Mar,  belongea  to  two  families, 
le  Gordons  of  Colstaine,  and  the  Donaldsons  of  Culbleine — a 
ist  forest,  ^e  dwelling  of  the  former,  named  the  Moat  oi 
olstaine,  was  a  strong  square  fortalice,  surrounded  by  a  baira 
lean  wall,  which  stood  in  the  midst  of  a  morass,  not  far  front 
le  little  kirkyard  holm  which  I  have  just  described.  A  river 
low  shrunk  to  a  runnel)  washed  this  barbican  on  one  side ;  a 
et  ditch  defended  it  on  the  other. 

The  residence  of  the  Donaldsons  was  an  old  Scottish  manor- 
Ofuse  or  ^lace,  having  grated  windows  with  loopholed  sills, 
aulted  apartments,  and  turrets  at  the  angles.  It  stood  amonf 
Dme  fine  old  sycamores  and  oaks,  on  the  moorland ;  and  now  my 
Bsder'B  eye  may  rest  on  the  three  leading  features  of  the  parish 
f  Lo^e,  as  they  appeared  in  the  year  of  grace  1594;  the  grey 
Id  kirk  of  St.  Woloo,  with  its  graves  dotting  the  green  holm, 
»  buttressed  wall  begirt  with  hawthorn  hedges,  and  shaded  by 
^k  yew-trees,  where  the  gled  (^oked  by  day  and  the  owl 
creamed  hj  night  i  lower  down  on  the  waterside,  the  strong 
Dwer,  with  its  broad  chimneys  and  stone  roofs,  its  grated  case* 
lents  and  corbelled  rampart;  the  ^eat  duU-tree  before  its 
jste — an  ash  that  was  seldom  without  its  "  tassel,'*  in  the  shape 
f  a  thief  from  the  south,  or  a  Forbes  hun^  in  his  hoots,  as  tne 
|ood  people  phrased  it  then ;  the  old  baromal  manor  on  the  lea» 
lalf  hidden  among  dark  green  copsewood,  with  the  smoke  of  its 
;all  and  spence,  kitchen,  bake  and  brew  houses  ascending  into 
be  air. 

In  those  days,  the  minister  of  the  £irk,  the  gudeman  of  the 
Mace,  and  the  laird  of  the  Tower,  were  the  three  undoubted 
lignitaries  of  the  parish;  and  when  we  remember  that  it  was  an 
ge  when  the  mimster  was  (in  his  own  estimation)  a  greater  man 
ban  erer  Ciuvdinal  Beaton  dared  to  be;  when  the  gudeman 
itotiflht  four-and-eighty  horsemen,  "weel  boden  in  e£Peir  of 
rar,  to  the  sheriff's  quarteily  weaponshow ;  and  that  tbe  laird 
oarched  thrice  that  number,  and  had,  moreover,  the  power  of 
lending  half  the  country-side  to  pit  or  gallow8,-^it  must  be 
lUowed  that  the  power  of  these  three  potentates  in  1594,  was 
Dfinitely  greater  than  that  enjoyed  now  by  the  Premier  Duke 
)i  Scotland. 

Let  U8  go  back  twenty  years. 

In  the  year  1574,  when  our  story  op^ns,  the  family  at  tbe 
Cow«r  ooDsisM  of  the  Ladj  Hanone  cndherson,  »boyoffit« 
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or  six  years  of  age.  His  father  had  been  seized  by  one  of  those 
fits  of  wandering,  which  so  frequently  possessed  the  Scottbh 
noblesse  of  that  and  after  times ;  and,,  with  two  hundred  stout 
pikemen,  ho  had  joined  the'  Border  legion  of  Sir  Walter  Scott 
of  Buccleugh,  and  died  in  his  armour,  fighting — ^not  for  religion, 
as  the  laird,  honest  man !  cared  yerr  little  about  that,  bat  for 
honour  and  glory — on  the  walls  of  Namur.  Some  domestio 
quarrel — a  sudden  fit  of  spleen  at  his  lady — ^was  ur^ed  in  the 
parish  as  the  reason  of  his  departing  from  nis  quiet  httle  tower 
among  the  moors  of  Cromar,  to  fi^t  the  ferocious  Spaniards 
under  Ferdinand  of  Toledo  ;  for  thou^  Dame  Marjorie  was  i 
staunch  Catholic  (being  a  daughter  of  Halbert  Cunninghame,of 
the  Boortree-haugh,  in  Glencaim),  the  laird  had  heard  £nox 
preach  in  his  youth,  and  thought  he  was  a  Calyinist.  Thus  it 
was  a  dreich  and  doleful  day,  when  a  startled  servitor  of  the 
Tower  announced  in  the  mommg  that  a  branch  had  been  fonnd 
at  the  foot  of  the  dule-tree  which  oyershadowed  the  gate. 

•  Whenever  a  Gordon  of  Colstaine  died,  this  old  tree,  like  the 
oak  of  Dalhousie,  dropped  one  of  its  loftiest  branches. 

•  There  was  sore  mourning  in  the  solitary  tower,  for  by  that 
mysterious  warning  the  lady  knew  she  was  a  widow,  and  that 
the  father  of  her  little  boy  had  fallen,  fighting  against  her  faith 
and  the  creed  of  his  ancestors ;  but  for  many  a  month  no  certain 
tidings  came  from  that  land,  which  has  been  so  often  the  grare 
of  the  Scottish  soldier,  until  Jock  of  the  Cleugh,  a  pikenum  who 
had  followed  the  laird,  came  limping  up  to  the  barbican  gate^ 
with  a  light  purse  and  heavy  heart,  and  a  tattered  douhlet,  to 
tell  Lady  Marjorie  how  he  had  been  one  of  that  brave  Border 
band,  who  had  laid  her  husband  in  his  narrow  bed  before  the 
jgate  of  Sainte  Alban. 

Old  Jock  of  the  Cleu^h  went  no  further  than  the  Moat  of 
Colstaine ;  for  he  deposited  his  crutches  by  the  hall-fire,  and 
from  thenceforward  became  one  of  the  principal  personages  ia 
the  household,  though  he  spent  his  whole  time  in  drmkiog 
usquebaugh,  flourishing  his  stafi^,  and  rehearsing  tales  of  the 
laird's  prowess  and  his  own,  and  the  valiant  deeds  of  the  Scot* 
tish  Borderers,  the  bulwark  of  Flanders  and  terror  of  the 
Spaniards.  He  taught  the  stable-boys  many  a  point  of  farrieif 
they  had  never  known  before,  and  the  trencnermen  many  a 
trick  with  the  dice,  by  which,  however,  they  always  lost»  and  U 
always  won ;  but  he  showed  them  how  to  pick  the  lock  of  thf 
'butler's  pantry,  to  broach  wine-casks  without  drawing  the 
spigot ;  to  train  hawks,  and  to  tell  fortunes  on  cards ;  but  hit; 
principal  pupil  was  young  Halbert  Gordon,  the  son  and  heir  o( 
'^ms  umqunile  leader.  Fartakinj  less  of  his  mother's  gentle 
Mature  than  his  father's  lofty  spirit,  the.  boy  wna  frawaxa,  V^ 
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ionatOy  and  bold;  and  thus,  by  the  time  he  was  ten  years  of  a^e,. 
ock  of  the  Cleugh,  who  found  him  an  apt  scholar,  had  quite, 
ndtted  the. little  fellow  for  living  a  quiet  life,  or  adopting  & 
eaceable  ayocation. 

He  had  taught  him  to  ride  the  wildest  horses  in  the  barony 
ithout  bridle  or  saddle,  and  at  full  speed ;  he  had  taught  him 
>  handle  a  sword  twice  the  length  of  nimself,  and  to  discharge 

deadly  shot,  with  arblast  or  arquebuse — ^to  scour  armour, 
!iarpen  blades,  cast  buUets,  and  make  up  bandoliers  of  powder, 
tut  there  were  many  other  features  in  the  education  acquired 
x>m  this  wooden-legged  preceptor,  which  were  more  exception- 
ble ;  for  he  learned  to  dnnk  "  to  a  bluidy  war,"  in  a  tass  of 
Kw  usquebaugh,  without  once  winking ;  to  make  faces  at  Mr* 
owlar  during  sermon,  to  steal  his  apples,  and  shoot  his  hens ; 
3  "  cock  his  eye"  at  the  dairymaid,  and  swear  a  few  round  oaths 
I  High  Dutch  or  Low  Country  Spanish,  which  had  the  double 
dvantage.of  being  more  expressive  than  our  plain  Scottish,  and 
!88  expensive,  being  evasions  of  the  act  by  which  swearers  and 
anners  come  xmder  the  claws  of  the  kirk-session ;  in  short,  under 
be  tutelage  of  this  old,  one-legged  and  one-eyed,  red-visaged, 
lard-drinking,  swearing  and  storming  veteran  of  the  Flemish 
rars,  young  Halbert  Gordon  grew  up  a  little  desperado ;  and, 
s  he  increased  in  years,  his  ferocious  disposition,  and  dangerous 
kill  in  using  his  hands,  made  him  the  aversion  of  all  the  young 
lirds,  bis  companions,  and  a  source  of  secret  fear  to  all  the  little 
idies  in  the  neighbourhood. 

The  family  of  Donaldson  at  the  Forest,  consisted  also  of  a 
ridow,  whose  husband  had  left  her  with  one  daughter,  the 
leiress  of  the  old  manor  and  all  its  pertinents.  With  her  there 
Iso  dwelt  the  son  of  a  deceased  sister,  little  Kenneth  Logie,  a 
loor  and  penniless  orphan,  who  had  no  home  save  that  which  his 
ind  aunt  offered  him ;  for  his  father,  a  ruined  laird  of  Cromar, 
lad  fallen  in  a  raid  between  the  Earl  of  Mar  and  the  Forbeses. 

Isolated  as  those  widows  were  in  that  sequestered  district, 
bere  was  no  intercourse  between  them,  and  no  community  of 
eeling.  The  lady  of  the  Moat  was  a  strict  Catholic,  though  her 
nsband  had  fought  against  the  gory  banner  of  the  Casiigador 
i  Flanders.  In  her  girlhood,  she  had  heard  Abbot  Quentin 
[ennedy  preach ;  and  her  father  had  seen  the  body  of  the  great 
ardinal,  hung  naked  and  bleeding  from  the  battlements  of 
It.  Andrew's. 

The  lady  of  the  Forest,  the  widow  of  umquhile  John  Donald- 
on,  was  a  rigid  Calvinist,  and  looked  upon  all  Catholics  with  due 
(version — gave  the  lady  of  the  moated  Tower  the  utmost  possible 
pace  when  they  met  at  the  weaponshows,  the  burrow-town 
narket,  or  on  the  horseway,  lest  their  fardingales  should  touch ; 
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for  each  tboaght  there  traa  more  ihan  mortal  eontaminM^em  in  ihf 
person  of  the  other.  The  Calvinist  was  "a  heretic,  the  Catholie 
••an  idolater;"  and  yet  the  poor  for  thirty  miles  ronndwere 
wont  to  aver,  that  two  women  more  heneficent,  gentle-hearted, 
and  amiable,  within  their  own  domestic  circles,  than  the  ladies  of 
the  Tower  and  Forest,  could  not  be  found  in  the  kingdom  ol 
Scotland.  The  mischievous  fulminations  of  the  Aeverend  Maister 
Jowlar,  the  parish  pastor,  on  one  hand,  and  those  of  Fa^er 
Ogilvie  (a  wandering  priest  of  the  Scottish  mission),  on  the 
otner,  had  left  nothin^r  undone  to  foster  this  unhappy  itate  of 
}ocal  politics ;  and  their  adverse  advices  fanned  the  Sanies  of  dij- 
cord,  till  the  aversion  and  jealousy  of  the  two  brocaded  and  hi|;li* 
heeled  dames  extended  downward  through  all  their  dependant^' 
Thus  we  can  compare  the  two  estates  of  Colstaine  and  Culbleine 
oply  to  two  countries — a  Catholic  and  a  Protestant — ^in  a  state  of 
watchfulness,  and  prepared  for  instant  war.  Very  little  would 
have  brought  the  "  heretics  and  idolaters  "  to  hlowa ;  for  if  old 
Jock  of  the  Cleugh,  with  his  wooden  leg,  was  ready  te  idtanrt 
at  the  head  of  the  Catholics,  from  the  mosses  and  moorlands,  on 
One  side  ;  the  aged  butler  of  Culbleine,  who  had  shoiddered  s 
T)ike  in  1559,  and  lost  an  eve  at  the  memorable  iiege  of  Leith 
($ghting|  against  M.  d'Esse  BpainyilUers,  c(^onel-generaI  of  the 
jFrench  mfantry  in  the  service  of  the  Scottish  queen),  was  ready. 
on  the  other,  to  march  t^t  the  head  of  the  Calvinista.  TIiu> 
it  required  all  the  terror  of  the  sheriff  and  hi^  deputies  to  lee^ 
peace  in  the  parish  between  the  rival  powers.  But  there  were 
three  little  personages  in  this  community,  who,  fqr  a  time  at  leait, 
b^d  no  share  in  those  religious  heartburnings. 

These  were  the  little  heiress  of  the  Forest,  her  cousin,  Kenwtk 
liOgie,  and  Halbert  Gordon  of  the  Tower.  When  Lily  Doualdsos 
was  ten,  and  the  boys  two  years  older,  they  bad  frequently  ffi^ 
in  their  rambles,  and  by  meeting  became  playmates.  Little  1^'^f 
h.ad  bright  bhie  eyes,  and  fair  hair ;  she  was  light,  happy,  smiliDn- 
and  seemed  like  a  beautiful  fairy — though  there  never  was  a  fairy 
90  round,  90  uoisy,  and  so  Aill  of  fun  and  laughter.  But  SenDetn 
was  a  grave  and  quiet  boy^  with  a  mild  eye  and  gentle  voice,  % 
pale  aad  thoughtful  brow. 

01d  people  w^re  wont  to  t^  him  on  iiif  head,  and  say  hevf 
like  his  mother. 

Then  Kenneth  would  bend  his  calm  inquiring  eyes  on  Aeirt. 
f^id  wonder  what  like  this  mother  waa ;  for  he  haa  never  Icno^ 
a^y  other  parent  than  the  mother  of  LUy.  Though  their  chaD'^ 
companion,  Halbert  Q-ordon  (a  dark-eyed  and  blaok-haired  boj 
was  a  model  of  strength  and  health,  he  w^  neither  stronger  no.* 
Wealthier  than  ]^enneth,  but  was  more  rash«  proud,  passioiu^' 
and  resentful,  than  any  boy  in  Cromar ;  and,  ta  he  rose  in  7^ 
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tihose  troablesome  propensities  waxed  stronfr  within  him,  and 
grew  with  his  youth.  When  his  haughty  motner,  or  Jock  of  the 
Cleugh,  desired  him  to  finish  his  prayers  hy  a  malediction  on 
"all  ohstinate  heretics/'  he  always  made  a  mental  reservation  in 
favour  of  his  secret  friends  at  the  Forest — fair  Lily  Donaldson, 
and  her  quiet  cousin,  Kenneth  Logie. 

Now  it  happens  that  the  little  people  of  this  world  will  have 
iheir  little  loye-dreams,  as  well  as  those  who  consider  themselves 
men  and  women,  but  are  only  grown  children  after  all ;  and  thus 
a  secret  sympathy  expanded  in  the  hearts  of  little  Kenneth  and 
bis  pretty  cousin — 8>  sympathy  which  Lily's  mother  (who  loved 
her  deftd  sister's  ^on  as  if  he  were  her  own)  left:  nothinff 
ondone  to  fasten ;  and  it  strengthened  fast  this  charming  and 
childish  love. 

They  were  pver  together,  and  were  never  known  to  quarrel. 
In  that  lonely  pastoral  district,  all  their  amusements  and  objects 
were  centred  in  each  other  j  for,  save  the  dark,  sullen  boy  of 
the  moated  Tower,  they  knew  no  other  companion,  and  even  he 
was  knpwn  to  them  only  by  stealth. 

Kenneth  had  no  secrets  from  Lily,  and  Lily  knew  neither  wish 
nor  hope,  a  sorrow  or  a,  joy,  in  which  **  cousin  Kenneth  "  did  not 
participate.  They  seemea  to  have  but  one  heart  between  them. 
•the  garden  of  the  Place,  with  its  closely -clipped  and  gigantic  yew 
hedges  bordering  grass  walks  (in  the  Scoto-f  rench  fashion),  the 
fish-pond  a,nd  the  terraces,  were  the  boundaries  of  the  Eden 
they  inhabited. 

They  knew  of  no  land  that  lay  beyond  the  blue  hills  of  Strathi 
don,  which  seemed  to  them  the  verge  of  the  habitable  world. 
They  indulged  in  risions,  and  what  little  people  do  notP  Lily 
>aw  herself  a  great  lady  riding  on  a  white  palfrey,  whose  footclotn 
ewept  the  ground ;  Kenneth  saw  himself  the  provost  of  a  city— 
the  general  of  an  army — the  laird  of  a  noble  barony — a  belted 
earl,  addressing  the  three  estates  in  defence  of  the  church,  the 
laws,  and  liberties  of  Scotland.  These  airy  eastles  faded  away  at 
nightfall,  but  were  as  bnlllantly  rebuilt  in  a  thousand  happy  forma 
at  their  meetings  next  day.  Gfney  were  ever  together,  as  we  hav^ 
said ;  and  year  after  year,  as  it  passed  over  their  fair  young  brows, 
found  them  still  wreathed  with  smiles. 

The  old  lady  of  the  Forest  and  the  Lea,  when  she  saw  theis 
curly  heads  nestling  in  the  same  plaid,  would  often  bless  them, 
and  say, — 

"  My  puir  bairns,  ye  were  Just  made  for  ilk  ither." 

And  tne  old  servitors  of  the  Place  loved  to  call  them  thehr 
"  young  laird  and  leddy — man  and  wife,"  and  were  wont  to  foretell 
that  one  day  they  would  become  so. 

Then  the  httle  pair  looked  with  wonder  into  each  other's  br 
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eves*  marvelling  what  "man  and  wife"  meant^  but  Teaolving 
tnat,  whatever  it  did  mean,  they  would  not  and  could  not  love 
each  other  the  less,  or  be  less  happy  than  they  were ;  but  would 
Btill  hunt  bees  and  butterflies,  gather  hare  and  heather  bells,  and 
make  little  chapels  and  houses  in  the  green  haughs,  when  the 
hawthorn  bloomed  in  summer. 

The  round  of  their  pleasures  was  small,  and  the  little  cha^l- 
nathless  the  S«formation — ^was  still  a  favourite  amusement  with 
the  children  of  Scotland,  as  it  is  now  with  those  of  contdnental 
countries.  Thus,  a  mimic  altar  was  set  up,  with  a  crosB  and 
candles  thereon ;  a  circle  of  stones  formed  ite  precinct ;  Halbert 
Gordon  was  the  officiating  priest,  and  little  Lily  his  whole  coa- 
gregation,  and  ven^  devout  she  was  ;  but  without  the  circle  of 
this  baby  chapel  £.enneth  Logie  woiild  stand  doubtfully  aloof, 
for  his  aimt  and  grim  Master  Jowlar  had  taught  him  to  abhor 
such  things,  and,  less  compliant  than  the  gentle  Lily,  he  dreaded 
Catholicism  as  burned  children  dread  the  flre. 

The  banks  of  the  kirk-bum,  whose  ceaseless  waters  came  oat 
of  the  distant  woods,  and  whose  far-off  source  was  one  of  wonder 
to  their  infant  minds,  reflected  every  day  their  smiling  faces  u 
they  wove  fairy  caps  among  the  rushes,  or  set  fleets  of  blue-bells 
floating  down  its  current ;  but  the  bold  young  baron  of  the 
moated  Tower  led  them  elsewhere,  for  he  showed  Kenneth  where 
the  golden  eagle  and  the  dark  osprey  built  their  nests  in  the  per- 
pendicular rocks  of  Baud-kroskie ;  and  where  the  fierce  fiumart 
nursed  its  red  cubs  amon^  the  ivy-covered  holes,  daring  him  to 
climb,  with  his  dagger  in  his  teeth,  to  rob  the  former  and  slay  the 
latter. 

Then,  when  Kenneth  modestly  declined,  the  reckless  Gordon, 
with  a  triumphant  glance  at  the  little  ladv^  and  a  laugh  of  Boom 
and  derision,  would  clench  his  poniard  in  his  strong  white  teeth, 
and  grasping  the  weeds,  the  ivy,  the  rocks,  or  bushes,  would 
ascend  the  steep  clifls  like  a  squirrel,  with  the  clouds  and  mist 
above,  and  the  waters  of  the  Dee  flowing  deep  and  dark  below, 
while  the  two  cousins  held  their  breath  with  terror,  as  they 
watched  him.  Then  the  eagle  would  be  seen  to  fly  from  its  eyiy 
with  a  shriek,  and,  torn  from  its  bed,  the  nest  would  fall  at  the 
feet  of  Lily :  or  at  times  she  was  still  more  terrified  by  a  fox  or 
a  fiumart  rolling  down  the  rocks,  drenched  in  its  blood.  Then 
came  Halbert  Gordon,  descending  with  the  rapidity  of  an  eril 
spirit,  with  his  cheek  flushed  and  his  eyes  on  Are,  to  laugh  at 
Lily's  terror  and  Kenneth's  timidity ;  to  exult  in  his  own  superior 
daring — to  exhibit  his  bloody  poniard,  and  say  tauntinglv — 

"- 1  will  be  a  brave  leal  knight,  even  as  mv  father  was ;  out  yon, 
Master  Kenneth,  may  weel  become  a  mon£;,  and  snuffle  Latin  is 
Logie  Kirk." 
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Thdugli  less  rash  and  vindictire,  £eimeth  was  a  bi*aYe  boy; 
x> ;  and  his  heart  swelled  with  secret  passion  at  these  open 
mnts.  Thus,  by  degrees,  the  fierce  little  chieftain  of  the  Tower 
;amed  to  despise  him,  and,  as  their  years  increased,  he  took 
rery  opportunity  of  endeavouring  to  lessen  Kenneth  in  the  esti- 
lation  of  his  cousin.  The  boys  often  ouarrelled ;  but,  boyhke, 
dey  just  as  often  became  apparent  frienas  again.  Kenneth  Logie 
espected  and  even  lored  Gordon  for  his  bravery ;  but  feared  his 
roud  and  passionate  temper.  Gordon  admired  Kenneth's  skill 
s  a  deadly  shot  with  the  arquebuse  and  pistolette,  but  despised 
is  caution ;  while  Lily  instinctively  loved  her  cousin,  and  feared 
beir  companion,  though  he  loved  her  weU,  for  her  exceeding 
entleness,  her  obliging  disposition,  and  the  grace  with  which  she 
aid  and  did  all  those  pretty  nothings,  which  are  as  pleasing  in 
be  artless  little  girl  as  in  the  winning  and  well-bred  woman. 

Time  passed  on. 

The  boys  became  youths,  both  tall  and  strong ;  while  the  fair 
rild-bad  that  blossomed  in  the  Forest  of  Culbleine,  was  daily 
nfolding  some  new  charm  as  it  expanded  into  beauty  and  bloom. 
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THB  COUSINS. — THB  STOHT  CONTINUED. 

fxNY  years  had  glided  thus  away. 

The  summer  of  1594  was  at  hand.  Kenneth  Logie  was  then 
irenty  years  of  age,  and  his  cousin  was  two  years  younger. 
Cenneth,  a  handsome  and  athletic  lad,  excelled  in  all  the  msuily 
ports  and  exercises  necessary  to  complete  the  education  of  a 
•oottiah  gentleman.  But  Lily !  The  bud  had  become  a  rose, 
lie  prettv  child  a  beautiful  woman  ^  mild  and  happv,  merry  or 
ensive,  oy  turns.  Lily,  in  her  eighteenth  year,  had  indeed 
ecome  the  Lily  of  Logie — ^the  Lily  of  the  many  songs  in  which 
er  memory  has  been  embalmed.  Heaven  never  created  a  being 
lore  beautiful ! 

There  are  some  women  whom  we  admire  for  their  dazzling 
idn ;  for  their  fine  hair,  or  their  sparkling  eyes ;  for  their  dimpled 
toidB,  their  handsome  ankles,  or  their  necks  of  snow ;  but  in 
rery  point  of  form  and  feature  fair  Lily  was  admirable.    She 

as  one  of  those  magnificent  beings  that  appear  but  once  in  a 
sntury.  She  was  then  the  wonder,  as  she  is  stilL  the  boast,  of 
U  Cromar  and  the  Grarioch. 

Her  violet-coloured  eyes  were  soft  and  brilliant,  but  their 
ishes  were  of  the  darkest  brown ;  and  her  hair  was  of  that  bright 
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.««iiitM  between  aalmiiL  mA  gqULttette 

•  vist,  or  to  ScotUnd's  martyred  Mnj.    Her  itt 

.  V  >:ti«ll,  bat  beantifallT  propOTtkned,  and  noiiii:^ 

^  w.uring  than  the  sound mber sweet  Toiee;  boua 

v«^  than  the  happy  iriyicity  and  briltiwMWt  Gi'ta 

.  ..  >i  wt8  full  of  pretiy  retort  and  menj  repartee. 

V  auoth  feU  eonaeioiu  that  ihe  waa  more  than  bcaosrd 

'.V.  «M  Bnpremel^  innoeent  and  good ;  aad  Im  lovoi fcf 
.  i^c«  depth  of  paBgion,  which,  aa  itwia  baaed  on  the  b^ 
vvhug  of  Beeaiitv,  knew  po  warp  or  inteOTvtioBaiz 
...     lliongh  he  atiil  caUed  her  hia  *'dear  Mttk  wik,'i 
..v.  mj,  of  coorae,  come  oirer  them  finoe  he  bad  fintto 
,,  .V  i\>  My  00 ;  for  now  the  time  anproached  wb^  abe  mt£ 
V     .  .10-  ^40  ne  said — **  hie  dear  little  bvide  in  earaeet." 
\  -ua<^th  Lo^e  waa,  more  than  erer,  all  the  world  to  lif! 
>u .  V  Utdbert  Gordon,  she  had  nerer  been  intimatelT  wequisiti 
.  l.ii  ikhy  other  man ;  and,  iJiongh  he  waa  emioeat^  baadaoce, 
uciv  was  a  iometiuDg  in  hia  air  and  in  hia  aapeet  thai  made Kei 
'ni'ukk  from  the  man  still  more  than  BhebadahnmkfiKmithebi^. 
\ci  H albert  was  not  without  many  external  graces;  heWi 
^\k<athy  cheek  and  a  dark  fierce  eve,  with  a  atrong  and  well-kci: 
iigurt).    He  carried  a  sword,  which  he  nsed  as  if  he  had  been  bn^ 
niih  it ;  he  coold  ride  tiie  wildest  horaesi,  break  the  stnmre: 
lances,  throw  the  heaviest  hammers,  and  hit  the  most  diitsi: 
targets  with  tiie  arrow  or  ballet ;  bat  thefe  waa  a  eertaiB  t: ' 
about  him,  somewhat  between  the  soldier  and  the  bmo,  tb^ 
Kenneth  nerer  cared  to  imitate.    Being  laird  of  the  laatfec 
Tower,  he  was  a  lesser  baron,  and  head  of  a  branch  of  the  has^ 
of  Hnntly,  while  poor  Kennetili  was  bat  a  penniless  orphaa.  u^ 
in  right  of  his  lature  wife  was  destined  to  be  mioeiy  the  gadeaff 
pf  Culbleine. 

At  county  meetings,  at  weaponahowa,  at  fciik  at  makn- 
wherercr  Halbert  presented  himself,  with  a  falcon  on  |ds  dfne 
thumb,  a  sword  and  dagger  in  hia  belt,  a  velvet  mantle  din^' 
on  his  left  ahoolder — ^his  doublet  covered  wUii  lace,  hia  hmahaf"^  { 
trunk-breeches  and  gold  apors,  hie  bcmnet  alnndiad  over  hii  fiod 
and  devil-may-care  dark  eyes — he  enforced  reapeet,  aad  flo» 
pletely  oversliadowed  the  lesa  asaoming,  bat  aasoiedly  aot  ktf 
brave,  Kenneth  Logie,  who  waa  inoffensive  aad  ^niet»  as  tbeotiMf 
was  offensive  and  qoairelsome.    Gordon  waa  rakiah  and  htmtmti 
ao  old  Jock  of  the  Cknigh  had  every  leaaon  to  be  satiaied  wm 
his  pnpil,  whom  he  had  trained  op  in  the  padi  whidi  he  thoodU 
most  proper  for  a  gentleman  and  soldier  to  pnisn&    Thv,  ia  u 
twentieth  year,  Gordon's  stormy  andlieentiooa  maaaeBi»  togelkf 
widi  his  fierce  disposition,  made  him  a  tenor  and  a  prombii 
^  -  '-^Aet  and  pasuxral  district  of  Ctomar. 

^  occanoiial  ijdea  or  chance  walksy  he  nerer  sow  law  tk 
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Wj  of  Cqlbl^faie ;  for,  alihoaKli  Ae  dunmcrpi  ci  their  dwelliogs 
were  TisiUe  from  eaeh  other's  windowi,  difrerenoe  of  faith,  and 
certain  darjc  ramours,  political  and  reU^ons,  which  were  then 
floatiog  through  Scotland,  made  still  wider  that  gulf  between 
'^  Cathoho  and  Presbyterian"  which  had  always  separated  their 
mothers  aa  aliens  and  enemies.  In  short,  an  armed  insurrection 
of  the  Scottish  Catholics,  to  eo-operate  with  a  Spanish  invasion 
of  ^Qgland,  and  to  ayen^e  tiie  murder  of  Queen  Mary,  was  hourly 
expected ;  and  James  VI.,  with  the  Galyinista  of  the  kingdom, 
were  watehful  and  on  the  alert.  Thus,  Gordon,  though  he  cared 
not  a  rash  for  religion  ox  anvihing  else  when  a  pretty  woman 
was  concerned,  vas  restrained  from  visiting  as  a  man  tne  scenes 
where  he  h&d  played  as  a  boy,  for  his  haughty  soul  could  not 
brook  the  idea  of  being  an  intruder.  In  a  word,  this  wild  gallant 
loved  Lily  as  he  hated  Kenneth,  with  his  whde  heart  and  his 
whole  soul. 

A  region  of  fleree  and  sudden  impulses,  his  breast  knew  but 
two  sentiments ;  for  one  cousin,  love — for  the  other,  hatred ;  and 
both  these  sentiments  were  the  offspring  of  an  indomitable  pride. 
The  jealousy  of  the  sidlen  boy  had  become  the  settled  hatred  of 
uie  nau^ty  man ;  and  the  age  was  one  when  the  bold  Scot 
owned  no  laws  save  those  which  the  heart  dictated  and  the  swoid 
enforced. 

In  the  gloosiy  solitude  of  his  mother^s  Tower  he  beooded  orev 
these  things,  and  envied  Kenneth  the  society  of  a  being  so  beau* 
HJul  and  so  winning ;  for  he  knew— to  his  agony— that  the  cousins 
Jere  ever  together,  where  whileom  they  had  played  in  child* 
hood— that  they  read  the  same  books — ^that  they  had  still  but  one 
beart  and  one  soul  between  them.  The  children  had  grown  up 
^to  lovers,  and  he  knew  that,  to  them,  a  third  companion  would 
be  intolerable. 

Full  of  bittemese  as  these  thoughts  swelled  up  in  his  fiery  and 
ttsentful  heart,  he  would  leap  on  horseback  aod  gallop  towards 
*he  Forest  or  the  Lea,  in  the  hope  of  obtaining  a  gUJmpse  of  Lily ; 
•nd  when  he  did  see  her— 

"A thousand  furies!"  he  would  exclaim,  and  abruptly  torn 
fis  h(»^ ;  "  that  piding  ass  is  ever  by  her  side !"  Once  he  reined 
^  his  horse  by  the  margin  of  the  Dee,  that  it  might  drink  of  the 
^gling  stream.  The  place  was  beautiful.  Cool  and  dark,  deep 
™  still,  the  river  glided  over  its  brown  pebUes,  and  scarcely  a 
>^beam  reached  it  through  the  thick  fohsf  e  of  that  leafy  glen, 
K>r  overhead  the  trees  entwined  their  branches  like  the  arches  of 
J  vast  cathedral;  and  the  coo  of  the  cashat-dove,  or  the  voice  of 
^e  maris,  alone  woke  the  echoing  dhigles.  From  gazing  dreamily 
At  the  trout  darting  in  the  cdm  depth  of  the  summer  pooly  the 
*^d  of  voices  rrMe  Gordon  raise  lis  head,  and  lol 

Kenneth  Logie  and  his  oonsin  Xiily  approached. 
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So  full  were  tliey  of  themaeltes,  and  their  own  sweet  conTeraa- 
tion,  that  they  never  perceived  Halbert,  who,  motionless  as  an 
equestrian  statue,  remained  jrazin^  at  them  with  eyes  that,  like 
his  heart,  were  full  of  fire.  Pair  Lily  wore  a  dress  of  light  blue 
silk,  that  charmingly  became  her  bright  and  pure  complexion; 
it  had  little  white  slashes,  inlet  at  the  shoulders ;  the  wide  and 
hanging  sleeves  displayed  her  dimpled  elbows  and  the  snowr 
whiteness  of  her  arms ;  she  carried  her  hood  in  one  hand,  the 
other  rested  on  the  arm  of  Kenneth ;  and  her  hair,  which  fell 
like  a  shower  of  gold  upon  her  neck  and  bosom,  swept  over  his 
shoulder,  when  at  times  their  heads  were  bent  together.  The 
sunbeams,  as  they  darted  through  the  summer  foliage,  gave  aa 
additional  lustre  to  her  hair  and  eyes ;  and  when  i^e  spoke  or 
smiled,  her  mouth,  from  time,  to  time,  revealed  the  whiteness  of 
her  close  and  well-set  teeth. 

The  handsome  youth  who  walked  by  her  side  seemed  fuDy 
worthy  of  this  alluring  girl,  for  his  tall  strong  figure  appeared  to 
the  utmost  advantage  in  a  suit  of  sreen  velvet,  laced  with  Yene* 
tian  gold ;  a  black  feather  drooped  from  his  bonnet ;  he  had  a 
rapier  in  his  belt  and  a  falcon  on  his  wrist.  Another  sat  on  the 
hand  of  Lily,  and  the  lovers  were  laughing  merrily  as  they  flirted 
their  birds,  making  them  peck  at  each  other,  scream,  and  flap 
their  wings ;  for  an  old  chronicler  teUs  us,  that  at  the  Scottisn 
court  he  was  considered  the  most  finished  gallant  who  could  make 
his  falcon  play  most  tricks  with  the  falcon  of  a  lady. 

Their  thoughts  were  wholly  of  that  nearer  and  dearer  relation- 
ship which  they  were  soon  to  bear  unto  each  other ;  and  as  lily 
bent  her  pure  white  brow  towards  Xenneth's  sunburnt  cheek, 
she  said  more  than  once— 

"  Oh,  cousin  Kenneth !  are  we  not  the  happiest  beings  in  the 
world?" 

"  In  our  love  for  each  other,  we  are,  dearest  Lily  !'* 

"In  everything ;"  and  Kenneth  assented  by  a  kiss. 

Their  conversation  was  made  up  of  those  little  nothings  which 
are  so  charming  to  lovers,  but  which  will  neither  bear  to  be 
written  nor  rehearsed. 

These  were  as  molten  lead  to  the  heart  of  the  unhappy  Go^ 
don ;  and  when  he  saw  Lily  smiling  with  joyous  confidence  as 
her  favoured  lover  painted  many  a  vision  of  nappiness  to  come, 
he  felt  that,  with  all  his  love — a  love  the  stronger  by  its  very 
hopelessness — ^he  could  have  cursed  her. 

Like  a  vision  they  passed  before  him,  and  disappeared  down  a 
vista  of  the  wood.  His  horse,  which  had  raised  its  head  as  thej 
passed,  was  again  drinking  placidly ;  the  river  was  running  on; 
the. trees  were  rustling  their  green  leaves  overhead;  but  the 
miserable  man  remained  as  one  entranced,  and  ike  sound  of  their 
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roices-^ne  so'cliarmmg,  the  other  so  hatefal-HJeemed  to  linger 
in  his  ear  long  after  they  were  gone. 

So  much  were  they  absorbed  in  each  other,  that  they  had 
never  once  observed  him ;  and  his  suit,  which  was  of  scarlet,  laced 
with  silver,  was,  he  thought,  assuredly  conspicuous  enough, 
Bage  and  fury  filled  his  heart !  But  he  nad  learned  somethins^ 
of  importance  &om  their  conversation  as  they  passed,  and  on  that 
information  he  resolved  to  act. 

At  sii^  o'clock  that  evening,  Lily  Donaldson  was  to  visit  the 
miln  of  Kewtoun,  on  a  mission  of  kindness  to  the  miller's  wife, 
who  was  suffering  under  a  grievous  illness ;  Kenneth  was  to  meet 
Her  at  the  haugh  by  Deeside  as  she  returned.  Full  of  desperate 
and  despairihj^  thoughts,  Gordon  resolved  to  anticipate  the  lover, 
and  forcing  his  horse  across  the  stream,  he  urged  it  up  the  steep 
and  wooded  bank,  where  never  horse  or  man  had  ascended 
before,  and  rode  straight  back  to  his  Tower  among  the  morasses. 

The  bridge  was  up  and  the  gates  were  shut,  and  such  were  the 
precautions  taken  to  prevent  ingress  and  surprise  that  even  he 
nad  some  trouble  in  gaining  admittance. 

"  What  the  devil  is  astir  now — an  English  invasion  P  speak— 
thou — Jock  of  the  Cleugh !"  he  said,  angrily,  on  seeing  that  the 
whole  place  was  in  theliurry  of  warlike  preparation;  that  the 
barbican  was  strewn  with  swords  and  lances ;  that  twenty  horses'^ 
showed  their  barbed  heads  at  their  stable  doors,  as  if  chiding  his 
delay ;  that  every  man  in  the  Tower  was  busy  in  the  furbishment 
of  steel  bonnets  and  corslets,  or  grinding  pike-heads,  sword-blades^ 
and  daggers. 

"  The  Lords  Argyle  and  Huntly  are  in  arpis,"  said  Jock,  in  a 
low  whisper,  as  he  limped  close  to  his  master,  "and  sae  the  Grole 
o'  the  Gaiioch  maun  mount  and  ride,  ye  ken." 

"  Eight,  Jock !  God's  heavy  malison  be  on  him  who  lingers  in 
joining  the  gay  Gordons !" 

"  The  cock  o*"  the  north  for  ever !"  added  Jock,  flourishing  his 
Wooden  leg. 

The  fierce  heart  of  young  Gordon  leaped  with  joy  at  these 
tidings.  He  had  Ion?  looked  for  them ;  "  and  now  the  hour  had 
come,  when  he  hoped,"  as  he  said,  "to  ride  above  his  bridle  in 
the  blood  of  the  accursed  Calvinists,"  all  of  whom  he  embodied  in 
the  idea  of  Kenneth  Logic.  Ascending  to  the  hall,  which  formed 
the  first  floor  of  the  Tower,  he  found  his  stem  and  enthusiastic 
mother,  excited  by  vengeM  and  reli^ous  hopes,  in  dose  council 
with  Father  Ogilvie,  an  itinerant  pnest  of  the  Scottish  mission, 
who,  while  encountering  innumerable  perils  and  the  most  severe 
poverty,  travelled  in  di8(;uise  from  one  Catholic  family  to  another. 
Garbed  as  a  peasant,  and  looking  like  a  buirdly  farmer  from  the 
braes  of  Angus,  in  a  canvas  doublet  and  grey  plaid,  the  priest 
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was  corered  with  dnst,  and,  by  the  mud  'on  liif  gai&bidoM, 
seemed  to  have  ridden  both  fast  and  far  that  daj. 

'*  Joy,  mj  son  Halbert— joy !"  said  his  moihi^,  whilt  her  eyes 
flashed  fire. 

"  Welcome,  my  bairn !"  said  the  priest,  aff^ctknaatel^fr. 

"  So  Huntly  is  in  arms,"  said  the  yoUbg  chieftain,  with  i 
kindling  eye ;  "  and  is  ready  to  sweep  from  Scottish  gtound  tlie 
accursed  brood  of  Knox  and  Calvin/ 

•*  Nay,  my  bairn,"  renlied  the  old  priest,  '•  'tis  Argyll  who  « 
in  arms,  with  the  Camnbells,  the  Grants,  and  M'Gregors,  12,O0Q 
strong,  and  these  are  aoont  to  pour  like  « torrent  down  npon  tb^ 
Catholic  lords.  Thns,  if  all  to  whom  the  orosi  and  the  cause  of 
Heaven  are  dear,  delay  to  join  Lord  Huntly,  the  ohnroh  of  otf 
fathers  will  sink  eren  lower  than  Khai  and  Wishart  lerelled  it" 

"  Halbert,"  said  his  mother,  whose  fierce  spirit-^for  die  wu  i 
borderer — snuffed  blood  from  afa^,  "  in  three  hours  ye  will  hm 
t#enty  horsemen  in  their  harness,  and  pepared  to  march." 

"  'lis  well,"  he  replied,  through  hw  clenched  teeth,  as  In 
selected  a  sword  and  carbine  from  among  the  many  that  haog 
upon  the  wall  j  "  but  one  word,  good  Father  Ogilrie,-^where  is 
the  Lord  Huntly 's  trysting-^lace  r" 

"  His  castle  m  Strathbogie,  in  the  Gariooh." 

''  In  l^ee  hours,  then,  mother,  I  will  ride,  to  dosquer  or  die» 
with  our  chief  and  our  kinsmen." 

There  was  a  ghastly  smile  on  Halbert's  lips,  aod  s  deep  and 

dire  intent  was  visible  in  his  dark  eyes,  as  he  proceeded  irith  the 

utmost  care  to  fix  a  match  in  his  carbine,  and  hummed  the  whild 

a  surly  song— 

« *  When  the  Gtole  &  tbt  Oariocih 
Heet  itae  bowmen  of  Lord  Mari 
UtN>n  the  biU  Of  Bennochie, 
The  Grole  shall  win  the  war  1' 

fia— ha  I  mother,  does  hot  the  old  sohg  say  so  F"  ,, 

*•  My  brave  boy,  I  see  there  is  determination  on  yout  hrow» 
•aid  the  stetn  matron,  as  she  kissed  her  haughty  son. 

''  Yea,  madam,"  said  he,  grindmg  his  teetih,  and  with  a  roiea 
that  made  even  her  start  j  "  vietory,  vengeaacei  and  death  are  ifi 

my  heart*" 

The  tryttittg-place  beside  the  Dee  was  a  most  sequestered  ipoi 
In  all  the  windmgs  of  that  beautiful  river,  by  haugh  and  strat^ 
there  was  not  a  lonelier.  Among  the  dense  sunmier  foliage  « 
the  old  beech-trees,  around  whose  gnarled  trunks  the  thick  dtfi 
ivy  ckmbered,  the  cushat-doves  were  still  cooing,  while  the  black 
mavis  and  the  merry  fnerle  sang  on  their  topmost  boughi* 
Among  rocks  overiiung  by  the  oloatering  Gu4dre  rotes,  tb 
•weetbriar  and  the  firaffrant  honeyauekle^  the  deep  blue  See  wtf 
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arring  in  tiny  wares,  iliat  every  rock  and  pebble  fretted  into 
ittle  bells  of  loam ;  while,  numerous  as  the  stars  of  the  sky,  the 
ellow  buttercups,  the  wild  violets,  and  white  f^owans  spangled 
be  bright  green  grass  on  which  the  dew  was  falling  thick  and 
ast ;  for  it  was  evening  now,  and  the  last  rays  of  the  sun  werd 
irin^  a  farewell  gleam  on  the  clustered  chimnejs  of  the  old 
uinsion  of  Culbleine,  and  the  older  spire  of  Logie  Kirk.  The 
iTirmur  of  the  gliding  water,  and  the  rustle  of  the  shady 
ranches,  the  perfume  of  the  summer  flowers,  the  voices  of  the 
lappy  birds,  and  the  partial  glimpses  of  the  evening  sun,  all 
ombined  to  make  beautiful  the  tr^sting>place  where  fair  Lily 
ras  to  meet  her  lover-cousin,  as  she  returned  from  the  miln  of 
fewtoun- 

On  her  arm  hung  a  little  basket,  in  which  she  had  conveyed  to 
be  sick  wife  of  the  millet  the  various  comfits  and  medicaments 
be  good  old  lady  her  mother  had  so  carefully  prepared.  Her 
laid,  though  fastened  under  her  chin  by  a  silver  Tbrooch,  had 
lUen  from  her  head,  and  permitted  a  shower  of  curls  to  fall 
ter  her  shoulders — ^those  golden  curls-,  such  aS  the  early  paintos 
roald  have  -adored.  There  was  a  bloom  on  her  rounded  cheek, 
)r  exercise  had  imparted  a  rosy  tinge  to  it,  and  a  rich  red  to  her 
miling  lip ;  while  a  clear  light  sparkled  in  her  deep  violet  eyes* 
B  she  reached  the  place  of  tryst,  and  looked  anxiously  round  for 
er  lover. 

"  Kenneth !"  she  exclaimed,  on  seeing  a  tall  cavalier  leaninjr 
gainst  the  well-known  tree,  with  a  feather  drooping  over  his 
Tes,  and  a  mantle  dangling  over  his  left  arm,  which  rested  on 
ae  muzzle  of  a  carbine ;  "  dear  Kenneth !" 

He  turned  abruptly,  and  she  beheld  the  olive  face  and  dark 
littering  eyes  of  Halbert  of  the  Tower. 

"  I  am  not  Kenneth  Logie,"  said  he,  courteously,  raising  hki 
onnet  as  he  slightly  kissed  her  hand ;  "may  t  hope  tiiat  I  am 
ot  the  less  welcome  to  fair  Lily  of  the  Forest  P" 

"  Oh,  no !"  said  she,  concealing  the  terror  with  which  his 
resence  inspired  her ;  " why  shouldyou  be  unwelcome ?  Are 
ou  not  my  old  playmate,  and,  save  Kenneth,  the  oldest  friend  I 
ave  known !" 

Gordon  stamped  his  foot  at  the  name  of  his  rival. 

"And  as  your  playmate  in  older  and  happier  times,  fair  Lily, 
now  come  to  bid  you  adieu ;  for  I  am  going  far  from  the  woods 
f  Logie  and  Culbieine,  and  all  those  scenes  around  which  yoitr 
resence  casts  a  charm." 

"  For  Slanders,  where  your  poor  father  trent  before  your" 
be  asked,  with  a  mixed  feeling  oetween  sorrowful  interest  and 
yy  at  this  good  riddance  to  the  district;  "to  the  wars  of  Jjffw 
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.   *'  Nay — ^to  wars  ceriainlj,  bat  not  so  far  off"  he  replied,  with 
a  deep  smile. 

"  And  you  came  to  bid  me  adieu,  my  poor  old  friend !  It  is  so 
kind  of  you,  Master  Halbert ;  but,"  she  added,  suspiciouslr, 
'*  how  knew  you  that  I  should  be  here  at  this  hour  P" 

"  Surely  it  was  intuition,  Lily — some  happy,  some  divine  pre* 
sentiment !"  He  paused,  with' something  like  confusion,  and  ths 
glanced  anxiously  aloDg  the  shady  forest  vista  by  which  she 
expected  Kenuetn  Logic  to  approach.  Grordon  drew  off  his  long 
leather  gauntlet,  and  took  her  soft  small  hand  in  his. 

"  He  is  going  far  away,"  she  thought,  and  did  not  with* 
draw  it. 

"Lily,"  said  he,  "where  I  am  going,  and  on  what  errand, 
matters  not  at  present,  for  anon  you  will  know  all ;  but  it  is  a 
mission  of  secrecy,  of  dan(;er,  and  of  death — one  from  whicli  I 
may  never  return ;  and  I  could  not  leave  these  our  native  woods 
and  glen,  the  hawthorn  birks,  and  the  bonnie  brae  of  Logie, 
without  saying  how  long,  how  well,  and  how  deeply  I  have  lored 
you — ^yea,  loved  you,  Luy,  from  my  boyhood  upward.    I  cannot 

go  forth,  to  die,  perhaps,  with  this  long-treasured  secret  in  mr 
eart.  I  could  not  fall  m  battle  happilv,  and  have  it  buried  vitli 
jne,  unconfessed,  untold,  and  unheard.  I  know  all  von  would 
urge,"  he  added,  sighing  deeply,  and  speaking  nurriedly; 
"  Kenneth,  your  cousm — ^yes,  yes — all  say  you  love  him ;  but 
such  attachments  should  not  be— they  are  within  degrees  for- 
bidden by  the  church;  moreover,  I  cannot  believe  it!  Oii.' 
think  well  of  the  love  I  have  to  offer.  Kenneth  is  the  penniless 
orphan  of  a  dowerless  bride,  and  a  poor  younger  son.  In  this 
world  he  possesses  nothing ;  I  am  a  lesser  baron,  wiUi  an  estate 
here  and  another  in  Glencaim — my  mother's  inheritance.  I  can 
summon  a  hundred  horsemen  in  time  of  need.  The  Lords  ol' 
Badenoch,  the  Earls  of  Huntly  and  of  Mar,  have  quartered  their 
shields  with  mine ;  and  in  the  storm  which  is  at  hand,  when  a 
sword  may  be  in  every  Catholic  hand,  with  its  point  at  every 
Calvinist  throat,  you  may  find  a  worse  protector  than  Halbert  of 
.  the  Tower ;  but  nowhere  in  broad  Scotland  will  ye  find  a  better. 
Ponder,  dearest  Lily,  over  all  I  have  said,  for  I  must  soon  be 
gone,  as  time  and  tide  will  wait  for  no  man." 

Lily  trembled  excessively :  she  became  pale,  and  endeayoured 
to  release  her  hand  from  Gordon's;  but  his  grasp  tightened,  and 
she  struggled  in  vain. 

"  Think,  think !"  he  continued ;  "  think,  Lilv,  from  being  tie 
daughter  of  a  bonnet-laird,  a  mere  Gudeman  of  the  Wood,  ten 
make  you  a  lady  of  that  Ilk,  and  on  the  nameless  bestow  oneo^ 
the  best  names  in  all  the  brave  north  countrie." 

"Halbert  Gordon,"  replied  Lily  with  some  asperity,  "^ 
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Hex's  name  is  as  good  as  yours ;  and  the  wise  Eegent  called  him 
QT  his  leal  man  and  true  m  the  Douelas  wars." 
"  James  Stnart — ^pho !  a  heretic  and  regicide !" 
"  He  who  speaks  slightingly  of  my  father's  friends  involves  my 
^her's  honour,  and  caimot  love  me,"  replied  Lily,  endeavouring 
free  her  hand." 

"  Thou  wrongest  me,  and  art  unnecessarily  angry,  dearest  Lily, 
mean  not  to  slight  the  gudeman  thy  father's  memory;  but 
.on  hast  not  yet  answered  me." 
"  Sir,  I  cannot  answer  while  you  detain  me  thus." 
Gordon's  dark  eyes  began  to  sparkle. 
*'  You  scorn  me,  then — vou  V* 

*'  Nay,  nay,  Heaven  forbid  1  but  remember,  that  even  if  I  could 
ve  you — which  is  impossible— our  religion— our  religion !  thou 
Catholic — ^I  a  Calvimst !" 
Gordon  uttered  a  bitter  laugh. 

**  Fair  Lily,"  said  he ;  "a  time  is  coming  (yea,  it  is  at  hand !) 
hen  such  marriages  will  be  as  a  boon  from  God  to  the  accursed 
rood  of  Knox  and  Calvin—of  Bough  and  Wishart ;  but  once 
lore,  dearest  Lily,  hear  me^— " 

"  Impossible — impossible !" 

"  I  am  going  far  away  from  these  green  woods,  from  Strathdon 
nd  Strathdee,  and  I  will  have  nothing  of  thee — of  thee,  I  have 
)ved  so  long  to  look  upon.  Give  me  but  a  tress,  a  ringlet,  how« 
ver  small ;  a  riband,  a  glove— a  rag,  a  shred — Oh,  Lily,  Lily ! 
-if  you  knew  how  I  have  loved  you !" 

"  Halbert  Gordon,  it  is  improper  to  give  such  a  gift — and  im- 
•ossible,  too " 

"And  why  is  it  either  improper  or  impossible?"  he  asked 
nddenly,  confronting  her  with  a  cold  and  imperious  aspect. 

"  Because,"  replied  Lily,  who  trembled  while  she  resented  this* 
3fty  bearing, — "  because  my  heart  is  no  longer  my  own ;  and,  oh, 
lalbert !  you  know  that  well." 

Though  this  was  quite  the  answer  he  expected,  anguish 
listorted  the  brow  and  fury  glared  in  the  eyes  of  Gordon ;  for 
here  was  something  intensely  exasperating  in  hearing  such 
in  avowal  from  her  own  beautiful  hps.  His  mouth  was  com- 
)re88ed,  and  his  dark  eyes  regarded  ner  fixedly  with  a  gloomy 
crutiny. 

Pootsteps  were  heard  approaching,  and  the  dear  clank  of 
Nippon  spurs,  that  jangled  as  the  wearer  strode  through  the 
Jchoing  glade.  A  joyfal  expression  spread  over  the  face  of  fair 
Lily ;  but  a  spasm  shot  through  the  heart  of  Gordon,  for  he  knew 
^t  he  was  no  longer  wanted  there,  and  that  Kenneth  Logie 
approached. 

Unable  to  con&ont  this  young  'man  otherwise  than  as  aa 
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eiketaf,  baA  itill  mem  tmabie  to  titidxxee  hk  m^iflg  intbliily/ 
Gordon  bestowed  upon  her  a  ddep  and  inexplicable  smile ;  threir 
his  carbine  into  the  hollow  of  hie  left  arm,  and,  crossing  the  Dee, 
though  iti  waters  came  np  to  his  waist-belt,  sprang  trp  the 
Opposite  bank,  and  disappeared  among  the  thjck  eoppioe  tl»i 
covered  it. 

••  Fie,  cousin  Kenneth  !*'  said  Lih",  playfWly,  te  she  tapped 
Mm  on  the  cheek  with  her  pretty  hand;  "  is  it  thus  ye  keep  tryrt?" 

Kenneth  had  been  late  in  meeting  her,  and,  as  he  had  not  sees 
Gordon  when  approaching,  he  proposed  that  they  shonldseat 
tiiemselves  by  tne  bank  of  the  stream  to  conrerse  a  Ht^ ;  mi 
agitated  as  she  had  been  by  her  recent  painfdl  interriew,  fair 
Xdhr  gladly  consented. 

On  the  grassy  brae,  -with  the  still  water  flowing  at  tfieir  fet^i 
and  the  hawthorn  spreading  its  white  and  fragrant  branches  abore 
them,  they  conversed  in  Tow  tones,  with  long  panses,  for  they 
were  wrapped  in  the  purest  and  dearest  of  dreaming.  Lilj  soon 
Ibroot  the  terrible,  the  fixed  regards  of  Halbert  Gordon. 

They  knew  not — those  happy  lovers — that  from  the  opposite 
bank,  and  scarcely  a  pistol-shot  distant,  two  fierce  eyes  were 
watching  them. 

I  have  said  that  Kenneth  Logie  was  handsome,  strong,  and 
•otive ;  the  bloom  of  tvrenty  years  was  on  his  cheek,  and  his  fo^ 
fisixre  was  displayed  to  advantage  by  the  Scoto-French  costnme 
of  the  Lowlands.  His  blue  velvet  bonnet  lay  beside  him,  aod 
his  hifijh  white  forehead,  around  wldch  the  dark  hair  curled  in 
heavy  1k)cks,  was  bare.  He  was  all  that  a  young  girl  dreams  of 
in  her  future  lover ;  and  his  eyes,  by  turns  expressive  of  pride, 
tenderness,  and  impetuosity,  were  bent  fondly  on  the  golden- 
haired  fairy  that  sat  by  his  side — she,  whose  ringlets  poured  likf 
a  shower  upon  his  breast,  and  whose  sofb  violet  ejes  were  raised 
to  his,  from  time  to  time,  with  appeals  of  confidmg  tenderness; 
for  he  was  the  friend  of  her  earliest  memory,  and  all  her  affec* 
tions,  and  all  her  thoughts  and  hopes,  were  entwined  with  his 
idea  and  his  name. 

And  so  it  was  with  Kenneth ;  for  the  opinions,  the  feeliugSf 
l^e  sentiments  of  Lily,  had  ever  been  but  the  mirror  of  his  own; 
and  again  and  again,  by  those  glances  which  never  pencil  dreff^ 
nor  pen  portrayed,  he  told  her  that  she  was  dearer  to  him  than 
iffi  the  world  beside. 

So  they  dreamed  on,  this  pure  said  happy  pair  of  loving  hearts ; 
the  old  oaks  shook  their  rustling  leaves  above  them ;  the  haV' 
tiiom  put  forth  its  sweet  perfume,  and  the  Dee  murmured  com- 
placently by. 

C)h,  thejr  were  so  happy  I  so  imited— so  one  in  thought,  ifl 
amx^  and  ii^vtplfle  1 
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[j^eoiinad  on  Kenneth's  breast,  Lily  lay  half  embraced  and  lialf 
mtranced,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  still  waters  of  the  flowing 
itream»  and  the  thick  green  coprpice,  which  cast  a  shadow  on  its 
urfaee.  8addenly  her  eyes  dilated  with  terror:  her  breast 
leayed ;  a  voiceless  cry  arose  to  her  lips,  and  died  there. 

The  brass  muzzle  of  a  carbine  gltttered  among  the  thick  alders 
ip(>08ite ;  and  a  fierce  eye  glared  along  the  polished  barrel.  She 
lad  onbr  time  to  ntter  a  shriek,  and  throw  herself  as  a  shield 
before  Kenneth,  when  a  red  flash  broke  from  among  the  green 
eaves;  the  report  rang  with  a  hundred  reverberations  in  the 
Mjpsewood  glen^  and  t£e  beantiM  Lily  Donaldson  fell  on  the 
lOBom  of  hss  lover,  a  corpse,  with  blood  flowing  in  a  torrent  from 
ler  lips. 

Who  oonld  paint  the  terror,  the  despair,  of  Xenneth  ? 

With  glaring  eyes  and  outstretched  arms,  he  stood  for  a  moment 
ike  a  statue  of  horror.  His  first  impulse  was  to  dash  across  the 
tream,  to  pierce  the  thicket,  and  reach  the  heart  of  her  destroyer  i 
lis  second,  to  fling  himself  bv  her  side,  and  endeavour  to  recall 
he  life  which  had  too  surely  fled  for  ever. 

Entering  her  left  shoulder,  the  ball  intended  for  his  heart  had 

iierced  that  of  Lily,  and  her  pure  spirit  had  departed  to  its 

Creator. 

•  •  #  • 

From  tbat  hour  poor  Kenneth  was  a  sad  and  silent  mourner. 


CHAPTEE  LXVn. 
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tea  scarlet  nuntle  a»d  the  blue  bonnet  of  the  murderer,  witb 
is  crest  thereon,  were  fomid  in  the  thicket,  and  left  no  doubt  ar 
0  who  was  the  perpetrator  of  tiiis  terrible  deed,  which  oast  tf 
ioofok  over  all  the  fair  nofth  eoufitrie.  His  carbine  was  alsei 
Emnd ;  for,  thoi^h  full  of  deadly  haHe  against  his  rival,  Gordon 
lad  not  the  most  remote  intention  of  injuring  Lily.  The  momwrt 
16  saw  the  frightfiil  result  of  his  fery,  he  had  thrown  down  his 
Eeapon  in  dismay,  and  fled  like  a  madman  to  his  Tower  "^J^^ 
be  morasses.  In  one  hour  from  that  time  he  had  come  fi>rfcto 
gain,  shettthed  in  full  armour,  and  erossed  the  hills  at  the  head 
f  twenty  mounted  spearmen,  ioumeying  no  one  knew  wlaitber. 
Kenneth  buried  his  LQy  in  the  old  kirkyard  of  Logie-colstaine, 
n  the  grassy  hohne  where,  when  the  sun  was  in  the  west,  taw 
roBs  of  St.  W  oloo's  spire  might  fall  upon  ber  grave  j  ftw  thos» 

▲  a2 
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cbatming  old  eaperatitions  which  cast  a  halo  round  the  ancient 
faith  were  yet  linffering  in  the  hearts  of  the  Scottish  people;  and 
thus,  thoueh  rigid  Calvinists,  they  laid  Lily  with  her  feet  to  the 
east,  and  her  fair  head  towards  the  setting  sun,  that,  according 
to  the  tradition  of  the  early  Christians,  she  might,  at  the  day  of 
doom,  see  our  Saviour  when  hB  comes  finom  the  east  in  his  glory. 

And  there,  hy  her  open  graire,  Kenneth  Logie,  with  his  hm 
bare  and  his  sword  dnwn,  knelt  down  among  the  damp  moaid 
— >that  hideous  earth,  impregnated  with  the  bones  of  other  times; 
and  on  his  blade  and  on  his  Bible  made  a  sad,  a  stem,  boi 
solemn  vow  of  vengeance,  which  he  called  on  his  Lily  to  hear, 
and  their  Maker  to  register  in  heaven.  He  was  the  last  to  leave 
her  grave ;  and,  long  after  all  others  had  departed,  the  lonely 
youth — ^for  he  was  but  a  vouth — ^was  seen  to  lii^er  there. 

Long,  long  and  bitterly,  he  w^pt,  even  as  a  cnild  weeps,  aad, 
embracing  me  newlv-laia  turf,  kissed  it  many  times ;  and  the 
sun  had  set  before  ne  tore  himself  away.  But  the  thought  of 
Halbert  Gordon,  and  the  reflection  that  already  four  days  had 
elapsed,  nerved  him  anew ;  and,  with  lingering  steps  and  many 
a  backward  glance,  he  left  the  place  where  the  Xily  of  the  Porest 
lay. 

It  was  now  generally  known  that  the  Protestant  lords  were 
in  arms  against  their  Catholic  fellow-subjects.  Kenneth  learned 
that  Gordon  had  ridden  towards  the  north,  and  knew  that,  if  be 
was  to  be  found  .within  the  kingdom  of  Scotleind,  it  wonld  be 
with  his  clansmen,  the  Gordons,  beneath  the  banner  of  Lord 
Huntly. 

On  the  night  after  the  funeral,  a  single  horseman,  well  mounted 
and  armed  after  the  fashion  of  a  Lowland  gentleman,  with  a  close 
morion,  corslet  and  arm-pieces,  gorget  and  steel  gloves,  with 
petronel,  Glasgow  axe,  ana  two-h^ded  sword,  rode  forth  alone 
from  the  old  Hace  and  oak-woods  of  Oulbleine.  He  crossed  the 
Dee,  and,  leaving  the  glen,  diverged  upon  the  open  moorknds, 
which  were  then  covered  with  heath  and  furxe,  and  watered  by 
deep  rivulets  and  swampy  hollows ;  and,  striking  at  once  into  the 
xoaa  which  led  towards  the  west,  never  halted  until  he  rraehed  a 
place  where  it  dipped  over  a  hill,  and  then  he  checked  his  horse 
and  looked  back. 

Like  a  broad  round  silver  shield^  the  summer  moon  was  risisiT 
behind  the  oak-woods  he  had  left,  and  its  beams  glinted  brightly 
on  the  spire  of  the  old  ruined  church,  at  the  foot  of  whidi  hy 
Lily's  lonely  grave.  Its  shadow  was  falling  fuU  upon  the  spot 
where  he  knew  she  was  lying. 

Hus  was  her  first  night  in  the  tomb^in  that  old  and  desolate 
buryihg-^und,  among  the  weedy  grares,  the  mossy  headstones^ 
and  remauia  of  the  mouldering  dead.  .   . 
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It  seemed  to  Kenneth  that  she  most  be  very  cold  and  yery 
3nely  there.  The  conviction  was  a  bitter  one,  that  she,  so 
oung,  so  beaatiftQ,  so  ffolden-haired — ^who  had  yet  so  much  of 
his  world  about  her — should  be  lying  there  abandoned  to  decay, 
rith  no  one  beside  her — ^among  the  ghastly  dead,  and  not  as 
isual  in  her  bed,  in  the  little  tapesibried  room  which  her  own  dear 
lands  had  industriously  decorated,  and  which  Kenneth  knew  so 
rell.    The  idea  had  something  in  it  frightful  and  unnatural. 

It  seemed  as  if  she  must  still  be  living !  Kenneth  could  not 
ealise  her  death.  But  there  was  an  appalling  recollection  of  a 
Kmvulsed  face,  a  mouth  flowing  with  blood,  a  grave,  a  coffin,  a 
hovelling  of  earth,  a  batting  down  of  sods,  a  trampling  of  feet» 
md  a  sound  of  lamentation: 

She  was  in  her  cold  and  sequestered  grave  for  the  first  time, 
rith  the  midnight  dew  descending  upon  the  grass  that  covered 
ler. 

The  pale  trooper  shuddered,  and,  turning  his  horse,  galloped 
hrkmsly  down  the  opposite  side  of  the  1ml,  on  his  mission  of 

'oiigeance. 

•  •  •  •  • 

At  this  time  the  hereditary  Commissary  of  the  Isles  under 
Fames  YI.,  Archibald  seventh  Earl  of  Argyle,  and  nineteenth 
;hief  of  his  race,  a  youth  only  twenty  years  of  age,  with  the 
X)yal  standard  displayed,  and  half  autnorised  by  the  king,  was 
evying  war  against  the  Catholics  of  Scotland ;  but  principally 
igaiast  his  own  enemies,  the  Earls  of  Huntly  and  Errol,  who 
rare  the  heads  of  the  Soman  faction.    As  the  old  ballad  says-— 

"**  Macallnm  Mhor  came  fi*ae  the  west,  with  many  a  bow  and  brand. 
To  waste  the  fiinnes  he  thought  it  best,  the  Earl  of  Himtly*s  land." 

Suddenly  assembling  12,000  men,  a  force  which  included  the 
lardy  islesmen  of  Sir  X/auchlan  M'Lean,  the  M'Intoshes  under 
heir  chief,  the  Grants  of  Urquhart  under  Gartenbeg  (a  lesser 
laron  of  the  clan),  the  M'Gregors  and  M'Neils  under  Barra, 
lad  the  whole  tribe  of  Campbell,  whose  fighting  force  was  never 
mder  5000  claymores,  together  with  aU  whom  a  thirst  for 
}lunder,  or  feudal  malice  against  the  clan  Gordon,  could  induce 
io  join  him,  Argyle  marched  through  Badenoch  in  hostile  array, 
vith  pipes  sounding  and  banners  displayed.  Bepulsed  by  the 
^ac*f  hersons,  a  brave  and  military  tnbe,  who  had  thrown  them- 
lekes  into  the  strong  fortress  of  Suthven,  he  poured  down 
between  the  dark  pine-woods  of  Strathspey,  in  the  territory  of 
'he  Grants,  and  encamping  at  Drimnin,  upon  the  beautiful  banks 
>f  the  Avon — ^the  winding  river — summoned  the  Forbeses,  the 
Frazersi  the  Punbars,  and  the  Mackenzies  to  his  standard  s  but 
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there  one  golitary  horsemaii  el(me  joined  him-^£eiliiBtii  Logi6  of 
Cnlbleine. 

Oreorge  Earl  of  Huntly,  and  Francis  Earl  of  Errol,  mat  con- 
stable of  Scotland,  and  nereditary  leader  of  the  feudal  cavaliy, 
the  two  nobles  on  whom  this  warlike  torvent  had  burst  £roin  tlid 
northern  and  western  hills,  were  in  no  way  dismayed ;  for  thougii 
steady  and  unflinching  Catholics  (and  as  sock  su^ected  of  having 
corresponded  with  the  Spaniards,  whoi  their  Annada  was  fitted 
oat  against  our  old  hereoitary  enemies),  they  knew  that  Ssm 
VI,,  far  from  being  inimical  to  the  Eomish  causes  was  oaly  oqh* 
strained  by  populur  clamour,  and  the  Beformed  dergy,  to  levj 
war  against  them.  They  knew  well  that  in  secret  he  was  fnendly 
to  the  faith  for  which  his  mother — ^the  po<Hr  victim  of  accnuMilated 
treasons — ^perished ;  and  that  though  he  had  sent  Argyle,  an 
impetuous  and  inexperienced  youth,  against  them,  he  would  hj 
no  means  take  the  field  in  person.  They  also  knew  that  the 
Grants  of  Gartenbeg,  the  Uampbelk  of  Lo<^eU,  and  otber 
Catholic  families,  who  f(^wed  the  banner  of  Argyle,  with  whom 
they  reckoned  blood,  could  not  feel  warmly  in  nis  cauae;  ao<i 
thus,  never  doubting  tiiat  God  would  give  the  victory  to  the  cross 
whidi  they  carried  on  their  ensigns,  those  brave  Lords  of  Huntly 
And  of  Errol  took  the  fleld  with  confldence. 

At  the  head  of  a  hundred  horsemen,  sheathed  in  complete 
armour,  and  magnificently  mounted,  the  very  flower  ot  lus 
immerons  vassalage,  the  chief  of  the  Hays  left  his  house  of  Errol, 
and,  attended  by  the  heir  of  Bonnitoun,  Crichton  of  Invem/tie, 
imd  Innes  of  tliat  Bk,  with  all  his  dan,  who  bore  with  them  the 
skull  of  their  patron  St.  Maman,  marched  to  the  castle  of  ^trath- 
bogie,  the  muster-place  of  the  Gordons,  in  their  pastoral  district, 
the  Garioch. 

On  the  way  he  was  joined  by  Halbert  Gordon  of  the  m(M 
Tower,  with  nis  twenty  horsemen. 

To  Strathbogie  also  came  Allan  M*Ildhui,  chief  of  the  elm 
Cameron,  and,  after  this  junction,  Huntly,  whose  forces  amount»i 
to  only  1500  men,  marched  towards  the  Calvinists,  after  eaA 
soldier  had  made  his  confession,  received  communion,  and  ssfcti 
a  solemn  oath  on  the  Moly  Iron,  to  conquer  or  to  die. 

Pull  of  enthusiasm  for  battle,  this  little  troop  marched  dai 
by  ihe  Bogie,  and,  as  they  defiled  past  the  castle  of  Huntljf 
is  related  that  his  countess — the  fair  Henriette  of  Lennox— h^ 
up  her  youngest  son  to  see  the  martial  array.    Pleased  with 
flash  of  steel,  the  note  of  the  trumpet,  and  patter  of  the  ket 
druni,  he  clapped  his  little  hands  and  cried — 

"  Lord  Daddy  shall  conquer  and  beat  the  Campbellfl !" 

This  was  considered  an  omen  of  victorv. 

Crossing  the  dun  mountains  of  the  Garioch,  tiiey 


OB,  THE  flOOmsa  JM09«KET£BB8.  371 

At|chiif<bBii»j  OA  the  sainy^  di.y  that  Uie  oyerwliQb&iiig  force  of 
Argyid  eopamped  at  Dirimnin. 

Pa98k>Bat9  indeed  was  the  eagerness,  and  fierce  the  joy,  with 
irhich  yoqag  Kenneth  Logie  &ard  that  the  troops  of  Lord 
UmUj  were  in  the  n^hbourhood  of  the  camp,  and  would  sooa 
be  in  view. 

Young,  briaTe,  and  entbnsiaatic,  the  valiant  Argyle,  the  boy 
IFamor-^unliJfe  the  traitors  who  succeeded  him,  and  in  after 
pars  betrayed  their  country  and  their  king^^sent  forward  a  few 
aonemen  under  the  Earl  of  Athole,  and  with  these  went  £enneth 
Logic ;  £9r,  being  a  gentleman  volunteer,  without  vassalage  or 
ittendants,  his  post  was  among  the  cavahy,  and  wherever  there 
iras  most  danger. 

The  evenins  of  Wednesday,  the  2nd  October,  had  closed  on 
khe  vast  pnrpfe  mountains  and  woods  of  sombre  pine  and  silver 
birch  thiub  look  down  on  the  glens  of  the  Livat  andFiddich,  when 
these  reconnoitring  troopers,  with  their  armour  glittering  in  jbhe 
rtarhght  of  the  dying  gloaming,  rode  softly  ana  silently  in  ex- 
tended ixtdev,  with  swords  drawn  and  matches  lighted,  towards 
that  part  of  tiie  hills  where  they  expected  to  see  the  forces  ff 
Him%  appear. 

A  line  of  red  fires,  dotting  the  dark  brow  of  the  distant  hiU, 
BUirked  the  bivouac  of  the  Catholics.  The  smallneas  of  its  extent 
indicated  their  numerical  inferiority,  and  the  hearts  of  the 
Dfdvinists  swelled  with  joy.  At  that  moment  a  shot  was  heard ; 
ft  horseman  fell,  and  before  Lord  Athole*s  trumpeter  could  soimd 
ft  rally,  Captain — afterwards  Sir  Thomas — Kerr,  with  a  trooj)  of 
Bontly's  cuirassiers,  vrere  upon  them,  shouting  the  Cathghairm 
)f  their  leader — 

'*  A  Gordon !  a  Gordon !  down  with  the  heretics  !*— God  and  St. 
Itfary  for  Scotland !" 

A  conned  discharge  of  carbines  and  pistolettes  took  place ; 
^  few  horsemen  fell  on  each  side ;  then  a  short  but  furious 
Knoounter  enaued  with  the  sword,  till,  overborne  by  the  numbier 
tf  Captain  Kerr*s  men,  those  of  Athole  gave  way,  and  retired 
iowards  the  camp  of  Argyle. 

Kenneth  Logic  was  a  man  of  one  thought ;  that  thought  was 
rsngeanoe  I  In  this  were  merged  and  lostliis  Protestant  sympa- 
^eg  and  every  other  sentiment;  but  it  was  not  without  a 
lensation  of  shame  that  he  found  himself  retiring  before  the 
notorious  Catholics.  Again  and  again  he  brandished  his  sword, 
uid  called  on  bis  comrades  to  ''  stand,  and  face  about  for  Scotland 
lad  her  Kirk !"  but  on  they  spurred  in  headlong  panic,  while 
ihot  after  shot  followed  them,  and  many  fell  to  rii^e  no  more  froi^i 
unong  the  thick  broom  and  brushwood,  or  the  deep  moss-haggSj 
^n  which  they  were  galloping  ia  l^e  dark. 
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**  A  Gordon !  a  Gordon !"  cried  a  voice  behind  Kenned  He 
turned,  for  that  voice  smote  his  ear  like  the  shot  of  a  nistol,  and 
m  another  moment  he  found  himself  engaged  hand  to  nand  with 
Halbert  of  the  Tower — ^the  destroyer  of  Lily,  fair  Lily  of  Cnl- 
bleine.  A  savage  ardour  filled  lus  heart ;  ne  felt  a  blindness 
coming  over  him  in  his  passionate  longing  to  aven^  her. 

"  Do  Thou  nerve  my  nand !"  he  exdaimed,  looking  upward  to 
heayen ;  '*  do  Thou  nerve  it,  and  temper  my  sword,  tmit  the  blood 
of  the  slayer  may  be  shed !" 

Bythis  time  his  retreating  comrades  had  left  him  far  behind. 

"  Hold  dl  your  weapons,  gentlemen,"  exclaimed  Sjenneth,  u 
the  foemen  closed  around  him;  "hold  back,  I  charge  yon,  on 
your  honours — ^it  is  a  single  combat ;"  and  he  pressed  on  Gordon, 
who,  being  a  first-rate  swordsman,  parried  every  cut  and  thrust 
admirably,  for  Jock  of  the  Cleugh  liad  spared  no  pains  on  his 
military  education.  The  traitor,  nowever,  cared  not  to  «ncoimta 
Kenneth  alone  if  he  could  avoid  him,  and  exclaimed — 

*'  A  Hay  I  a  Gordon  I — Slay,  slay ! — ^A  thousand  merks  for  his 
head ;  'tis  the  sreat  Macallum  Mhor  himself ! — Slay — sky !" 

On  hearing  &is  announcement,  a  hundred  swords  wereleveDed 
at  Kenneth,  who  was  thus  compelled  to  turn  his  horse  and  escape, 
with  more  than  one  severe  wound,  while  the  shot  of  many  a  car- 
bine and  pistol  followed  him,  as  with  a  scornful  and  indignant 
heart  he  galloped  towards  the  camp  of  the  Xing  of  the  West 


CHAPTER  LXVHL 

THE  BATTLE  OF  GLBKLIVAT — CONCLUSION  OF  THE 

count's  BTOBT. 

The  result  of  this  skirmish  was  deemed  a  sure  prognostic  of 
victory  by  the  Catholic  band,  and  so  far  encouraged  the  Lord 
Huntly,  that,  after  knighting  Captain  Kerr  on  the  field,  he 
resolved  to  attack  Argyle  be&re  that  noble  could  be  joined  by 
his  ally,  John  Lord  Forbes,  who,  with  a  considerable  force,  was 
hovering  on  the  Lowland  frontier^  At  this  very  time  Argyll 
was  already  on  the  march,  and  his  12,000  followers  had  ponred 
through  Glenlivat,  whose  mountains  gave  back  with  countieaa 
reverberations  the  wild  notes  of  the  Highland  pipe,  the  Almayne 
fife,  and  Lowland  drum,  until  he  reached  the  rugged  banks  of  ft 
small  brook,  named  by  the  Celts  of  the  district  AUconlaekanf 
when  he  could  not  conceal  his  astonishment  on  beholding  Huntlj't 
little  band  of  only  1500  men  advancing  resolutely  through  w9 
»wer  aroundfl  to  attack  him.     These  were  chiefly  horsemdik 
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11  ^ints  •  ttrir  lance*   "^f  t^  irreat  ba.x>^ 
^  armed  ob  ^^^^^^  tbeir  BqT«dro«s    two    gr 
he  rising  STin,  and  aoov  ,     ,     -  iTvixitly,  chargea  -»« 

l»»ted-      .  V.      =  tte  a*«re  stondaJrd  J*^^  waved  a  pe^ 
On  the  right  rfXof  Gordon ;  on  **^®^,^e  cognisance  of 
be  three  boa«'-li«»^^^^ge*^heoTi8  d^^'^f^  **  &  the  fall  1>1 

lays,  gained  at  Lunoff^  dun  mo'^'l^^^^fcli   horses  neigl*.: 

)ctoW  ^oT^'H^^aixd  «J1  t^^'J-Z^^merioal  superiority 
.ettle-drmns  ^*«^f;t^ve  that  ^^^.^^J^triUiaixt  fi  bax..^ 
Vigyle  became  app»enei»  j^gamst   so 

^'^.^^i*  r  «^W_.  ^  a  wild .  ^t  ?.«rL?f 


y«St  o?^^*^^ia^'q«^^*ffuriouB  ««»d  ferocious  spe^* 
"**"  «A  Graate  fro'^^j  who,  m  a  *"5;°t  of  this  venerable  cKl 
'^T^^<^^^^li^t^''-^  Slet^An.  wiax  long  white^ 
■""  ^^  ixanae^ftaail  a»*,®°  wH  bad  no  otter  ornament  tU 
»«®4jfbis«hi»«*.**LpofBteel,*1^f^^^^^  ^i«i  ^ 

?*'-J^  S^der  t«  5»P,d  ^'«r\elvered.  witb  sword  nnabeatl, 
^"^^t^  fe»*®5^^bich  K^e  it,  and  Argyle  ^repatea 
•^   ^'^tic  tW^Pg^d  ^'«  "^^S  «deV  of  battf/in  WO  p«a: 
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The  right  wing  was  composed  of  the  M'Xntoshet  andH^LeflBfl^ 
under  M'Intoeh  and  Sir  Lauehlan  M'Lean  of  Doairi 

The  left  was  formed  by  the  Grants,  M'Neils,  and  M'Gregon, 
under  Grant  of  Gartenbeg,  near  whcnn  rode  Kenneth  ^gie,  ai 
an  aid,  or  esqnire.    He  contemplated  the  coming  strife  with 

floomy  joy,  for  his  dreams  of  death  and  rerenge  were  about  to 
e  fulfilled. 

''  My  heart  is  empty  now,"  thought  he;  *'and  the  aooseritis 
eold  the  better."  He  had  no  desire  to  live,  and,  after  seebng 
and  slaying  Gordon,  had  Tesolved  to  perish  on  the  battte-fieli 
The  centre  and  vanguard  were  composed  of  4000  Campbells,  under 
Argyle's  kinsman,  the  Laird  of  Auchinbreck.  They  carried  tho 
earl's  banner,  and  his  badges  as  Great-Master  of  the  Hoiueboid 
and  High- Justiciar  of  the  Kingdom.  Half  of  these  Ganpbells 
carried  arquebuses ;  the  remainder  carried  bowsi  taigeti,  uul 
two-handed  claymores. 

Argyle  in  person  led  the  reserve,  which  oongiated  of  5000 
warriors  of  the  Ebudffi  and  western  tribes  of  Lorn,  all  cUd  in 
their  native  tartans,  with  targets  of  burnished  brass,  battle-aiefl 
of  steel,  and  short  Highland  bows.  More  than  a  hundred  war-pipes 
were  pouring  the  wild  piobrachds  of  the  various  dans  itom  W 
to  flank,  as  Huntly's  little  band  approadied  them. 

JEis  vanguard  consisted  of  300  gentlemen  on  hprsehaek,  cUd 
in  bright  armour,  led  by  the  Earl  of  Errol,  Sir  Patrick  Gordon 
of  Auchindoune,  the  Lairds  of  Gicht  and  Bonnitoun,  Sir  Thomas 
Kerr,  and  Halb'ert  Gordon  of  the  moated  Tower.  Li  front  of 
this  small  column  were  three  field-pieces,  under  Sir  Andrew  Grayi 
afterwards  colonel  of  the  Scottish  troops  in  Bohemia. 

Gordon  of  Cluny  led  the  right  wing,  Gordon  of  Abergel(li« 
the  left,  and  Huntly  the  main  body.  He  had  no  reserFe.  la 
full  armour,  with  a  scarf  of  the  Gordon  tartan  over  his  ouirM*» 
with  his  visor  up  and  his  sword  brandished,  he  rode  along  tlie 
line, 

"  My  brave  clansmen,"  he  exclaimed,  *'  and  you,  my  comiftdes 
and  most  illustrious  allies  of  the  house  of  Errol,  remember  thfti 
this  day  no  alternative  is  left  us  but  victory  or  death— glory  or 
extermination !  We  are  not  here  to  fight  for  our  lives  only,  but 
for  the  existence  of  our  families,  our  estates,  our  honour,  and, 
what  is  dearer  than  all  beside,  the  church  of  our  forefathers,  and. 
with  that  church,  the  souls  of  our  children,  and  the  souls  of  iH 
their  posterity.  In  the  name  of  God  and  the  blessed  Virginf 
charge ! — a  Gordon  !  a  Gordon  !  " 

Led  on  by  the  Lord  High-Constable  (though  galled  by  an  "^ 

directed  fire  from  the  arquebusiers  of  Argyle),  Huntly 's  vanguai^ 

of  knights  rushed  with  uplifted  swords  upon  the  fiwt  column  » 

\e  Calvinists,  who  received  them  on  their  targetSi  aod  a  fuxiooB 
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Mmbat  took  fAace.  These  gentlemen  were  in  full  annonr,  while 
he  poor  clansmen  were  only  in  their  homespun  tartan,  and  thus 
bii^t  at  great  disadrantage ;  but  their  tremendous  claymores 
nt  through  many  a  head  and  helmet,  while  every  thrust  pierced 
(  coat  of  mail,  or  sliced  away  a  yard  of  good  horseflesh ;  thus 
oany  a  steed  recoiled  frantically  on  the  main  body,  bleeding  and 
dderless. 

Over  the  heads  of  these  comb^itimtg,  the  cdnnoniers  of  Sir 
Andrew  Gray  fired  briskly  on  the  yellow  standard,  according  to 
L  tzeaoheroos  arrangement  made  secretly  between  Huntly  and 
Campbell  of  LochneU,  who  bore  a  mortal  enmity  to  Argyle,  for 
bavinfi^  slain  his  brother  Campbell  of  Calder,  in  1592 ;  cna»  being 
next  heir  to  the  earldom,  he  saw  with  ambitious  hope  and  joy 
die  ordnanee  fire  on  that  peculiar  banner  which  marked  the  post 
of  hiB  chi^;  but,  lo!  a  misdirected  shot  raked  the  ranks  of 
LochneU  himself,  and  that  deep-witted  duinewassal  was  the  first 
irhom  it  cot  in  two.  The  next  ball  killed  M'^Neil  of  Barra,  and 
&e  third  wounded  John  Grant  of  Gorrimonie. 

From  the  brow  of  a  steep  eminence,  the  M'Leaps  poured 
vdley  after  vdley  with  their  arquebuses  on  Huntly 's  desperate 
boop,  until  Sir  Patrick  Gordon  of  Auchindoune  dashed  up,  and 
fell  amongst  them  with  a  few  horsemen ;  but  then  the  McLeans 
danff  theur  fire-arms  behind  them,  and  repelled  the  troopers  by 
the  daymore,*embowelling  the  horses  by  dirk  and  skene-dhu,  and 
Biaying  the  riders  as  they  were  tumbled  prone  to  the  earth ;  and 
there  died  the  brave  Auchindoune,  pierced  by  fifty  wounds.  His 
knights  fought  blindly  in  a  dark  cloud ;  for  the  smoko  of  the 
eannon  and  arquebuses  filled  the  whole  glen,  while  their  reportu 
lang  anumg  the  mountain-peaks  with  a  uxousand  ephoes. 

In  dark  green  tartans,  bare-legged  and  bare-armed,  with  their 
targets  slung  behind  them,  and  weir  davmores  swaved  by  both 
hands,  the  Campbells  poured  down  in  tnousands  like  a  &rren.t 
Upon  the  devotea  band  of  Huntly,  whose  daring  horsemen  broke 
into  two  bodi^,  one  led  by  himself,  the  other  by  the  high  con- 
stable, who  was  severely  wounded,  and  desperately  they  foughtt 
mth  all  the  fiiry  that  Highland  valour,  feudal  hatred,  and  reli- 
gious rancour  could  inspire ;  and  thus  for  two  hours  the  battle 
(aged  in  that  narrow  glen,  till  Argyle,  observing  that  his  main 
Mlj  wavered,  ordered  John  Grant  of  Gartenbeg,  with  his  colum^» 
consisting  of  a  thousand  men  of  his  own  name,  to  **  advance  and 
iweep  the  Catholics  from  the  field." 

Clad  in  scarlet  tartan,  with  helmets  and  cuirasses  of  steel, 
and  targets  of  burnished  brass,  this  body,  which  had  not  been 
engaged    otherwise    than  sufiering  from  the  cannonade,  waf> 
advancing  to  end  the  contest,  when  their  leader,  who  in  seer 
w^  an  i^ly  of  Huntlyy  and  a  well-wisher  to  the  Catholic  oaiu 
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threw  his  farget  oyer  his  shoulder,  sheathed  his  daymoie,  and 
•cried — 

"  To  the  monntains  !  to  the  mountains !"  on  which  the  Grants, 
with  the  whole  left  wing,  gave  way,  and  retired  en  ma«««  towards 
the  hiUs.  Thus  Kenneth  Logie,  who  had  long  curbed  his  impa- 
i^ienoe,  found  himself  alone,  and  in  one  moment  more  was  inyohed 
among  the  adyancing  tide  of  Huntly's  desperate  horsemen,  wk, 
^gh^g  every  foot  of  the  way,  with  the  can's  torn  banner  flutter- 
ang  above  them,  were  hewing  a  passage  over  a  field  strewed  with 
clansmen,  whose  tartans  were  drenched  in  blood.  Nothing  could 
leurpass  the  bravery  on  both  sides ;  one  fighting  for  glory-the 
40ther  for  their  lives,  honour,  and  religion. 

In  the  heat  of  the  conflict,  Lord  Huntly  had  his  horse  shot 
Tunder  him,  and  Halbert  Grordon,  who,  with  all  his  faults,  vu 
l)rave  as  a  lion,  quickly  slew  Campbell  of  Auchinbreck,  and 
Temounted  the  earl  on  that  gentleman's  steed.  At  that  moment, 
ZKenneth  Logic,  who,  with  the  coolness  of  a  spectator,  had  been 
watching  the  conflict,  reserving  his  strength  and  his  wrath  for 
'Gordon,  uttered  a  wild  yell  of  rage  and  grief,  and  rushed  upon 
ihim.  They  both  wore  open  helmets,  and,  recognising  each  other, 
•encountered  at  once,  bridle  to  bridle,  and  hand  to  hand,  witb  * 
^savage  and  sombre  fury,  which  rendered  them  quite  oblivioos  of 
'the  battle  that  raged  like  a  storm  around  them.  They  had  aot 
»a  breath  for  insult  or  invective ;  their  teeth  were- set ;  their  eyes 
■were  full  of  fire  j  they  both  hovered  on  the  brink  of  eternity,  and 
<each  saw  nothing  but  his  enemy. 

"For  her  sake,  blessed  Lord,  direct  my  hand!"  prayed  Kenneth, 
"and  it  seemed  as  if  that  voiceless  prayer  had  been  heard ;  for  at 
the  very  moment  his  sword  passed  through  the  breast  of  Gordon, 
*who  fell  forward  across  the  saddle  of  his  victor. 

"Dog!"  exclaimed  the  lattbr,  seizing  him  relentlessly  by  the 
^throat ;  "  dog,  and  son  of  a  dog,  dost  thou  repent  her  death  ?" 

"  I  do,"  gasped  Grordon,  almost  choked  in  Ids  blood ;  "  sorely 
I  -do  ;  but  that  fatal  bullet  was  for  thee — ^for  thee — and  not  for 
iierr 

** Would  to  Heaven  thine  aim  had  been  more  true!  lily. 
«ried  Kenneth,  looking  upward,  "  I  have  avenged  thee." 

"And  thus  I  avenge  mvself !"  exclaimed  Gordon,  as,  with  the 
last  energy  apparenfly  of  life,  he  twice  buried  his  dagger  in  the 
•body  of  Kenneth,  and  they  fell  together  from  their  horses  oathfl 
jslippery  field. 

Gordon  was  supposed  to  be  dead — ^but  evil  spirits  do  not  pass  30 
readily  from  among  us. 

Kenneth  was  borne  away  by  a  few  of  the  Campbells;  but^^ 
jseemed  to  be  in  a  dying  state. 

By  this  time,  Argyle,  notwithstanding  the  vast  aapenoril7« 


-^  vuusts  gave  way  iH^  ^^^«  ^««to  and  LochaeB.  the 
Kf:£*«w  did  aU  that  mortd^,^^?^  i  *»*  ^^'Ough  the  braye 
ortnne  of  the  day.  a^tiy^hS^J^'*  "***  *?  ''brieve  the  felling 
J*«  rugged  bH,4  of^^te,"2^i~'*^''°^P«'l«'«U  WoJi* 
^treated  to  those  at^  ™^l!^'  *^'°-  whencTthe  dtJimen 
otJd  never  pnC  &  TwT'  .T  ^^'*  ""^«»  trooper* 
«vr  down  below  m&e2vJih^'^  ^  obscurity  of  the  iii|bt, 
«  they  snmmoned  tb^  H»^„5^^  ^*^  ^^  trumpets  soond&ig. 
'nd  afi  dismonnteHo  £L?Jn  tI,^?'^'^™'3theirleadeM, 

^W^f  B^™d*fiveSl,^^''*"*^il  ""d  Aachinbrect.  th» 
Inntly  lost  only  theEh?l?1  "f?*  /*«^  «  «»«  ^"Hey  ;  wMo 
nd  a  score  or  two  ofS^^'^'^^'^'^*'  ^'^  ^^  «f  Gi«^*' 

truck  teT^*KifclKf;!"T^!^»J'^««  «'  Glenlirat.  whi<* 
M  famous  yeUow»Mn«-,  J:J^*®***'^*»'*ad  where  Argyle  lost 
nto  the  Garioch  andE^  !^  "^  ^™«  ^'tli  otter  tJophies 
Jtrathbogie.  Plwed  tmthe  sunmut  of  Huntly's  cas&e  oi 

^^^d^  tZ^tZ^^  in.their  hurried  retreat,  and  1«1 
J:enneth7o^|?h2Li,f*r^?°^T  **«*  overlook  the  Li^«M 
rhose  medi^  te^ato^t  L^*  °^  1?^'  ^^^^  Highland  croxu 
he  deadly  natnToSV^^lIf  J^^^^  ""^r^.  aggravate 
i^e,  two  months  aftpir7i.r^Ki  '  i.^'*'  "*,  ^*',  •»*<*  °o  wiah.  t 
»nt  to  difl.  «^i.  the  batftle  he  sought  his  natire   tJZ^ 

S^  wL<^  ^^  '^"?  "*^  =»<«*  8tertled-if  aVtWns^n*^*  ^ 
hLi^^i  occupation  is  so  ho  rrible-on  fcd&gMf aS?  ^artlo 
mg  on  the  flat  stone  which  co-rers  fair  Lily's  Sly?  ^^  »»«n 
jms  were  spread  over  it.  and  hi'j.  cold  cheet  rert^d  on  tk  *?  "V* 
f  her  name.  The  old  carle  tu  med  him  oy«!^d  u^^i^^*«»^ 
f^^mshment  and  pity  ou  recognising  Keknett.  L^*^»  c^ 

John  ayerred  that,  when  first' found,  his  lira  were  n»«o   j  ^ 

e  f«8t.^ered  gravestone.      Some'peS  th^K^l'^Poa. 

»ght  be  the  sexton's  fancy,  or  -the  position  was  accidental    *  *^'* 
Helookftd  cahn  and  placid,    and,  as  the  winter  sunaK- 

pon  hu  bhuMshed  face,  and  tiie  morning  wind  lifted  th       ^ 


1)78  raxuw  voLEJCf; 

locks  of  his  dewy  hair,  it  seemed  to  the  old  gtKvediggeit  as  if  poor 
Kenneth  smiled. 

He  was  bniried  there,  and  the  stone  which  bears  the  inscription 
(already  given),  with  the  sword  and  cross,  marks  the  place  where 
he  lies ;  the  delaced  tomb  beside  it  coreors  the  grate  of  1% 
Ponaldson.* 

The  flowers  of  many  a  snmmer  hare  strewed  their  leaves  abore 
these  graves ;  but  at  this  honr  the  memory  of  those  loven  is  s 
firesh  in  Cromar  as  if  they  had  been  buried  only  yesterday. 

Gordon  did  not  die ;  but,  leaving  Scotland  for  error,  entered,  ss 
a  Catholic,  the  service  of  the  Bmperor,  andassttfiunghis  mother's 
name  and  designation,  as  Halbert  Ctinninghame  of  the  Boortree- 
haugh,  soon  rose  to  honotir  and  distinction.  After  the  fashion  of 
some  of  the  Scoto-Imperialists,  he  spelt  his  name  in  a  foreign 
manner,  and  as  "  Albrecht  Count  oi  Koeningheim"  it  will  be 
frequently  found  in  the  pages  of  the  Svedisk  ItitelUgencer,  and 
the  works  of  Fomiano  Strada,  the  Jesuit. 

*  A  large  cairn  marked,  or  still  mark«,  the  ph»e  where  Llljr  f^  I7  the 
hand  of  Halbert  Gordon.  The  stronghold  of  his  ftunUy  was  palled  dows 
many  years  ago,  and  the  materials  were  used  in  the  erection  of  other  e<ttfioest 
the  deep  wide  Moat  is  still  traceable  on  the  farm  called  Farks-of-Coldstooe. 
It  luRonnds  an  area  of  an  aer«i  Imt  the  moraas  has  Vmg  8liio«  toeoi  drained 


OB^  THE  fikXymStt  IrtTBKETEERS.  S79 


Maal  t\t  ^Uitntli. 


CHAPTEH  LXIX. 


WAILBKBTEIir. 


)ITCH  was  the  story  revealed  to  ns  by  the  little  mannscript  book 
>i  Koeniagbeim,  who,  wandering  from  his  native  land,  had  songht 
leath  among  the  armiea  of  the  Empire,  but  found  honour,  rank, 
health,  and  distinction  heaped  upon  him;  for,  until  now,  in 
very  field  he  had  escaped  unharmed,  and  seemed  to  bear  a 
iwrmed  life,  for  against  his  breast  the  bullet  had  failed,  and  the 
teel  lost  its  point. 

Ernestine  and  I  kept  the  secret  between  ourselves,  and  to  her 
«re  I  consigned  the  httle  manuscript  book,  which  we  resolved 
»  preserve  as  a  relic  or  souvenir  of  a  brave  but  unfortunate 
nend.  He  was  buried  with  all  the  military  honours  of  his 
ank. 

King  Christian  ordered  the  royal  standard  to  be  half  hoisted 
ja  the  Anna  Catkarina,  the  yards  to  be  topped  up  in  various 
"Actions,  and  the  rigging  to  be  thrown  into  loops  and  bights ; 
tta,  under  a  salute  of  cannon,  the  body  was  lowered  into  a  boat, 
ad  slowly  palled  ashore.  It  was  the  evening  of  a  beautiful  . 
ad  sunny  day,  but  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  a  scene 
ttore  solemn.  The  brave  and  venerable  King  of  Denmark  stood 
»reheaded  on  the  deck,  and  his  single  eye  glistened  with  self- 
^tification  at  the  last  honours  he  was  thus  enabled  to  render 
«e  bravest  of  his  enemies — one  whose  valour  had  mainly  con* 
nbuted  to  the  defeat  of  the  Danes  at  Liitter. 

All  the  officers  of  the  little  fleet  and  army  attended  the  intar* 
i^ciit,  and  three  oompanies  of  our  regiment  (M' Alpine's,  Xildon's, 
ad  my  own)  formed  the  firing  party.  The  muffled  drum  rolled  j 
itte  shrill  fife  and  the  solemn  war-pipe  poured  their  saddest  wail ; 
ad  after  a  pray^  from  the  Bev.  Gideon  Geddes,  our  preacher, 
1^  lowered  him  into  Danish  ground,  by  the  shore  of  me  Baltio 
'^f  whose  tideless  waves  were  chafing  and  rippling  on  the  yellow 
^t  within  a  pike-length  of  his  dark  and  solitaiy  grave. 

Close  bv,  A  choir  of  birds  sang  joyously  among  a  group  of 
?^  InrcheB  and  copper  beeches ;  tne  sun  of  one  of  the  lovelie'' 
"?a  of  summer  mm  setting  at  the  far  and  flat  horizon^  and  * 
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tween  tlie  thickets  it  poured  upou  the  open  grave  a  flood  oi  tkt 
warm  light  which  was  dying  away  on  the  blue  waters  of  the  sea. 
Three  hundred  bright  musKet-barrels  flashed  thrice  in  the  sun, 
as  they  were  raised  with  muzzles  skyward  for  the  parting  voller. 

Then  the  drums  rolled,  while  the  pioneers  heaped  the  smij 
earth  above  him,  and  all  was  over. 

It  was  an  open  and  somewhat  desert  spot ;  near  were  three 
earthen  tumuli,  where  perhaps  the  warriors  of  some  remote  and 
unknown  battle  lay.  These  rose  to  the,  height  of  twenty  feet 
above  the  wave-like  ridges  of  the  coast ;  and  between  them  Ian 
small  morass,  with  the  roots  and  trunks  of  vast  pines  imbedded 
in  the  moss — the  remnants  of  some  mighty  forest,  that  of  oldlud 
shrouded  the  unhallowed  rites  to  the  spirit  of  Loda. 

There  was  no  stone  to  speak  to  other  years,  as  our  mountain 
songs  have  it — ^to  tell  his  fame  to  other  times ;  and  thus  the 
nameless  grave  of  the  poor  Scottish  wanderer  was  left  in  its 
solitude  by  the  sandy  shore  of  the  Baltic  Sea. 

There  is  ever  something  solemn,  touching,  and  mystenons 
about  a  grave  that  is  solitary ;  it  seems  loneliness  made  more 
lonely,  especially  if  it  is  the  last  resting-place  of  a  strangeiv-an 
unknown  or  a  nameless  person.  Thus  it  is  more  than  probable, 
that  in  time  the  honest  Holsteiners  may  have  framed  some  dark 
legend  concerning  the  Scotsman's  grave,  for  oral  transmission 
to  the  children  of  their  children.  But  now  to  resume  my  own 
3iarrative. 

Finding  that  the  redoubt  or  sconce  erected  on  the  coast  vu 
of  considerable  strength,  and  by  its  elevation  a  garrison  woulti 
be. able  to  defend  it  on  the  landward,  and  keep  aS.  the  adjacenj 
country  in  check,  while  firom  the  seaward  they  could  be  suppliw 
with  every  provision, — ^after  some  skirmislung  with  the  Iin- 
perialists  &om  Eiel,  and  having  one  smart  encounter,  wherein 
Ian,  with  two  companies  of  our  regiment,  handled  Wingarti's 
dragoons  (who  endeavoured  to  turn  our  flank)  in  such  a  maniie^ 
that  to  their  dying  hour  they  would  never  forget  the  Scottish  in- 
vincibles — King  Christian  drew  all  ofi*  on  board  of  his  shit^- 
except  some  of  old  Colonel  Dubbelsteirn's  Dutch  companies,  vho 
were  left  to  defend  the  place;  and  who,  if  ultimately  t^keOf 
would  be  no  great  loss. 

"We  then  put  to  sea. 

This  measure  was  rendered  imperative  by  certain  tidings  whiclij 
about  this  time,  old  Baron  Fcsyoe  brought  from  the  sequestered 
court  of  Anna  Catharine,  concerning  the  siege  of  the  free,  &&'' 
hitherto  peaceful,  city  t)f  Stralsund. 

Wallenstein  the  !Uuke  of  Friedland,  as  generalissimo  of  ^^ 
iEmperor  by  sea  and  land,  had  resolved  to  sweep  the  shores  t^ 
well  as  the  waters  of  the  Baltic.    By  shippmg  from  Dantog  ""^ 
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tho  Hanse  tosms,  he  had  carried  the  war  to  the  other  side  of  that 
ihollow  ocean,  and  pursued  the  Danes  into  the  heart  of  their  own 
files.  In  the  prosecution  of  his  daring  and  ambitious  plans  of 
conquest,  he  hoped  to  cut  off  all  communication  between  the 
itates  of  Lower  Germany  and  the  Scandinavian  kings  ;  and  by 
;lie  aid  of  Poland — ^which  was  aLready  dependent  on  Vienna-— 
le  hoped  to  stretch  the  authority  of  Ferdinand  II.  from  the 
Sound  of  Elsineur  to  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic. 

Such  was  the  avowed  intention  of  this  great  general;  but  in 
liis  inner  heart  he  nursed  one  greater  and  more  daring  scheme, 
ffhich  was  nothing  less  than  to  acquire  territory  and  found  a 
power,  that,  together  with  the  army,  which  by  his  bravery,  tact» 
md  lavish  generosity  adored  him,  he  might  be  enabled  to  throw 
:)fr  the  yoke  of  that  empire  he  was  pretending  to  extend,  and  thus 
found  a  regal  dynasty  of  his  own. 

In  pursuance  of  this  gigantic  view  he  resolved  to  seize  Stral- 
nmd,  a  city  of  the  Baltic — the  sixth  of  the  Hanseatic  League. 
It  had  remained  peaceful  during  this  disastrous  war,  pursuing 
those  habits  of  industry  which  had  secured  it  so  many  privileges 
from  the  Dukes  of  Pomerania ;  but  its  noble  harbour,  and  vicinity 
to  the  coasts  of  Sweden  and  Denmark,  made  its  possession  neces- 
Barj  to  the  conqueror.    He  sent  Campmaster-general  Amheim  to 
the  burghers,  requiring  them  to  receive  an  Imperial  earrison ; 
but  they  wisely  refused,  and  betook  them  to  their  muskets  and 
morions,  buff-coats  and  halberds.    He  then  sent  Colonel  Goetz, 
who  merely  requested  permission  to  march  the  enormous  and 
disorderly  army  of  Austria  through  the  city ;   but  the  burgo- 
niaster  was  too  wary,  and  tiiis  also  was  refusied.    Then  the  gates 
»ere  closed  and  cannon  loaded ;  the  city  stood  upon  its  defence, 
and  Wallenstein  besieged  it  with  a  fiiry,  the  greater  because  it 
lay  80  near  his  newly-acquired  dukedom  of  Mecklenburg,  and 
barred  his  way  to  mightier  conquests*    He  poured  his  brigades 
through  Pomerania,  made  the  Duke  Bogislaus  IV.  a  prisoner  ; 
and  after  receiving  25,000/.  from  the  Stralsunders,  as  a  bribe  to 
leave  them  unmolested,  coolly  put  the  money  into  his  treasury, 
«id  then  attacked  the  city  with  the  greatest  determination,  in- 
nesting  it  on  all  sides ;  but  left  Amhemi  and  the  Count  of  Carl- 
rtein  to  press  the  siege,  while  he  went  to  scourge  the  citazens  of 
Sustrow,  the  capital  of  Mecklenburg,  a  duchy  Tdiich  had  just 
W  bestowed  upon  him  by  Ferdinand. 

Such  were  the  tidings  brought  to  the  king  by  the  Baron  J?  ceyoB, 
tt  we  lay  under  easy  sail  in  the  Fehmer-sund,  about  the  end  of 
"immer,  and  he  was  thunderstruck  by  the  intelligence;  for  if 
5tralsund  fell,  the  free  navigation  of  the  Baltic  would  be  tor  ever 
ost,  alike  to  Sweden  and  to  Denmark. 

Without  a  hour's  delay,  he  despatched  the  Baron  Ji,arl  on  r 
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■bamy  to  tke  great  Gkutams  Adolphog,  begging  that  they 
might  now  forget  their  petty  jealousiea,  and  unite  to  saye  tne 
fitraisunders.  Karl  made  gdod  speed  with  his  missioiii  and  the 
famous  treaty  of  1628,  ooncluded  soon  after,  was  its  resiilt.  The 
Bordiem  kings  bound  themselves  to  combine  for  the  defence  of 
the  ci^,  and  to  oppose  erery  hostile  power  in  the  Baltic.  GostaTtn 
offered  to  send  Sir  Alexander  Liealie  of  Balgonie  with  in 
thousand  Scottish  troops,  while  Christian  was  to  fornish  a  squadion 
of  ships;  and  thia  squadron  that  gallant  prince  resolyed  to  lead 
in  person. 

■  Elsineur  was  to  be  the  muster-place,  and  all  the  remains  of  our 
dender  garrisons  in  Zealand,  Laaland,  and  Falster,  and  eveij 
man  who  oould  hcmdle  a  musket  in  the  king's  seryioe^  was  ordend 
to  repair  tibiere  by  an  appointed  day. 


OHAPTEB  LXX. 

THB  VAJOB  OF  MTTSKETXISBS. 

Thi  whole  of  our  regiment  looked  forward  with  joy  and  ardon? 
to  entering  on  this  new  arena  of  operations,  where  we  hoped  to 
do  deeds  more  worthy  of  us  than  the  futile  and  desultory  coufiicts 
maintained  by  the  brave,  but  almost  fugitive  Eling  Christiaii, 
along  the  shores  of  the  Lesser  Belt ;  and  though  at  times  I  caught 
liie  old  spirit,  from  the  fire,  animation,  and  example  of  my  com- 
rades, the  presence  of  Ernestine,  and  the  doubt  which  overhang 
the  fate  of  Gabrielle,  were  to  me  a  source  of  great  anxiety. 
.  Christian  having  heard  that  the  Count  of  Carlstein  was  willi 
the  Imperialists  at  the  siege  of  Btralsund,  was  so  gracious  as  to 
offer  Ernestine  the  use  of  a  small  vessel  with  a  white  flag,  that  slie 
might,  accompanied  by  a  slender  retinue,  rejoin  him ;  bat  she 
modestly  dechned,  and  requested  permission  to  remain  untH  she 
oould  obtain  some  certain  tidings  of  her  sister;  and  the  king 
pledffed  himself,  that  between  this  day  and  that  of  the  rendezroos 
at  Elsineur,  nothing  should  be  left  undone  to  discover  in  vrht 
direction  Count  Merod^  had  marched. 

Ernestine's  proud  heart  was  filled  with  gratitude,  and  on  bet 
knees  she  wept  and  kissed  the  rough  brown  hand  of  the  warrior 
king,  who  immediately  raised  her  up. 

m  the  cabin  of  Qir  Kikelas  Yaldemar  she  stood,  amid  a  group 
of  some  twenty  noble  ladies  of  Holstein,  all  fugitives,  and  bouna 
for  Zealand ;  out  in  her^satin  hood  of  that  bright  yellow,  which 
so  finely  became  her  beautifbl  black  hair,  and  with  her  dark,  y^^ 
timid  and  dove-like  eyes,  my  Emestise  was  the  fairest  amoBg 
^hat  group  of  fair  ones. 
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By  the  ides  of  l^dhnen  and  Zealand  we  were  to  marcli  fat 
Elsineur,  while  the  long  was  to  go  round  with  the  fleet  by  sea, 
ind  take  on  board  some  of  the  little  garrisons  he  had  lefl  in 
Paasinge,  CE7roe,  and  the  lesser  isles.  The  ladies  on  board  the 
inna  Caikarina,  being  anxious  to  reach  the  cathedral  diy  of 
Roschilde  or  Copenhagen,  landed  with  ns  at  Faaborg,  from 
rhence  they  proceeded  at  once  towards  their  varions  destinations ; 
tome  in  cafeches,  others  by  wagon,  the  nsual  vehicle  of  the 
!Ountry  for  transmission  from  place  to  place. 

The  JBaron  Karl  had  tindly  placed  his  gilded  calSche,  with  its 
¥0  sturdy  switch-tailed  Holsteiners,  at  the  service  of  Ernestine.  ' 
10  long  as  she  might  require  them,  and,  having  no  other  means  oi 
)rotection,  she  resolved  with  her  female  attendants  to  travel  with 
>ur  column  towards  Ekineur.  The  circumstance  of  her  being 
rith  us,  thrown  in  a  manner  so  isolated,  completely  under  my 
rardship  (sl  beautiful  young  girl  under  tiie  charge  of  a  young 
ellow  of  three-and-twenty — and  that  young  feUow  an  officers 
ertainly  made  me  think  that,  if  we  were  married,  a  great  deal 
>f  trouble  in  the  mode  of  travelling,,  and  expense  in  the  matter  of 
jillets,  might  be  saved ;  but  her  unprotected  state,  the  distance 
rem  her  fither,  and  the  mystery  that  overhung  her  sister's  fat^ 
impelled  me  to  keep  such  occasional  thoughts  to  myself. 

Ernestine  placed  perfect  confidence  in  every  soldier  of  oup 
egiment,  and  there  were  not  less  than  a  hundred  tall  gillies  in 
oy  own  company,  each  of  whom  considered  it  his  bounden 
luty  to  rid:  liie  and  limb,  if  necessary,  in  defence  of  the  foreign 
ady  who  was  the  kinswoman  of  their  captain,  and  consequently 
he  kinswoman  of  every  one  who  bore  the  name  of  Eollo  or 
H'Farquhar. 

Oa  the  morning  we  landed  at  Faaborg,  a  beautiful  and  un- 
londed  sun  arose  from  a  brilliant  sea,  and  its  morning  light 
Ipped  the  foamy  waves  with  purple ;  even  in  storms,  the  wares 
I  that  shallow  sea  are  never  so  great  as  those  of  the  outer  ocean ; 
'lit  by  their  fury  and  rapidity  tney  are  much  more  dangerous,  as 
tey  roll  through  the  narrow  straits,  to  deposit  amber  on  the 
anda  of  Courland  and  on  the  Prussian  shore. 

A.t  the  small  and  unsheltered  port  of  Faaborg,  the  Danish  boats 
jaded  us  on  the  ruinous  Quay ;  the  little  that  had  survived  the 
ime  when  the  soldiers  of  Christian  III.  burned  the  town,  was  ill 
uilt  and  fast  decaying.  Being  situated  at  the  end  of  a  shallow 
<&y,  and  among  marges,  Ian  resolved  that  we  should  at  onc6 
larch  inland,  lest  the  effect  of  a  swampy  district  on  our 
mountaineers  in  the  summer  season  might  cause  some  fatal  dis- 
emper.  As  the  king  had  directed  him  to  halt  for  four  days,  that 
re  might  recover  from  the  close  confinement  of  the  ships,  hp 
uarched  for  Hesingei  a  small  town  which  we  entered  about  mia« 
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day,  with  our  drnnu  beating  and  pipes  playing,  to  the  great  oon- 
Btemation  and  manifest  annoyance  of  tne  townsmen  and  boors ; 
who,  although  too  cowardly  to  fight  their  own  battles,  gave  evst 
a  poor  welcome  to  those  who  were  good-natured  enough  to  do 
that  favour  for  them. 

During  this  ten  miles  march,  I  had  frequently  walked  by  the 
door  of  Ernestine's  calSche :  she  was  beconung  intensely  dejected; 
for  to  lose  sight  of  the  Baltic  seemed  like  rSinquishing  all  hope 
of  recovering  Gabrielle. 

As  the  regiment  drew  up  in  close  column  under  the  colours  in 
the  main  sif  eet  of  the  little  town,  where  all  their  bright  arms 
flashed  in  the  sun,  as  they  were  ordered  on  the  ground,  with  the 
clatter  of  seven  hundred  butts  of  steel,  a  weU-dressed  cavalier, 
who  wore  a  suit  of  peach-coloured  velvet,  laced  with  silver,  large 
calf-skin  boots,  a  broad  hat  bound  with  galloon,  and  garoished 
by  a  red  feather,  with  a  sword  and  pair  of  pistols  in  his  girdle, 
rose  up  from  a  table  under  a  beech  that  stood  before  the  door  of 
the  Inn,  which  was  named  the  Green  Tree. 

While  his  horse,  which  stood  near,  took  com  from  a  wooden 
bowl,  he  had  been  regaling  himself  with  a  pipe  of  tobacco  and  a 
can  of  pale  Odenzee  beer,  when  the  rat-tat  of  our  drums  and  the 
flashing  of  our  arms,  as  we  marched  in,  had  excited  his  attention. 
He  came  slowly  towards  us.  I  saw  him  look  once  or  twice  into 
the  caliche  which  followed  the  baggage-wains,  and  then,  as 
became  a  well-bred  cavalier,  he  touched  his  beaver  to  its  fair 
occupant.    His  figure  now  seemed  familiar  to  me. 

**  Welcome  to  Hesinse,  Captain  EoUo/'  said  he,  grasping  my 
hand,  with  a  broad  laugh. 

"Major  Fritz!"  I  exclaimed;  "I  thought  you  were  at 
Vienna." 

"  Henckers !  I  toa»  there  lon^  enough,  paying  the  penalty  of 
admiring  a  pair  of  pretty  ankles  in  white  stockings." 

"Oh— the  mask P" 

"  No  more  of  that — for  I  cannot,  with  patience,  think  of  the 
outrageous  ass  I  made  of  myself.  However,  I  escaped ;  reached 
[Rostock,  disguised  as  a  valet  of  General  Arnheim,  and  wearing  a 
suit  of  his  liverv,  which  I  piffchased  at  Vienna,  took  shipping  at 
the  Baltic,  reached  Nyeborg  last  week,  and  was  on  my  way  to 
join  the  king,  when  I  now  learn  that  his  majesty  is  sailing  round 
by  the  Great  Belt  for  Helsingor.  I  am  most  anxious  to  serve 
again." 

"  Christian  will  gladly  receive  you." 

"  Ton  my  soul,  I  would  be  most  happy  to  take  charge  of  your 
^^f?age-guard. " 

"  i?hank  you,  major ;  but  Willie  Lumsden,  my  own  lieutenant, 
'  ^s  that  duty  assigned  him," 
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*'  I  think  it  woiild  be  a  very  interesting  service,  notwithstand- 
ing the  dust,  the  noise,  and  the  screeching  of  the  wheels  at  one's 
ear.  Ay,  faith !"  he  continued,  looking  back,  "  *tis  a  dainty  dame." 

••Who,  Herr  Major r 

"  She  with  the  dark  hair  and  yellow  hood,  in  yonder  caUche. 
rhose  arms  are  very  like  Klosterfiord's.  Surely  Karl  has  not 
been  such  a  blockhead  as  to  marry  the  daughter  of  old  Eantzau — 
Grunhilda,  the  holiday  nun — the  prudish  little  sister  of  St.  Knud  P" 

"  Our  pistolier  is  still  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  single-blessed* 
ttess." 

*'  ITien  whose  ware  may  she  be  P" 

I  did  not  make  any  answer. 

•*  Your  ooloneFs  lady,"  continued  this  incorrigible  fellow ;  "  for 
I  do  not  perceire  any  other  caldche.  What !  you  grow  red  as  a 
fcurkeycockl  Zounds — ^it  cannot  be — ^is  she  thine  P  my  dear 
fellow,  I  congratulate  you.  Happy  dog !  I  should  like  to  be  in 
pnr  shoes  for  six  hours.  Is  she  Carlstein's  daughter P  Faith! 
ahe  turned  the  heads  of  half  the  Viennese." 

I  had  some  trouble  in  preserving  my  countenance  and  my  tem- 
per, while  Fritz  ran  on  in  this  fashion.    He  quickly  perceived  this, 

"  Come,"  said  he,  "  taste  the  beer  of  Odenzee.  I  drink  to  you, 
Herr  Captain.  You  are  a  most  fortunate  dog ;  but,  upon  my 
Boul,  I  would  not  like  to  have  a  wife  half  so  pretty." 

'•  Why  so,  Fritz  P"  said  I,  rather  amused  by  his  rattling  manner. 

"Because  a  girl  like  Lady  Ernestine  will  never  want  for  lovers, 
Diey  will  swarm  about  her  like  flies  round  a  honey-pot." 

"But  I  have  the  strongest  faith  in  her." 

"  Faith !  oh,  that  is  an  excellent  and  most  necessary  quality 
for  one  who  has  ideas  of  matrimony." 

"  Come,  Herr  Fritz — ^now,  do  not  be  impertinent." 

"  I — ^impertinent — ^not  for  the  world." 

"  Your  taith  was  strong  in  a  pretty  mask  of  black  velvet." 

"Enough,  enough,  my  boy.  I  snail  say  no  more,"  said  he, 
clinking  his  can  against  mine ;  **  my  faith  was  not  strong ;  but 
I  am  not  the  first  man  who  has  been  led  out  of  his  way  by  seeing 
&  mincing  step,  a  lifted  sldrt,  and  a  pair  of  pretty  ankles,  encased 
in  spotless  white  stockings.  Der  Teufel!  no.  By-the-by,  do 
you  mean  to  beat  up  the  !unperialists  in  this  neighbourhood  P  " 

"  Imperialists  here — in  Odenzee — on  this  side  of  the  Belt  P  " 

"  They  are  in  every  region  but  the  Infernal,  I  believe,  which 
BHould  be  their  proper  quarter.  Is  it  possible  that  you  do  not 
know  that  a  regiment  of  Grerman  musketeers  occupy  the  old 
castle  on  the  Cape  of  Helnoesland,  about  six  Danish  miles  from 
thisP" 

"  No,  and  sure  I  am  that  M'Farquhar,  our  lieutenant-colonel, 
knows  nothing  of  it  either." 
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"  'Tia  neverUielefis  true,  thoogli.  Cotmt  ]iIerod6,  with  bis 
regiment,  hare  ensconced  themsenres  there,  and  have  been  play- 
ing some  pretty  pranks  among  the  wives  and  daughters  of  oar 
boors  for  a  week  past." 

*'  Merod^  1 "  I  exclaimed,  in  a  breat^dess  yoice,  alike  thunder- 
struck, 9nd  overjoyed  at  this  intelligence.  "  Tell  me^  if  tbe» 
are  any  ladies  with  himP" 

"  How  should  I  know,  my  comrade  P"  asked  the  major  vag* 
giihly,  as  he  filled  the  beer-cans  again.  "  Is  one — ^is  that  pret^ 
one  in  the  caliche— not  enough  for  you  P  But  doubt  not  that, 
wherever  the  Merodeurs  are,  a  larg^  assortment  of  the  weaker 
vessels  are  always  to  be  found." 

"  Ah,  Heavens  I  Ernestine,  be  joyful !  Think  of  what  I  have 
just  heard ! "  said  I,  rushing  fro^i  the  v^^ov  to  the  door  of  the 
caliche,  where  Ian  had  dismounted  Qpd  was  conversing  with  her; 
'f  our  dear  Gabrielle  i$  in  yonder  castle  on  the  promgnt^jry— not 
two  cannon-shots  distant." 

"What  the  devil  is  all  this  about  P"  Sfiid  Fritz,  with  a  per- 
plexed aiSr,  as  he  switched  bis  capacious  boots  i  "  'pon  my  booI 
'^s  highly  dramatic  I" 

The  eyes  of  Ernestine  were  filled  with  tears. 

"  Bioul  I  are  you  sure  of  this  P  "  s^4  Iftu,  Mfho^e  hand  wandered 
about  the  hilt  of  his  long  claymore. 
.  *'  I  am  sure  that  at  least  Merod6  is  there," 

**  Enough,  then,"  said  Ian ;  "  m^^iUi  if  this  Austrian  robber 
does  not  surrender  your  sister  to  ua  in  four-ftud-twe»ty  hours- 
spotless  and  unharmed  as  when  he  seized  her — by  tue  bohI  of 
my  father !  by  the  bones  that  lie  under  Caini  nii  Cuihii^ie  I  u\<^ 
by  the  Holy  Iron,  I  will  give  hia  he^d  to  the  wolves,  and  ^ 
heart  to  the  eagles ! " 

Honest  Ian  commenced  in  German,  and  gradually  plid  intolus 
Gaelic,  consequently,  Ernestine  imderstood  only  the  half  of  wkat 
he  said ;  but  enough,  however,  to  be  assured  tbf^  he  meant  to 
vescue  her  sister  at  all  hazards. 

"May  God  bless  you,  kind  oousini"  said  she,  placing  be? 
kands  on  his  shoulders,  while  her  dove-like  ejes,  tnaj;  beamed 
with  affectionate  admiration,  were  fixed  on  hia  dajrk  and  hand- 
some face.  "  If  a  brave  heart  and  a  strong  hand  otpi  save  ber, 
GabrieUe  is  already  saved ;  and  she  oould  not  owe  her  freedom 
to  one  she  loves  better  than  her  cousin,  Ian  Bhu  \ " 

'*  Let  Merod^  look  to  himself,"  continued  Ian ;  "  for  it  is  n0| 
everv  day  that  he  and  his  ruffianly  oaterans  have  seven  h^iBdred 
Hignlandmen  to  reckon  their  accounts  with." 

Big  Phadri^,  who  was  standing  near,  with  his  enormous  tnagi 

'  Loohaber  axe,  gave  it  a  flourish,  and  ran  to  acquaint  the  regi' 
^>  (which  had  now  piled  arms)  of  the  pretty  pieocr  of  worlt 
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S^^?* W^7 ^ ^ ^^^^^ ^^^ ^* '  ^^^ ^^ assembled M'Alpine, 
M'Ooll,  Kildon,  Major  Fritz,  and  sereral  other  officers,  under 
the  Grreen  Tree,  where — ^assisted  by  several  cans  of  Odenzee  beer 
—a  solemn  council  of  war  was  held  upon  the  occasion. 

^^  fl™ippositions  were  correct ;  for,  as  the  sequel  jnroved,  poor 
Sabnelle  was  actually  that  moment  Merod^'s  prisoner  in  the 


Did  castle  of  Helnossland. 


CHAPTEE  LXXi. 

THE   CASTLE  OF  HELNCESLAND. 

Iftee  carelessly  setting  on  fire  the  fwrtress  of  Fredricksort, 
iilerod^  had  been  ordered  by  Tilly  to  establish  himself  in  thtf 
next  suitable  castle ;  and  in  search  of  this,  after  a  desultory  and 
r-to  the  people — disastrous  march  along  the  shore  of  the  Xlesser 
Belt,  he  daringly  crossed  over  to  Fuhnen,  an  island  so  nam«d  in 
consequence  of  its  beauty  and  fertility,  and  established  himself 
m  an  old  tower  on  the  sandy  promontory  of  Helnoesland. 

Grrim  and  strong,  but  sm^l,  and  blending  with  the  rock  on 
which  it  is  built,  the  castle  had  formed  part  of  the  dowery  of 
tne  fair  Florentina,  Princess  of  Denmark,  who  about  1380  was 
espoused  by  Sir  Henry  Sinclair  of  Eoslin  (in  Lothian),  whom 
^  king  her  father  created  Duke  of  Oldenburg  and  Lord  of 
Zetland;  and  I  believe  that  his  ooat-of-arms,  with  the  carods- 
entailed,  the  ships  within  the  tressure,  and  title  motto  of  the. 
■tjairds  of  Eoslin,  Commit  thy  work  to  God,  are  yet  to  be  seen 
above  the  porch  of  the  old  fortress,  collared  by  the  orders  which 
^e  wore— the  Thistle,  the  Golden  Fleece,  and  St.- Michael. 

While  all  tiie  incidents  which  have  occupied  th»  last,  lew 
^apters  were  passing  elsewhere,  Gabrielle  was  a  prisoner  in 
Helnoesland,  pinmg  for  her  father,  for  her  sister,  and  for  freedootiy. 
exposed  to  the  incessant  persecution  of  Merod6,  who,  instead  o£ 
proceeding  to  extremities,  had  grown  wonderfully  tractable,  ai^ 
actually  went  the  length  of  offering  hi»  haad,  a«  weU  as  Jus  > 
anaiable  heart. 

When  not  attended  by  the  count,  Brudentia  was  ever  by  hav 
siae,  to  sing  his  praises.  In  tlus  affair  the  dancer  acted,  appn* 
neatly,  with  great  self-denial;  but,  in  truth,  she  and  Merodi  had 
grown  perfectly  tired  of  eAch  otheor;  and  she  was  only  waitmff. 
aa  opportunity  for  auietiy  and  conveniently  marching  off  witS- 
all  the  gold  and  jew^s  she  could  lay  her  pretty  hands  upon. 

"  Perverse  one,"  said  Prudentia,  on  one  occasion,  kissing 
Gabnelle;  "have  I  not  said  a  thousand  times,  that  this  hftn£ 
Bome  uad  gallant  Boble  will  marry  yau  with  joy  P  " 
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**  Why  does  he  not  marry  you  V*  asked  Gabrielle  gimply ;  "  I- 
am  sure  you  are  much  prettier  than  I." 

« I  am  only  a  poor  girl  of  Spain  i^Ay  de  mi  JEspana  /) — you  are 
the  daughter  of  a  great  noble.*' 

"  The  count  should  remember  that,  and  permit  me  to  join  isj 
&ther " 

"  Who  is  not  himself  free ;  rumour  says  he  is  marching  to 
Stralsnnd ;  but  truth  adds,  as  I  have  said  before,  that  he  is  im- 
prisoned by  the  emperor  at  Vienna." 

"  My  poor  father  I " 

"  The  Count  of  Merod6  is  at  present  heir-presumptive  to  the 
Duke  of  Fomerania  1 " 

"  But  the  duke  may  marry." 

"  What !  old  Bogislaus  IV  !"  asked  Prudentia,  with  a  merry 
burst  of  lauehter. 

"  Yes,  ana  have  heirs." 

"  Very  likely,"  replied  Prudentia  dryly ;  "  for  heirs  often  come 
into  noble  families  when  they  have  no  business  to  be  there." 

So  great  was  her  terror  of  Merod^,  that  Gabrielle  scarcely  ever 
dared  to  undress ;  she  slept  by  snatches,  closing  her  eyes  like  a 
ohild  lulled  by  weariness  and  weeping :  and  often  started,  thinlc- 
ing  that  she  heard  the  voice  of  her  sister,  addressing  her  in  the 
accents  of  affection  and  tenderness,  or  distress  and  despair ;  or 
imagining  that  she  felt  the  hateful  touch  of  the  crime-blackened 
Merod^,  or  saw  the  handsome  face,  the  grave,  dark,  honest  eye 
of  Ian  Dhu.  Frequently  she  thought  herself  again  in  the  little 
doffger,  rolling  over  the  foam-crested  waves  of  the  Lesser  BelW 
ana  that  friends  were  beside  her,  Then  she  would  spring  from 
the  couch  of  the  beautiful  but  guilty  Spanish  girl,  to  look  forth 
on  the  dawning  day,  and  the  vouug  alder-trees,  that  waved  their 
green  branches  beneath  the  old  grey  tower  of  Helnoesland. 

At  last,  one  morning  Prudentia  disappeared,  and  aB  the 
yaluables  of  Merod^— -his  diamond  order  of  Carinthia,  his  massiTo 

gold  chain,  with  his  holy  medals,  his  purse,  &c. — ^vanished  with 
er,  and  all  the  magnificent  jewels  he  nad  placed  at  the  disposal 
of  Gabrielle,  who  was  doubly  shocked  on  discovering  the  cha- 
racter of  the  woman  who  had  been  her  companion ;  and  that  she 
was  Prudentia,  the  celebrated  dancer,  and  the  sister  of  the 
infamous  Bandolo ;  for  in  the  first  burst  of  his  anger  the  count 
told  everything.  The  horror  of  Gabrielle  increased.  The 
remembered  sweetness  of  the  dancer's  manner  seemed  now  all 
acting  and  professional  study ;  her  wit  became  levity,  h^r  charm- 
ing candour,  impudence. 

Gabrielle  felt  more  than  ever  the  impossibihty  of  trusting  any  of 
those  around  her,  and  her  heart  shrunk  within  itself.  Dreading 
bia  own  officers,  none  of  whpm.  were  very  8crupulous>  Merodi 
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rept  her  so  sechided  that  now  she  saw  no  one,  save  an  old  German 
roman,  the  wife  of  a  foiinier  de  campement,  whose  wagon  for 
etailinff  heer  and  tobacco,  or  exchanging  them  for  plunder,  had 
bllowed  the  regiment  from  Vienna. 

As  one  day  will  sufSce  for  a  specimen  of  the  system  pursued  by 
he  incorrigible  Merode,  I  will  select  that  on  which  he  last  did 
rabri^k  the  honour  to  place  at  her  disposal  his  hand  as  well  as 
ds  heart ;  for  he  was  now  beginning  to  reflect,  that  if  ever  she 
jrocured  her  freedom,  without  some  such  guarantee  (for  lier 
flence)  as  matrimony,  old  Rupert- with-the-Red-Plume,  who  cer- 
ainly  was,  as  he  knew,  then  en  route  for  Stralsund,  at  the  head 
tf  a  column  of  infantry,  might  take  a  terrible  vengeance  on  the 
fhole  house  of  Merode. 

The  room  occupied  by  Gabrielle  was  low  and  gloomy ;  it  had 
wo  windows,  arched  and  grated :  one  faced  the  Lesser  Belt,  and 
he  shore  of  Alsen,  about  ten  miles  distant ;  the  other  opened  to 
he  promontory  on  which  the  tower  was  situated,  and  overlooked 
ts  spacious  garden.  There,  the  parterres  were  bordered  bv  deep 
edgings  of  old  boxwood;  the  older  hedges  and  alleys  formed 
abyrinths,  overtopped  by  the  rustling  leaves  of  the  shady 
3eeches.  About  their  old  stems,  the  purple  bramble  and  the 
fellow  honeysuckle  grew  in  heavy  and  matted  clusters,  while 
ong  dark  wreaths  of  spiral  ivy  clambered  along  their  gnarled 
Jranches.  Here  and  there,  to  terminate  the  vista  of  the  long 
Jhady  walks,  were  placed  several  ancient  stones,  covered  with 
lideous  emblems,  and  those  mysterious  S>unes,  the  invention  of 
fphich  is  ascribed  to  Odin,  ruler  of  the  elements  and  king  of 
jpells. 

Grahrielle  seldom  gazed  into  the  garden,  for  some  of  Merode's 
officers  were  nsually  seated  on  the  benches  there,  playing  chess,» 
Jinoking,  drinking,  or  toying  with  some  of  the  ladies  who  had 
occupied  the  wagons  seen  by  Father  Ignatius.  Her  sad  eyes 
"fere  constantly  fixed  on  the  blue  waters  of  the  Belt;  there 
liberty  and  freedom  seemed  to  be ;  the  passing  ships— the  sky- 
ind  ocean — ^with  the  sea-birds  floating  like  white  specks  amid  the 
Jparkiing  azure. 

Thoughi  the  season  was  summer,  a  large  piece  of  turf  (the  only 
niel  in  Fxdmen)  burned  in  the  flreplace  of  her  chamber ;  for  these 
t>ld  castles  by  the  sea  are  ever  damp  and  cold.  This  was  sup- 
plied from  time  to  time  by  fresh  peats  heaped  on  by  the  four- 
ner's  wife,  with  an  enormous  i)air  of  iron  tongs,  from  an  oak 
Dnnker,  built  into  a  recess,  which,  like  the  fireplace,  the  doors,, 
[^dows,  and  every  other  opening  in  the  edifice,  had  a  low- 
browed narrow  arch,  witb  deep  zigzag  mouldings,  springing  from 
uttle  shafted  pillars  with  escalloped  capitals.  Great  squares  of 
Qideoos  and  uncouth  tapestry,  wrought,  as  tradition  says,  by  iho 
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Prmcess  Florentina,  covered  the  walls.  The  figures  aodti^  soib' 
ject  were  enough  to  appal  even  a  stouter  heart  than  Gahrielle's. 

They  rciDresented  the  last  human  8acri£ce  offered  up  iaBritaiQ. 
In  the  miast  of  a  wood  of  gloomy  pines  stood  a  group  of  tjdi, 
ghostly,  and  lon^-bearded  Druids,  aimed  with  their  brass  celts, 
and  bearing  goblets  of  mead.  Aioidst  them  stood  Einhar,  £d 
or  Jarl  of  Caithness,  who,  in  a  battle  near  Avon-Horsa*  ia  tite 
days  when  Gregory  the  Great  was  King  of  Scotlaad,  had  taken 
prisoner  Haldona,  Prince  of  Norway,  and  offered  him  up  to  Odia. 
On  an  altar  of  stone  the  prince  lay  bound,  and  in  his  throat  vas 
the  knife  of  the  arch-druid,*  for  even  in  Gregory's  days  wm 
priests  of  Paganrie  still  lingered  in  the  northern  isles. 

These  horrible,  misshapen,  and  ghastly  figures  were  uBpkeaBaBi 
objects  for  Gabrielle  to  contemplate ;  and  she  always  tamed  to 
them  to  the  engrailed  cross,  the  heraldic  ships,  and  motto  of  the 
Sinclairs,  which  the  princess  had  hung  upon  the  pines  of  tk 
forest,  committing  an  anachronism  by  no  meaBS  unoosuaoB  t^ 
ancient  tapestries. 

Lost  in  thought,  with  her  cheek  resting  on  her  riffht  hand, 
Gabrielle  had  been  gazing  on  the  waters  of  the  Beltj  i^hidi 
mellowed  with  the  shore  in  the  sunny  evening  base.  Her  pretty 
feet,  cased  in  high-heeled  shoes  of  scarlet  velvet,  richly  embroi* 
dered  with  gold,  rested  on  a  satin  footstool.  Her  right  band 
played  with  her  fine  hair,  which  hung  ii^  short  loose  linglett* 
according  to  the  fashion  of  the  time. 

A  step,  and  the  touch  of  a  hand  aroused  her. 

She  turned  to  meet  the  impassioned  eyes  of  Merod^i  vitb  bif 
lanky  black  moustache,  long  ringleted  hair,  parted  in  the  cestw 
of  his  forehead,  and  his  sinister  face  a  little  uushed  by  wiae  tu)d 
recent  merriment.  She  gave  a  slight  shudd^ — a  smg  of  ber 
shoulder,  and  said — 

"  Oh— is  it  you  again  ?" 

"  And  have  you  really  an  aversion  for  mOt  whom  even  bt 
enemies  admit  to  be  the  first  in  the  breach,  tjxe  foremott  is  ^be 
charge,  and  the  last  in  retreat— though  the  Imperialists  »erer  ^ 
retreat.  The  heedlessness  and  imprudence  of  youth  have  plonped 
me  into  an  abyss  of  misery  and  error ;  bat  my  pride  still  beans^^ 
up,  Gabrielle — yea,  above  even  your  scoxii." 

She  did  not  reply. 

"  Ah  !*'  said  he  m  a  low  voice,  "if  I  could  oady  be  her  fitiesdf 
it  would  not  be  a  bad  preface  to  the  part  of  lover." 

"Friend^oh,  never  T'  replied  Gabrielle,  who  had  orerbeard 
these  words :  "  Merod^  can  never  be  the  friend  of  a  Tirtuoitf 
woman." 

•  A  mound  still  marks  wliere  this  oocurred,  aj>.  S83. 
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Merod^  seemed  to  be  stung  by  ber  words ;  but  be  laugbed, 
?hile  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"  Upon  mv  soul,  girl,  you  will  weary  me  by  this  incessant  re- 
istanoe.  Xou  are  just  like  Clelia  or  Cleopatra,  who  did  not 
[iye  their  lovers  so  much  as  the  smallest  kiss,  sometimes  for  six 
rears." 

"Dear  Ernestine — ^if  you  knew  all  I  suffer  here!"  said 
rabrielle,  bursting  as  usual  into  a  passionate  fit  of  weeping. 
^  "  Oh,  do  not  talk  of  Ernestine !"  said  Merode,  rather  coarsely, 
br  the  wine  he  had  just  imbibed  was  loosening  his  tongue  while 
t  clouded  his  faculties.  '*  I  do  not  see  why  you  should  nay e  such 
I  horror  of  following  my  remment  in  a  gilded  caliche  drawn  by 
dz  white  horses,  when  she  follows  the  bare  legs  of  the  Scottish 
nusketeers  in  a  caliche  drawn  by  two  brown  Holsteiners.** 

"  Wretch — silence !"  said  Gabrielle,  crossing  to  the  opposite 
mdow,  tffid  seating  herself. 

"  Wretch — silence  ?  here  is  a  specimen  of  such  good  manners 
IS  we  learn  in  Vienna !"  said  Merode,  following  and  leaning  on 
^e  back  of  her  chair.  He  continued  to  say  a  hundred  fine 
lijUDgg,  with  which  the  fluency  of  the  time,  his  own  ready  inven- 
fion,  and  impidsive  nature  supplied  him.  For  more  than  an  hour 
he  continued  to  talk  thus;  and  for  that  hour  Gabrielle  did 
nothing  but  weep  and  sob,  sob  and  weep,  without  replying,  tOl 
ber  eyes  became  inflamed,  her  face  pale,  her  head  ached,  and  her 
heart  grew  aick. 

"  Ah !  tell  me,  my  pretty  Gabrielle,  why  am  I  so  repugnant  to 
youP  'Pon  my  honour,  one  would  almost  imagine  I  was  a 
heritable  ogre !  Now,  for  the  last  time,  I  conjure  you  to  tell  me, 
if  I  have  any  hopes  of  liyinjf,  or  if  1  must  blow  out  my  brains  P 
Speak— this  silence — this  gnef— this  apathy,  overwhelm  me  with 
Borrow.    Ah,  what  an  unhappy  rascal  I  am !" 

Still  ihere  was  no  reply  given. 

Herode  had  been  so  accustomed  by  presents,  by  flattery,  and 
feigned  affection,  to  overcome  every  obstacle  thrown  in  his  way 
by  the  many  dark,  browUf  and  fair  beauties  whom  he  had  sub- 
dued, that  ne  was  piqued,  perplexed,  and  even  amused  by  the 
difficulty  and  resistance  he  encountered  in  Gabrielle.  This  gave 
her  a  new  and  dangerous  gharm ;  and,  after  his  own  fashion,  he 
iras  now  beginning  to  love  her,  at  the  very  time  when — had  he 
been  successful — that  love  would  have  been  dying  away ;  so  he 
continued  to  string  together  assertions  of  his  love  and  admira- 
^^on,  in  the  style  of  camp  and  barrack  love-making,  most  familiar 
to  him. 

"  You  are  so  enchanting,  Gabrielle !  you  are  iust  the  height  I 
admire,  and  you  must  remember  how  1  adored  you  at  Vienna, 
Thooghf  ^^en  taken  in  detail^  perhaps,  your  face  is  not  of  tb^ 
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land  whicli  sculptors — tlie  blocklieads ! — ^terin  strictly  handsome, 
when  taken  altogether,  it  is  divine !  Your  eves  are  lively,  full 
of  tenderness  and  fire ;  your  lips  are  fall  of  smiles — (certainly 
not  just  now,  by  the  Henckers !)  but  red  as  a  rosebud ;  and  your 
ankles— *pon  my  soul,  they  are  very  fine !" 

Here  GabrieUe  retreated  to  the  other  window,  and  turned  kr 
back,  but  he  followed  her ;  then  she  began  to  tremble  with  anger. 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  insidt  you— I  do  not  mean  to  be  rude !  I 
have  the  tongue  of  an  ass,"  said  Merod6,  beginning  to  speak  very 
thidc.  "  What  is  all  this  about  P  Now,  if  I  was  not  a  young 
fellow  of  spirit — ah,  pardon  me,  poor  little  tot ! — or  is  it  a  romance 
we  are  acting  P  I  never  meant  to  marry ;  but  hang  me  as  higli 
as  Mordecai,  if  I  will  not  marry  you,  GabrieUe — ay,  marry  you  in 
sober  earnest — ^rather  than  not  have  you." 

"  Insult  upon  insult !"  she  murmured. 

"  Come,  come,  GabrieUe,"  said  he,  approaching  a  step,  "listen 
to  what  I  say,  for  assuredly  your  friends  have  forgotton  you." 

"  It  almost  seems  so,"  she  repUed,  drowned  in  tears ;  "  but  even 
it  were  so,  God  wiU  not  forget  me." 

"  Neither  He  nor  theycan  protect  you  while  under  the  colouK 
of  the  valiant  regiment  JDe  Merod^." 

"  For  pity*s.s«3ce,  do  not,  on  any  account,  be  tempted  to  speak 
blasphemy,"  said  she. 

"  I)er  Teufel !  what  a  difference  between  girls  of  eighteen  and 
girls  of  five-and- forty ;  the  first  are  as  timid  as  the  latter  are 
Forward.  If  I  had  said  to  the  Baroness  Fritz  a  thousandth  part 
of  the  fine  things  I  have  said  to  you,  she  would  have  melted  awar 
in  my  arms  at  once.  But  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  now? 
"What  is  it  you  seeP  why  are  your  eyes  fixed — ^your  nostrils 
dilated — ^your  cheek  flushed  P  Ah,  damnation  !  am  I  tipsji 
or  blind  P" 

The  sad  face  of  GabrieUe  had  suddenly  changed.  Her  eyes 
sparkled  with  tears  of  astonishment  and  joy,  her  cheeks  flushed 
with  crimson,  her  Ups  trembled. 

"Ian I"  she  exclaimed,  stretching  her  hands  towards  tne 
window,  "  Ian— my  cousin — come  to  me-*save  me,  and  take  me 
to  Ernestine !" 

The  surprise  of  Merod6,  at  aU  this,  speedily  became  rage.  He 
foUowed  the  direction  of  her  eye  from  the  window,  and,  gazine 
along  the  sandy  beach  towards  the  north,  at  an  angle  of  tiie  rock 
on  which  the  outer  wall  of  the  tower  was  built,  he  saw  '^ 
imposing  figure  of  a  Scottish  Highlander  standing  erect,  as  he 
cooUy  took  a  survey  of  the  whole  place.  He  wore  a  green  tartan 
kilt,  with  a  bright  cuiraas  and  helmet ;  the  entire  pmions  of  an 
-^agle  surmounted  the  cone  of  the  latter  ;  a  round  shield  was  on 

'B  left  arm,  and  a  drawn  claymore  gUttered  in  his  right  haod. 
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)n  seeing  this  bold  fellow  within  musket-shot  of  the  walls, 
lerode  could  hardly  believe  his  senses ;  but  the  stranger  was 
an,  as  the  sequel  will  show. 

"Der  Teufel!"  said  the  count,  almost  choking  with  rage,  "I 
^ill  notch  that  rascal's  head  for  him.  I  knew  not  that  any  of 
liese  Scots  were  on  this  side  of  the  Belt.  Hallo !  to  your  arms 
here"  he  cried,  rushing  down-stairs  to  the  court-yard ;  "  to  your 
mskets  there,  the  qusAer-guard !  Kaspar — Schwindler,  do  you 
Be  that  fellow  by  the  water  side  P" 

They  did  see  nim,  and  fired  several  shots,  the  report  of  which 
alsied-Gabrielle  with  fear;  and  she  fell  upon  her  knees,  but 
)rgot  to  pray,  for  her  heart  had  forgotten  to  beat ;  and,  hke  one 
r}io  had  been  stunned  by  a  thunderbolt,  she  listened,  as  shot 
fter  shot  rang  from  the  tower  battlement  over  her  head ;  and 
hen  she  saw  Sie  snow-white  smoke  curling  away  on  the  wind. 

Ian  had  vanished  before  the  first  shot  was  fired. 

"  He  has  escaped !"  said  Merod6,  returning  breathless,  with 
nitted  brows  and  a  bitter  smile ;  "  are  you  rejoiced  to  hear  it  P" 

Gabrielle  did  not  reply ;  her  thankfulness  was  too  great  for 
tterance. 

"Ay,  the  taU  Scot  brandished  his  sword  in  defiance,  and  even 
rMle  we  saw  the  buUets  knocking  the  sand  about  him,  and 
rhitening  the  trunks  of  the  trees,  he  plunged  into  yonder  thicket 
nd  disappeared.  I  have  sent  out  Sergeant  Swashbiickler,  with 
.party,  and  hope  to  have  him  hanged  as  a  spy  before  nightfall. 

"  And  so  yonder  tall  fellow  is  your  lover,  eh?  Oh,  you  need 
lot  deny  it ;  I  saw  your  eye  say  so.  Never  did  a  woman's  eye 
iglit  up  as  yours  was  lit,  save  for  a  lover  or  a  husband.  Now, 
ittle  one,  tell  me,  what  see  you  in  that  great  swinging  Scot  that 
on  cannot  see  in  meP  Still  no  answer.  Are  we  becoming 
ulky,  passionate,  and  quarrelsome  P  Ton  my  soul,  women  are 
heater  enigmas  than  those  of  the  sphynx  I  used  to  hear  about  at 
lottingen.     So  we  have  got  a  lover,  have  we  P    Oh,  very  well ! 

shall  not  break  my  heart,  believe  me." 

Merod^  was  angry,  and  his  heart  was  full  of  bitterness  and 
ealousy ;  but  he  concealed  it  admirably. 

"Now  that  your  friends  are  in  this  neighbourhood,  I  shall 
ave  work  cut  out  for  me ;  they  must  be  received  with  such 
iOBpitality  and  honour  as  the  arsenals  of  the  Emperor  enable  us 
0  afford  to  such  visitors.  Farewell,  just  now,  Grabrielle.  I  give 
on  three  days  to  think  of  it.  (Three  days  !  now,  have  I  not  the 
•atience  of  JobP)  If  in  that  time  you  do  not  learn  to  love 
'^o,  I  shall  hate  you !"  and  he  retired  singing  the  fag-end  of  an 
Id  song — 

**  Three  days,  fair  maid,  my  love  will  last^ 
And  in  three  days  my  love  is  past." 
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'New  hope  sprang  np  in  the  bosom  of  Gabiielle. 

Ian — ^and  what  a  tide  of  suffocating  thonghts  his  cherislied 
knage  brought  upon  her  mind  I— could  not  l)e  alone  if  in  the 
Yicinitj  of  Helncesland.  He  had  heard  of  her  detention  there, 
and  had  come  to  free— perhaps  to  love  her. 

What  happiness  might  yet  be  in  store  for  her ! 

Since  she  had  been  Merod6's  prisoner,  she  had  calemlated  the 
time,  and  found  it  many,  many  weeks ;  these  made  himdred«  of 
hours,  each  of  which  had  been  counted,  and  watched  wearily  tco. 

She  ceased  to  count  them  from  that  period,  and  began  to 
reckon  anew  from  the  time  when  she  had  seen  Ian. 

He  escaped  the  Merodeurs,  and  the  fate  their  leader  intended 
him  to  suffer;  but  many  a  long  hour  passed  slowly  (m,aDd 
Gabrielle  found  herself  still  a  prisoner  m  the  old  tower  d 
Helncesland. 


OHAPTEB  LXXn. 

THB  8BBPSKT  IV  ▲  IfXlf  SKIlT. 

Ihb  result  of  our  common  council  of  war,  held  over  eertain  cass 
of  Odenzee  beer,  under  the  Green  Tree  at  Hesinge,  wa8-^w|, 
that  Gabrielle  should  be  freed  from  Merod^,  if  she  was  stul  ^^ 
prisoner ;  seoondh^,  if  not,  that  he  should  account  for  her  bod^  for 
body ;  thirdly,  that  her  freedom  should  be  obtained,  if  possible, 
by  diplomacy  or  threats,  as  we  had  strict  orders  to  jfroceedto 
iTlsineur,  without  detour  or  fighting  under  any  consideration; 
fourMy,  that  no  ransom  shomd  be  paid  (because  we  had  none 
to  pay) ;  and  ffthlyy  that,  if  all  means  failed,  we  should  ris^ 
the  king's  displeasure,  storm  Helncasland,  and  knock  all  the  Mero- 
deurs on  the  nead. 

Attended  by  Phadrig,  Ian  departed  to  examine  ihe  cattle 
before  supper,  and  had  just  satisfied  '  jinself  that  it  was  a  \m^ 
square  fortified  tower,  with  grated  windows,  a  battlemeaj 
bristling  with  brass  pateraroes,  a  oarbican  wall  lined  by  six-poana 
guns,  well  loopholed,  and  full  of  men,  when  several  shots  warned 
him  to  retire,  and  he  and  Phadrig,  bafSing  i^e  MerodeurSf 
reached  our  cantonments  at  Hesinge  about  nightfall.  There, 
after  guards  were  posted,  and  the  soldiers  billeted,  the  officers  Bat 
down  to  a  jovial  supper,  at  the  large  table  under  the  Ghreen  Tree. 

Ernestine  had  the  best  apartment  in  the  inn  apportioned  to  her; 
I  had  command  of  the  quarter-guard  that  night,  with  the  task  w 
posting,  every  two  hours,  twelve  new  sentinels  round  Hesinge; 
and  (as  the  Merodeurs  were  in  our  vicinity)  our  soldiers  had 
strict  orders  from  Ian  to  sleep  accoutred  in  case  of  a  snipnB^* 
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The  ni^Iit  was  moonless  and  cloxidj,  and  my  duty,  as  captain 
)f  the  (juarter-guard,  kept  me  wakefol  and  anxious.  Tlie  street 
ras  unlighted,  impaved,  rail  of  mud,  and  encumbered  by  rubbish 
md  pools  of  water,  where  ducks,  crows,  and  storks  squatted  by 
lay,  aad  where  prowling  dogs  burrowed  and  snarled  by  night. 

About  the  twelfth  hour,  when  returning  from  visiting  my 
entinejs,  I  paused  for  a  moment  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  to 
ibserre  the  dense  bank  of  cloud  that  arched  the  sky  from  easij 
0  west,  enclosing  it  on  all  sides  save  the  north,  where  there 
mgered  a  warm  yellow  flush,  that  in  so  northern  a  region 
rould  never  darken,  but  would  brighten  with  the  coming  day. 
t  shed  a  clear  cold  light  on  the ,  gable-ends  of  the  little  strteet^ 
n  the  sharp  ridges  of  the  roofs  and  chimney -tops,  while  their 
badows,  and  all  between  me  and  them,  were  sunk  in  blackness! 
nd  obscurity. 

Ian  occupied  the  house  of  the  Herredsfoged,  and,  as  the  colours 
^ere  deposited  there,  it  had  a  special  ffuard  of  twelve  pikemen 
mder  Sergeant  Phairig  Mhor.    It  stood  without  the  village,  and) 

0  visit  it,  I  had  to  pass  through  a  narrow  lane  between  two  privet 
iedges,  one  of  which  enclosed  the  yard  at  the  back  of  the  inn, 
nd  where  our  baggage-wagons  stood. 

A  faint  light  that  burned  in  Ernestine's  room  arrested  me. 
The  shutter  was  half  closed,  the  light  was  subdued,  and  placed 

1  the  shade,  so  that  I  knew  she  had  retired  to  rest  j  yet,  with 
iiat  sentiment  so  natural  to  a  lover,  I  stood  for  a  minute  gazing 
t  that  light,  the  rays  of  which  were  probably  falling  on  tne  fair 
nd  sleeping  face  of  her  I  loved  so  well. 

At  that  instant  I  became  aware  suddenly  that  other  personages 
'ere  similarly  occupied.  Between  two  of  our  baggage-wains^ 
1^0  men,  like  peasants,  ffazed  intently  at  the  solitary  ray  which 
lione  into  the  inn-yard.  They  were  evidently  lurkers.  My 
ttspicions  were  roused,  and,  instead  of  challenging  them,  I  re- 
>Iyed  to  watch,  and  loosened  the  loaded  pair  of  good  Doun9 
istols  which  hung  at  my  girdle. 

The  lurkers  conferred  together  in  low  whispers,  and  then  ap- 
foached  the  window.  That  comer  of  the  mn-yard  which  it 
rerlooked  was  involved  in  the  deepest  shadow ;  thus,  by  passing 
irough  an  opening  in  the  hedge»  I  stood  within  arm's-length  of 
lem,  and  could  perceive  that  they  were  somewhat  tattered  in 
ipect,  wore  conical  white  Danish  hats  with  broad  brims,  and  had 
lormoucily  thick  beards. 

"  They  are  thieves !"  occurred  to  me  immediately.  My  first 
lought  was  to  seize  them ;  my  second,  to  fire  on  them ;  my 
lird  to  watch  the  issue. 

After  another  brief  conference,  one  left  his  companion  to 
lard;  and,  ascending  by  the  piled-up  chests  of  a  baggage-wain, 
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reached  the  little  wooden  balcony  which  projected  at  Ihe  back 
of  the  house,  and  softly  approached  the  window  of  Ernestine, 
which,  as  the  season  was  so  warm,  she  had  unguardedly  left  open 
an  inch  or  two,  and  he  glided  into  her  chamber  like  an  eel—ior, 
as  the  lattice  opened  in  two  leaves  from  top  to  bottom,  mnm 
was  easily  eJBTected ;  but,  before  he  entered,  as  the  light  of  ike 
night-lamp  fell  full  on  his  face,  I  recognised  Bandolo ! 

My  heart  beat  like  lightning !  It  flashed  upon  my  mind  ikt 
hii  comrade  must  be  Bernhard  the  woodman ! 

To  seize  the  latter  by  the  ruff  behind,  to  twist  it  xmtil  lie  ^a 
black  in  the  face,  and  give  him  a  smart  blow  with  the  steel  claw 
of  my  Highland  pistol,  were  the  noiseless  work  of  a  moment.  I 
laid  nim  quietly  on  the  ground  at  full  length,  with  two  springs 
reached  the  balcony  from  the  roof  of  the  baggage- wain,  and  with 
one  pistol  in  my  teeth,  and  the  other  in  my  right  hand,  crept 
softly  in  by, the  opened  lattice. 

Bandolo  either  believed  that  I  was  his  comrade  Bernhard  close 
behind  him,  or,  artful,  subtle,  and  ferocious  as  he  was,  he  had 
found  an  object  so  dazzling  to  g^aze  on,  that  he  could  not  resist 
contemplating  it.  By  the  bedside  of  Ernestine,  he  stood  with  an 
unsheathed  poniard  in  his  hand-^-a  stiletto,  round-bladed  and 
sharp  as  a  needle. 

An !  what  a  moment  was  that !  In  each  hand  I  had  a  loaded 
pistol,  and  I  held  them  levelled  full  at  his  head  from  the  other 
side  of  that  pretty  couch,  the  muslin  curtains  of  which  were  half 
drawn  aside,  and  yet  concealed  me  in  shadow. 

I  could  comprehend  that  luxury  and  civilization  caused  the 
moral  depravity  of  such  a  man  as  Merod6,  by  creating  waats 
which  he  could  not  sui)ply,  vices  into  which  he  plunged,  aad 
those  false  appetites  which  are  the  curse  of  the  rich,  the  great, 
and  luxurious;  but  here  were  a  couple  of  incomprehensible 
rascals,  doing  mischief  apparently  for  mere  mischiefs  sake,  unless 
we  admit  the  love  of  revenge,  by  which  Bandolo  was  assuredly 
inspired. 

The  night-lamp  stood  on  a  dressing-table,  near  a  round  mirror, 
which  threw  a  reflected  light  full  upon  the  face  of  the  beautiful 
sleeper. 

The  most  divine  and  placid  serenify  were  expressed  in  the 
face  of  Ernestine ;  on  her  smooth  forehead  and  dark  eyebrows— 
on  her  sweet  mouth  and  long  eyelashes.  She  scarcely  seemed  to 
respire  as  she  smiled  amid  her  dreams.  Partly  loose,  her  blaci 
and  silky  hair  had  escaped  from  a  most  charmmg  little  nightcap. 
having  three  frills  of  fine  lace,  and  fell  in  a  contused  mafi8  uptfl 
a  neck  that  was  white  as  a  new-fallen  snowflake.  Her  hani*; 
unadorned  by  either  rings  or  bracelets,  and  looking  a  kundrt- 
times  more  beautiful  in  form  and  colour  witiiout  themi  veK 
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gently  crossed  upon  her  breast,  like  those  of  the  stataes  in  old 
eathedral  aisles.  When  sleeping  thus,  she  had  all  the  infantile 
vrace  of  Gabrielle,  all  her  Juno-like  dignity  was  in  abeyance ;  for 
the  prettiest  woman  in  the  world  can  never  look  disnified  in  her 
nighteap.  Her  beaatj,  and  the  chaste  pnri^  of  her  slumber, 
night  hay^  robbed  a  destroying  angel  of  his  wrath;  but  the 
bllow,  ghf^y,  and  ferocioos  smile  of  uie  yellow-yiaaged  Spaniard 
ihowed  that  he  contemplated  some  terrible  villany. 

Twice  he  placed  his  weapon  between  his  teeth,  and  drew  out  a 
tuuidkerchief,  as  if  to  thrust  into  her  mouth,  and  twice  he  resumed 
the  stiletto. 

"  It  is  too  much,"  thought  I,  "  that  his  unhaUowed  eyes  should 
lee  Ernestine  as  nerer  lover  saw  her." 

Three  seconds  had  scarcely  elapsed ;  my  fingers  were  trembling 
m  the  triggers,  and  the  matches  of  my  pistols  were  smoking  as  1 
breathed  upon  them. 

All^at  once  Bandolo's  eyes  were  lighted  by  a  savage  gleam ; 
ke  placed  one  of  his  rou^h  hands  on  ^ose  of  Ernestine,  and  with 
the  other  raised  his  poniard  for  a  blow,  that,  with  this  line,  might 
have  ended  my  story — for  I  never  could  have  survived  her. 

My  pistols  were  not  four  feet  from  his  head — ^I  fired  one,  and 
must  own  that  when  the  smoke  cleared  away,  I  was  petrified  to 
Gnd  that,  instead  of  being  brained,  Bandolo  stood  glaring  at  me 
with  eyes  that  were  white  with  fury,  while  his  face  was  blackened 
ftod  his  hair  scorched  off  by  the  explosion.  In  striking  Bemhard, 
the  bullet  must  have  dropped  from  niy  pistol,  for  it  was  found  in 
l&e  yard  next  day ;  but  tnen  I  thought  not  of  that,  and  imagined 
fliat  the  fellow  must  assuredly  be  grefom — bullet-proof,  or 
diarmed.  I  fired  the  other,  but  the  bmlet  only  shattered  the 
mirror ;  then,  by  one  bound,  Bandolo  cleared  the  apartment, 
reached  the  top  of  the  baggage-wain,  slid  down,  and  escaped.  I 
sprang  after  him ;  thus,  Ernestine,  on  being  startled  from  sleep 
by  the  discharge  of  two  pistols  within  a  yard  of  her  pretty  nose, 
vas  only  roused  in  time  to  see  two  men  spring  like  evil  spirits 
from  the  window  of  her  bedchamber. 

She  uttered  a  succession  of  those  shrill  cries  which  women 
have  at  command  on  all  occasions.  The  host  and  hostess,  the 
jungfers,  the  ostlers,  the  quarter-guard,  and  several  of  our  officers 
who  occupied  the  adjacent  rooms,  were  all  on  the  alert  in  a 
l&inute.  M'Coll,  holding  on  his  kilt  with  one  hand,  and  grasping 
&  poker  in  the  other ;  M 'Alpine,  with  nothing  on  but  his  shirt 
ttid  steel  cap,  and  old  Xildon,  also  in  his  shirt,  with  his  target 
tod  claymore,  with  others  variously  accoutred,  crowded  to  uie 
Bcene  of  consternation  and  alarm ;  neither  of  which  were  allayed 
nor  accounted  for  until  I  returned  from  a  hopeless  pursuit  alter 
the  scout.  By  that  time  the  whole  inhabitants  of  the  inn  were  in 
A  terrible  state  of  commotion ;  but  Master  Bernhardt  who  had 
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been  fotind  senieless  in  the  yard,  was  foritmatelT  8eeTiredl)y  tlie 
care  of  Sergeant  M'Gillyray,  who  had  ordered  the  quarter-gnard 
to  tie  him  with  ropea,  and  retain  him  ab  a  prisoner  in  the  kitcbei 
below. 


CHAPTEE  IiXXm. 

bibxthabb's    ofybb. 

Wfisir  I  reflected  by  what  a  narrow  chance  Ernestine 
escaped  a  terrible  assassination ;  when  I  thought  of  what  my 
emotions,  and  the  emotions  of  all,  wonld  hare  been,  had  we  found 

her  in  the  morning but  the  idea  was  horror!    I  turned  the 

buckle  of  my  belt  behind  me,  and  after  assuring  Ernestine  M 
she  was  neither  kUled  nor  wounded,  but  only  fri^tened,  took  my 
sword  in  my  hand,  and  ordered  M'Gillyray  to  bring  the  prisoner 
to  the  Oreen  Tree,  before  the  door  of  the  mn,  where,  as  morning 
was  now  adyanced,  the  waitresses  were  preparing  breakfast  for 
the  officers. 

The  personal  appearance  of  Master  Bemhard  was  in  no  way 
improyed  by  the  tap  I  had  giyen  him  on  the  head  \  for  a  quantity 
of  blood  that  flowed  from  the  wound  had  clotted  his  shock-head 
of  hair,  and  streaked  the  hard  lines  of  his  coarse  andrepulsiTe 
visage,  like  the  war-paint  of  en  Indian. 

"Well,  8chehn**  said  I ;  "what  haye  you  to  urge,  that  Ishonld 
not  hang  you  on  the  branch  oyerhead  as  an  ornament  to  the 
eoodman's  sJgnP" 

"  That  we  should  never  take  away  what  we  cannot  give  back," 
growled  Bemhard. 

"We  are  old  acquaintances  now,**  said  I ;  "you  remember  the 
hut  at  Korslack,  and  the  night  with  the  Merodeurs  P  Hare  j|<>« 
always  acted  on  the  principle  of  never  taking  away  that  wmch 
you  cannot  restore  P 

"Herr  Captain,  I  have  tried  to  do  so,**  he  replied;  looking 
anxiously  at  me,  and  anon  at  one  of  the  ostlers,  wno  was  quietly 
knotting  a  running  noose  over  one  of  the  branches  of  the  tree 
under  ^ich  I  was  seated.  "  If  I  take  a  mftn*s  purse  I  can  return 
it— but  his  life — oh,  Herr  Captain !" 

"Have  you  never  taken  a  man's  life,  Master  Bemhard  P" 

"Have  you  or  yonr  soldiers  never  taken  one,  Heir 
OaptidnP" 

"  You  are  an  impudent  rascal  !'*  said  I,  losing  patience. 

"  Perhaps  I  am,  said  he ;  "  yet  I  may  be  of  more  service  to  yoc 
thfua  you  imagine." 

"  X  ou  are  the  man  who  assisted  Bandolo  to  decoy  the  daugbter: 
of  the  Count  of  Carlstein  from  I^yekidbing,  and  betoyed  oneu 
lihe  Count  of  Merod4." 


OB,  THE  flOOTTISE  UUflKETEERS.  S99 

''  Beiawy  is  a  harah  word,  Herr  Schottlander.  I  am  but  a  poor 
fellow  who,  for  a  rixdollar,  will  serve  any  one.  I  was  MerodS'g 
valet  at  Vienna  $  he  accased  me  of  liking  his  laced  doublets 
better  than  his  livery,  so  we  parted  in  dudgeon ;  but  the  real 
secret  was,  that  he  discovered  his  mistress  bestowing  on  me,  for 
nothing,  all  those  blandishments  which  cost  him  a  thousand 
doubloons  in  the  year.  She  was  sent  to  the  galleys ;  I  turned 
woodman,  and  picked  up  a  ducat  or  a  florin  now  and  then  in 
various  ways.  iBandolo  was  acting  the  gentleman,  and  required 
a  valet  to  carry  his  mails.  I  sailed  with  him  to  many  places, 
where  he  was  picking  up  information  fbr  the  Count  Tuly,  who 
always  pays  for  it  luce  a  prince.  Bandolo  brought  two  ladies 
with  him  from  Falster ;  'twas  no  business  of  mine — ^he  has  often 
ladies  with  him.  I  attended  one — ^he  the  other,  and  so  we  parted 
company  in  the  dark  near  Eckemfiord ;  with  the  youngest,  I  fell 
among  the  Merodeurs,  who  cheated  me  of  a  thousand  ducats, 
which  I  was  to  bring  Bandolo  from  the  count.  I  have  usually 
been  the  scoutmaster's  ass,  or  scapegoat ;  but  I  will  be  so  no 
longer,  and  will  gladly  become  valet  or  groom  to  any  8ohottish 
officer  who  will  pay  me." 

"Thank  you.  Master  Bemhard,"  said  I,  ironioally;  ''weU, 
(»tler,  is  that  rope  ready  P" 

'*  I  am  making  all  the  haste  I  can,  Herr  Captain." 

"  Do  not  hurry  yourself,  my  good  man,  I  beseeoh  yoU|"  said 
Bemhard,  giving  a  snake-like  glanoo  at  the  ostler. 

"  And  this  lady,"  said  I. 

"  What  lady,  Herr  P" 

"  Zounds !  we  lady  with  whom  yoa  fell  among  the  Merodeurs.*^ 

**  She  is  now  in  Helnosslaiid.'' 

"In  the  castle P" 

"  With  Count  Merod^." 

"Confound  that  dogged  front  of  thine!"  said  I,  grinding  my 
teeth  with  anger,  on  thinking  of  all  the  mischief  this  villain  had 
aided  and  abetted.  "You  hear,  ffentlemen,*'  I  added,  '< he  says 
that  Lady  Gabrielle  is  in  Helncesland  with  Merod^." 

"  If  he  can  be  believed — the  point  is  certain,"  said  Ian. 

"  I  see  no  reason  to  doubt  him,  Ian»-»*now  when  he  is  on  the 
point  of  death." 

"  Death— oh,  do  not,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  say  that,  Hdrr 
Captain !"  implored  Bemhard  in  an  agitated  voice.  "  It  is  a  sad 
Word  for  a  poor  fellow  to  hear." 

"  A  sadder  still  for  a  rich  one,"  said  Ian. 

Held  in  the  strong  grasp  of  two  athletia  scddiers,  he  was 
totallv  incapable  of  resislance ;  and  the  muskets  of  the  quarter* 
guard  kept  nim  completely  in  awe.   The  noose  was  ready ;  tatctnf 
bedewed  nis  pallid  face  with  persniration.     His  knees  tremble 
and  he  gave  me  a  glance  so  miploring  that  my  heigrt  failed  a 
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Amidst  the  oonfttsion  of  a  brawl  I  might  have  seen  a  doeen  etich 
fellows  shot,  and  felt  no  oompnnction;  but  to  hang  up  thia 
cowardly  and  crime-steeped  rascal,  with  his  terror  verging  on 
despair,  was  quite  another  thing ;  and  I  began  heartily  to  wi^ 
that  his  life  or  death  had  boon  m  the  hands  of  the  Herredsfoged 
of  the  district,  or  any  other  than  mine. 

**  Stay,"  said  Ian ;  ''  one  feature  in  this  fellow's  oharacier  is 
eyident.    He  will  do  anything  for  money." 

"  If  I  could  serve  you,  Herr,  or  yott,  with  my  life,"  implored 
Bemhard. 

**  Well— ^ou  know  yonder  castle  of  HelnceslandP"  said  Ian. 

"  As  well,  Herr  Colonel,  as  if  it  belonged  to  me." 

"  And  the  Merodeurs  P" 

"  Most  of  them — ^they  were  my  comrades  at  Vienna." 

*'In  prison,  I  suppose.  Well;  if  your  life  is  spared,  will  y<m 
undertake  to  guide  me  with  two  hundred  musketeersi  on  a  <uik 
night,  to  that  sallyport  which  faces  the  north  P" 

"1  will,  Herr;  but  the  Merodeurs  are  a  thousand  strong! 
and  two  hundred  musketeers— oufl  they  will  be  but  a  mouthful 
in  HelnoBsland." 

"  That  is  not  your  business-^Dioul !" 

'*  I  will  make  a  bargain  with  the  Herr  EoUo,"  said  Bemhard, 
gathering  courage  at  this  glimpse  of  life  and  hope.  "  MerodS 
was  to  pay  Bandolo  a  thousand  ducats  for  the  young  grafine, 
Grabrielle  of  Carlstein,  of  which  I  was  to  receive  my  share. 
Merod6  deceived  us,  and  not  having  the  ducats  at  the  time,  kept 
the  lady,  and  troubled  himself  no  more  about  the  matter.  I  am 
but  a  poor  fellow ;  look  at  my  doublet ;  it  has  as  many  holes  as 
there  are  days  in  the  year.  Well*  Herr — for  four  hundred 
ducats  I  will  bring  the  young  lady  to  you  safe  and  sound,  with- 
out the  uproar  of  two  hundred  musketeers  falling  into  Helnoes- 
land  in  the  night,  and  not  knowing  which  way  to  turn.  In 
terror  at  the  noise  and  din  of  such  a  piece  of  work,  the  young 
lady  will  be  sure  to  conceal  herself;  and  your  men  might  all  be 
shot  or  taken  by  the  Merodeurs,  and  nothing  adueved  after 
all." 

"  Besides,"  said  Ian,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  have  the  king's  strict 
orders  to  march  for  Elsineur,  without  firing  a  shot." 

"  Can  we  trust  a  man  who  is  beyond  we  pale  of  the  law  P" 
said  I. 

"  I  did  not  make  the  law,  mein  Herr,"  said  Bemhard ;  "  if 
so,  I  should  not  have  been  outlawed— or  called  a  robber,  or  so 
forth ;  four  hundred  ducats  will  be  quite  a  fortune  to  a  poor 
fellow  like  me.  I  will  bring  you  the  young  lady,  and  then  the 
'money  can  be  paid  me  down  on  this  table,  imaer  that  beech- 
-    Is  it  a  bargain,  Herr  Captain,  and  gentlemen  SchoU- 
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"Onmy  hononritis,"  said  Ian;  and  Bemliard  gave  liim  a 
glance  of  thankftilness  and  joy. 

"  Four  hundred  ducats !  said  I ;  **  where  the  devil  are  we  to 
raise  such  a  sumP  The  regiment  has  been  without  pay  for  two 
months  past.*' 

"  Assemble  the  officers  by  beat  of  drum,"  said  Ian. 

The  drum  was  beaten,  and  in  five  minutes  they  were  all 
assembled  under  the  Green  Tree,  thirty  Highlanders,  all  stately 
men  as  ever  drew  a  sword ;  and  to  them  Ian,  the  lieutenant- 
colonel,  related  our  dilemma. 

Every  man  of  them  opened  the  mouth  of  his  sporran. 

"  Hold  your  steel  bonnet,  kinsman,"  said  Ian  to  the  sergeant^ 
Mhor. 

Phadrig  held  his  helmet'  inverted,  and  every  officer  threw  in 
what  he  could  spare ;  some  who  had  not  even  a  brass  bodle,  cut 
the  silver  or  gold  buttons  from  their  coats,  or  twisted  off  some 
links  from  those  ^old  chains  which  our  Scottish  officers  usually 
wore  during  the  Thirty  Years'  War.  I  broke  off  ten  from  mine ; 
Maior  Fritz  gave  twenty  florins  ;  and  Bemhard's  eyes  glistened 
with  joy,  as  the  coin  of  every  kind  and  value — silver,  brass,  and 
copper — ^buttons,  chains,  and  rings — ^rattled  into  the  helmet, 
where  a  sum  amounting  to  more  than  eight  hundred  ducats  was 
collected. 

"This  is  a  pretty  sum  to  give  such  a  rascall"  said  M' Alpine, 
who  had  just  twisted  the  gold  tassels  from  his  sporran. 

"  It  is  rewarding  treachery  and  crime,"  said  another ;  '*  think 
of  how  many  brave  fellows  peril  their  lives  in  the  field  for  a  stiver 
per  hour." 

"  By  the  head  of  Alpine !  I  would  rather  fight  Merod^  than 
pay  it,"  said  M' Alpine. 

"But  the  kipg's  orders,"  said  our  lieutenant-colonel. 

"Ah,  true !  I  had  forgfotten." 

"  FeUow,"  said  I  to  Bemhard,  "  if  you  deceive  me,  tremble  I 
for  you  have  just  one  more  in  this  world  to  outwit" 

"  Who,  mem  Herr— Bandolo  P" 

"The  devil!" 

"  What  a  character  you  rive  yourself,  cousin  Philip,"  said  Ian, 
and  all  our  officers  laughed  as  they  sat  down  to  breaxfast ;  "  but 
to  business.  Qret  this  fellow  despatched  on  lus  errand;  and, 
nntil  he  returns  to  redeem  his  word,  Phadrig,  thou  shalt  keep 
the  contributions.  Away  with  him  and  them,  too  !  Let  us  to 
breakfast,  for  I  am  like  a  famished  wolf." 

It  was  arranged  that  about  nightfall  sixty  soldiers  should 
march  to  a  lonefy  place  about  five  miles  from  HelnoBsland,  for 
the  purpose  of  meeting  Gabrielle,  and  escorting  her  with  her 
guide  to  Hesinge.    The  latter  was  immediately  despatched  w' 
a  note,  written  by  Ernestine,  acquainting  her  with  our  vicii 
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(but  of  that  she  was  already  partly  aware),  and  ihe  neoeflsit^  of 
trustiog  implicitly  to  the  bearer ;  wlio«  though  he  had  deoeired 
them  once,  would  not  do  bo  again. 

"  For  mercy's  sake,  gentlemen !"  said  Bernhardt  before  depart- 
ing,  "keep  our  compact  a  secret,  lest  Count  Tilly's  scout, 
Bandolo,  who  seems  to  be  everywhere  at  once,  may  discoyer  and 
frustrate  the  whole.  He  hears  everything,  I  behere,  like  Groa 
Jette  or  the  wild  huntsman/' 

Bemhard  placed  the  letter  in  one  of  the  many  pockets  of  his 
tattered  doublet,  and  set  out  on  his  mission.  It  Was  not  without 
many  conflicting  thoughts  and  arguments  that  we  agreed  to 
intrust  Gabrielle  to  this  man,  who  was  doubdess  the  perpetr&tor 
of  many  frightful  crimes ;  but  necessity  owns  no  law,  and  none 
but  a  well-known  vagabond  could  have  found  easy  ingress  or 
egress  by  the  gates  and  guards  of  the  illuetrious  Count  of 
Merod6. 

ISow,  as  these  volumes  are  not  a  romance*  and  there  is  not  the 
least  necessity  for  keeping  my  readers  behind  a  curtam,  I  msy  ai 
well  relate,  that,  as  the  great  father  of  all  mischief  would  have  it; 
Bandolo,  on  escaping  from  the  inn-yard,  had  taken  shelter  in  tlie 
very  branches  of  that  magnificent  beech,  under  which  the  com- 

fact  with  Bemhard  had  been  so  fully  discussed  and  arranged, 
t  was  a  vast  and  thickly-foliaged  tree ;  and  from  the  table  that 
encircled  its  stem  he  had  easily  reached  a  place  of  concealment 
and  security. 

There  he  had  sat,  perched  right  over  our  heads,  during  the 
examination  of  Bemhard ;  there  he  had  narrowly  eaoaped  dis- 
covery, when  the  ostler  was  knotting  the  noose  over  one  of  the 
lower  brandies ;  and  he  had  heard  all  ouir  arh^ngements  and 
conversation,  while  sitting  with  his  heels  daugling  over  the 
sumptuous  breakfast  to  which  thirty  Of  our  officers  sat  down, 
encircling  the  board  and  the  broad  lieech-tree,  like  Knights  of 
the  Eound  Table  $  and  there  he  had  seen  Bemhard  receive  the 
letter,  and  depart  for  Helnessland,  on  that  mission  which  he 
resolved  to  frustrate,  and  turn,  perhaps,  to  his  own  account. 

But  there  he  was  compelled  to  sit,  during  the  slow  passing 
hours  of  a  long  and  sunny  summer  day,  for  the  little  sti^et  of 
fiesinge  was  thronged  by  our  soldiers ;  and  there  were  constantly 
some  of  our  ofHcers  drinking  Moselle,  ^eokar,  or  Odenaee  beer, 
placing  at  ombre  or  chess,  under  the  ti^e,  and  the  night  fdl 
hetore  the  bravo  or  scout,  for  he  was  both,  was  enabled  to  quit 
his  hiding-place ;  and,  after  avoiding  our  sentineli,  set  out,  with 
8tifi)^ed  limbs  and  a  heart  ih&t  burned  with  rage  and  spite,  for 
HelnoBsland* 

Moreover,  he  took  with  him  a  pair  of  steel  Doune  pistols. 

^nging  to  Phadrig  Mhor,  who  somewhat  witlessly  mul  lefl 
oa  th^  table. 
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Thifl  must  have  been  about  ten  at  night. 

One  hour  before  that,  sixty  of  our  musketeers,  under  my 
lommand,  widi  several  officers  as  volunteers,  marched  in  tha 
same  direction,  and  by  the  most  retired  roads,  towards  the  head 
of  a  bay,  the  name  of  which  I  have  forgotten ;  but  it  is  formed 
by  the  promontory  of  HelncBs,  on  which  stands  the  old  castle, 
then  oodupied  by  the  Merodeun*— that  regiment  of  terriblo 
memory  I 


CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

HOW  BBBNHAaD  DBLIVBBBD  THB  LBTTXB. 

GiBBtElLB  had  now  counted  that  eight-and4hirty  hours  had 
ekpsed  since  she  had  seen  the  figure  of  Ian  appear  for  a  moment 
at  that  angle  of  rock,  which  was  the  first  point  whereon  she 
hitxried  to  gase  in  the  morning  and  the  last  one  at  night.  80 
far  as  she  knew,  no  efibrt  had  yet  been  made  to  free  her.  Could 
bis  appearance,  then,  have  been  reality  P  Was  it  not  one  of  those 
flitting  shadows,  those  Doiiblegangers,  those  dire  forebodings  of 
coming  evil,  of  which  she  had  heard  so  often  in  the  wild  stories 
of  Ghermany  f  Or  was  it  merely  a  conjuration  of  her  own  excited 
fancy,  which  elnng  to  the  image  of  Ian  as  one  might  cling  to  tha 
memory  of  the  dead ;  for  though  Ian,  by  many  a  kindness,  and 
by  a  thousand  pretty  attentions,  had  (vnconsciouslif)  left  nothing 
undone  to  make  this  young  and  simple  girl  love  him,  she  had  no 
hope  of  ever  being  loved  in  return ;  for,  true  as  the  needle  to  the 
pole,  his  heart  ever  turned  to  that  provoking  Highland  love 
which  he  had  left  behind  him  in  the  land  of  the  rock  and  eagle.. 

Of  late,  lan's  image  had  recurred  less  frequently  to  the  mind 
of  Gabrielle,  for  in  ner  excessive  tribulation  she  wept  for  her 
father  and  sister,  and  thought  of  them  alone ;  but  now  the  sudden 
vision  of  that  welloremembered  form,  so  stately  and  so  graceful, 
wit^  the  glittering  accoutrements,  the  waving  tartan,  and  tha 
eagle's  double  pinions  towering  on  his  polished  helmet>  brought 
back  all  that  secret  hope  to  her  heart,  and  those  dear  thoughts, 
as  yet  unuttered,  save  to  Ernestine.  Again  the  old  fascination 
stole  over  her  senses,  like  a  chaste  and  mellowed  light  alo&g  a 
waveless  sea ;  for  tumult,  storms,  and  wrath  lay  slumbering  in 
its  placid  depths. 

Evening  had  come  again.  Gabrielle  was  alone,  and  seated  in 
one  of  the  little  arched  windows  of  her  room.  All  was  silent  in 
that  old  castle  by  the  sea ;  not  a  breath  of  wind  stirred  the  leaves 
of  the  green  oaks  or  copper  beeches ;  not  a  murmur  fioated  along 
the  waters  of  the  narrow  Belt. 

The  remembrance  6f  the  kind  and  loveable  manner,  the  dark 
and  somewhat  severely  handsome  face  of  Ian  Dhu;  excited  in  her 
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breast  a  new  and  nnmiiigated  repugnance  for  her  taimeatofi 
Merod^ ;  though  the  count  was  also  a  handsome  man,  and  (save 
when  an  occasional  gleam  of  ndsanthropy  or  hatred  flashed  in  his 
eyes)  had  usually  a  merry  and  reckless  aspect. 

Grabrielle  was  endaring  another  evening  of  her  xneclianical 
existence,  watchine  the  dayhght  fade  along  the  sea,  and  as  the 
sun  sai^  behind  the  gravel  hills,  the  low,  fiat,  najced  shores  of 
Juteland — the  Jylland  of  the  Danes — ^the  foaimy  -crests  of  the 
dancinfl;  billows  sparkled  in  gold,  and  the  long  sandy  shore  was 
steepea  in  the  same  saffron  light. 

Merod6*sofrer  of  marriage,  after  every  other  means  of  persuasioa 
had  failed,  she  considered  a  fresh  insult;  and  about  an  hour 
before,  he  had  lefb  her,  with  a  remembrance  that  the  three  days 
he  had  given  her  to  think  of  it  were  rapidly  drawing  to  a  close. 

"  1  assure  you,  my  dear  Gabrielle,"  he  had  said,  in  his  usual 
easy  and  assured  way,  "  your  marriage  with  me  will  suit  your 
father's  ideas  exactlv.  In  fact,  he  will  be  quite  delighted  to  find 
that  he  is  still  likely  to  have  a  son-in-law  a  count ;  for  by  this 
time  he  will  probably  have  learned  all  I  told  you  yesterday  of 
poor  KcBuingheim's  death.  !Now,  if  ke  had  not  been  in  such  a 
aevil  of  a  hurry  to  die,  old  Kupert-with-the-Eied-Plume  would 
have  had  both  his  daughters  countesses ;  but  let  us  not  despair, 
for  of  counts  there  are  more  than  plenty  between  this  and  the 
ramparts  of  Belgrade." 

A  voice  below  her  window  startled  her ;  she  looked  down,  aad 
saw  a  tatterdemalion,  with  a  shock-head  of  dark  hair,  that  minsled 
with  an  enormous  and  untrimmed  beard,  holding  in  his  hands  a 
conical  white  hat  and  knotted  stick,  and  with  a  long  knife  in  his 
girdle*  He  was  seated  on  a  fragment  of  that  rock  on  which  the 
castle  was  built,  and  one  side  of  which  jutted  into- the  tideless 
sea,  while  the  outworks  seemed  to  be  based  on  drifted  sand.  The 
stranger  waved  his  battered  hat.  Gabrielle  shuddered  and 
withdrew,  with  a  sudden  emotion  of  anger ;  for  she  remembered 
the  pretended  valet  of  Bandolo,  and  their  voyage  in  the  dogga 
of  Dantzig. 

The  visitor  muttered  an  oath,  and  shrunk  close  to  the  wall, 
lest  a  Merodeur,  who  leaned  on  his  musket  on  the  bartisan  of  tJie 
toWbr  overhead,  should  observe  him.  After  a  time  Gabrielle  re- 
sumed her  seat  at  the  window,  but  immediately  rose  again,  for 
the  man  was  still  there.  He  made  many  signs  which  she  did  not 
understand ;  sometimes  touching  his  hat,  at  other  times  placing 
one  finger  beside  his  nose  and  winking  sHly*  then  kissing  ku 
hand  and  laying  it  on  his  heart. 

These  were  all  Master  Bernhard's  modes  of  evincing  a  desire 
to  communicate  something  that  was  secret  and  important,  while 

*i  the  same  time  he  vowed  fidelity  and  truth — ^and  no  doubt  the 
mory  of  the  hehuet  full  of  trinkets,  &o,,  awaiting  him  at 
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Hesinge,  made  the  rascal  (for  the  time)  true  as  steel  to  his 
mission. 

Believing  that  he  was  mocking  her,  Gabrielle  again  withdrew 
with  a  sad  and  swelling  heart ;  for  now  such  a  trivial  circumstance 
as  the  supposed  insolence  of  this  man  fretted  her. 

On  her  pretty  face  disappearing  a  second  time,  Bemhard 
uttered  a  tremendous  oath,  gave  his  conical  hat  a  violent  punch 
on  the  crown;  and  began  to  whistle  on  two  of  his  fingers,  utter- 
ing low  and  peculiar  notes,  indicative  of  various  things  best  known 
tonimself,  who  had  acquired  this  accomplishment  in  the  common 
prison  and  Sasp-haus ;  but  fears  of  the  sentinel  recurred  to  him, 
and  he  was  compelled  to  revert  to  patience  and  rending  his  beard, 
which  made  his  face  closely  resemble  a  black  furze-bush,  with  a 
cat  looking  out  of  it. 

After  a  time  Gabrielle  returned  to  the  window.  The  sun  had 
now  set ;  its  golden  beams  still  lingered  on  the  wavelets  of  the 
Belt ;  but  the  man  was  vet  beneath  her  window,  seated  on  the 
shelf  of  the  rock,  where  tne  yellow  sea  was  rippling;  and  again  he 
greeted  her  with  his  whole  vocabulary  of  nods,  winks,  and  signs. 

"  This  is  strange  pertinacity/'  thought  Gabrielle ;  "  the  man  is 
intoxicated!" 

At  last,  after  searching  iii  a  deep  pocket  of  his  tattered  doublet, 
he  fished  up  a  little  note,  and  displayed  it  with  a  glance  of 
triumph,  holding  the  while  his  conical  hat  between  it  and  the 
castle,  lest  the  sentinel  should  see.  It  was  evident  that  he  cared 
less  about  being  seen  himself,  than  having  his  letter  intercepted. 

"A  letter — ^from  whom  can  it  beP"  thought  Gabrielle,  while 
her  heart  beat  with  increased  velocity  ;  "  and  in  his  care,  too ! 
'tis  some  fresh  insult — an  officer  of  Merod€  has  discovered  that  I 
am  here,  and  takes  this  mode  of  sending  me  a  billet,  expressing  a 
love,  perhaps,  as  good  as  his  commander's." 

Full  of  anger  again  at  this  idea,  she  aeain  retired ;  and  then 
Bemhard  bequeathed  himself  again  to  the  devil,  tore  his  hat 
with  his  teeth,  and  stamped  with  rage.  Curiosity  made  Gabrielle 
peep  again,  and  then  Bemhard  held  up  the  letter  with  a  sulky 
and  indignant  air,  and  made  a  motion  indicative  of  his  intention 
to  tear  it  in  pieces  if  it  was  not  accepted.  Suddenly  connecting 
the  billet  with  the  recent  appearance  of  Ian,  she  threw  open  her 
window,  and  Bemhard  with  a  joyful  grin  held  up  the  letter. 

"  From  Hesinge,  lady,"  said  he,  in  a  husky  whisper ;  "  from 
your  sister." 

"  From  Ernestine !  ah,  forgive  me,  for^ve  me  for  my  reluc- 
tance and  delaj!"  replied  Gabrielle,  wmle  her  heart  swelled 
almost  to  burstmg  with  sudden  emotion ;  "ah,  Heaven !  how  am 
I  to  obtain  it — ^the  window  is  so  high  ?" 

"  If  you  had  a  cord — quick,  or  that  schelm  of  a  Merodeur  on 
the  tower-top  may  send  a  bullet  this  way  to  pay  the  postage." 
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Gabiielle  gare  a  Harried  glance  about  Iter.  There  was  Dot  in 
all  her  apartment  a  piece  of  cord.  Ernestine's  letter  was  not 
twenty  feet  from  her :  she  waa  in  despair,  and  trembling  vitii 
eagemesfl. 

"  Oh,  joy !"  she  exclaimed,  ai  a  suddeii  thought  seised  heri 
*'  ihia  will  do  I"  and  seizing  her  seissixfs,  in  a  moment  she  ripped 
off  six  or  seven  yards  of  silver  braid  irom  the  skirt  of  her  faidin- 
gale — a  blue  satm  brocade,  one  of  many  that  Merod6  (who  bd 
at  his  disposal  selections  of  idl  the  best  wardrobes  in  efuteM 
liad  given  her,  and  which,  for  lack  of  others,  she  had  beea  com* 
pelled  to  wear* 

To  this  eord,  which  he  thought  was  much  too  valuable  for  sadi 
a  purpose,  Benihard  tied  the  note ;  Gabrielle  towed  it  in  lii^e* 
little  nsh,  and,  kissing  her  sister's  handwriting,  fell  on  her  kueM 
(o  thank  Heaven  for  sending  her  this ;  a  mist  came  over  here^es 
—they  were  full  of  hot  salt  tears )  and  though  she  trembled  vitli 
eagerness  to  read,  for  some  moments  she  found  herself  incapable 
of  doing  do. 

It  was  the  familiar  handwritbg  of  her  sister ;  but  hBr«^ 
and  tremulously  written.  Advice  and  directions  were  intermingled 
with  ardent  expressions  of  regard ;  for  though  they  were  tk 
daughters  of  different  mothers,  the  lOVe  between  these  two  girls 
was  as  strong  as  esteem,  affection,  and  the  tie  of  blood  could  make 
it.  There  was  a  difference  in  their  love»  too;  for  Gabrielle 
looked  up  to  her  tall  and  dark-eyed  sister  with  something  of  a 
daughters  reliance  and  respect ;  end  Ernestine,  from  the  habit 
of  giving  advice,  and  taking  charge  of  her  blue-eyed  and  men? 
litUe  sister  (for  she  never  could  alter  her  first  impression,  ^ 
Gabrielle  was  yet  a  child),  had  that  regard  for  tier  which  we 
always  have  for  those  whom  we  protect. 

Interrupted  at  every  Word  or  two  by  reiterated  expreasioos  of 
aisterly  regard*  the  letter  urged  that  she  should  immediately 
escape,  if  possible,  from  Helncaslaud,  as  the  Highlanders  ooola 
only  remain  at  Hesinge  for  anotiier  day,  afbet  which  they  biu^ 
yiarch  for  Helsing5r ;  and  that  she  must  trust  implicitly  to  the 
bearer— ('*  What  a  mati  to  confide  in  I"  thought  Gabrielle,  gla&j^ 
ing  at  Bernhard's  tremendous  beard^ — the  bear^, '  who  could 
conduct  her  to  a  place  near  SelncM,  wnere  friends  would  be  wait* 
ing  to  receive  her. 

"  E8cape-;-but  how  am  I  to  escape  P"  thought  Gkbriellei  as  her 
eyes  fillea  with  tears,  and  she  pressed  her  hands  upouher  bum^ 
temples ;  "  all  the  doors  of  the  passages  mad  ambulatories  be; 
tween  this  and  the  court  are  kept  closed  and  looked  by  Kerode 
or  his  creatures ;  aud  the  wall — ^it  is  so  high !  and  I  have  only  J 
day  to  decide;  ah,  dear  Ernestine,  I  have  no  hope— none—noDfi* 

Again  and  a^ain  she  read  the  letter,  in  IJie  hope  that  it  vi&^ 

mtMa  fome luQti  but  thare  waa  no  siich  it^mtibeve. 
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"Are  YOU  coining,  then^not  just  now;  but  when- the  darknefls 
et8  in  ?**  said  Bernbard,  who  wm  gtill  litting  below  the  window, 
iod  to  whom  she  tamed  for  lome  adtioe^ 

*'  How  can  I  descend  F  I  will  do  anything— anything  to  escape 
torn  this/' 

"  Could  you  slide  down  a  stout  cord  if  I  brought  one  P" 

"  I  believe  that  I  cotdd." 

"Are  you  not  certain,  young  lady P" 

"  Oh  yes !  I  am  quite  certain." 

"  Wbu,  by  ten  o'clock  I  will  be  back  again,  for  t  do  not  like 
itting  in  view  of  that  fellow  on  the  tower-head.  I  am  in  expeo* 
ition  of  receiving  a  shot  every  moment.  Listen — collect  all  the 
aluables  you  have,  for  I  will  expect  a  little  fee  fh>m  you  for 
\j  trouble ;  I  am  only  a  poor  fellow  who  has  lost  his  employ- 
lent  by  the  war.  When  you  have  them  all  ready,  secure  you^ 
oor  inside." 

"  Alas !  'tie  generally  bolted  on  the  outside, " 

"Well,  pile  whatever  you  can  move  against  it — a  bed,  an 
Imerie,  chairs,  tables,  everything  that  will  obstruct  entrance, 
ad  give  iu  an  opportunity  of  gettmg  clear  o£P$  at  least,  so  far  as 
DQder  sandhills  Myond  the  thicket,  for  there  your  friends  will  be 
aiting  you,  even  before  this  perhaps.  Have  all  prepared,  lady ; 
1  two  hours  I  will  be  back  with  a  stout  cord  from  one  of  the 
oats  moored  at  the  point  yonder. 

Gabrielie  had  not  words  to  thank  him,  but  kisSed  both  her 
ands,  and  then,  stealthily  as  a  cat,  he  crept  away.  He  had 
leasured  the  wall  by  a  glance  of  his  eye.  In  many  an  escape 
id  robbery  he  had  scaled  and  descended  a  higher  and  more 
Emgerous  i  ^us  he  Mt  assured  that  Gabhelle  must  be  able  to 
9  so  too. 

She  turned  to  a  sundial  that  was  carved  on  the  comer  of  one 
fthe  windows,  and  found  that  it  wanted  exactly  two  hours  of 
le  time  at  which  this  man  was  to  return  fbr  her ;  and  she  was 
1  impatience.  Could  Gabrielie  have  conceived,  or  been  in* 
nned,  of  half  the  atrocities  this  ouUaw  had  committed,  she 
ould  rather,  perhaps,  have  remained  with  Merod6  than  trusted 
irself  to  his  guidance ;  but  she  had  a  pure  spul  and  a  charitable 
;art,  and  viewed  the  emotions  and  impulses  of  other  minds 
trough  the  innocent  medium  of  her  own.  Tlfus,  though  she 
lew  Bemhard  to  be  the  person  who  brought  her  to  Merod^, 
le  now  implicitly  believed  that  he  had  lost  his  way  at  Eckem- 
>rd,  and  been  deceived,  as  well  as  herself.  8he  even  imagined 
at  her  repugnance  to  his  aspect  was  not  so  great  as  at  first ; 
e  villanous  leer  of  his  yellow  eyes  seemed  to  be  only  a  comical 
tinkle ;  and  his  exuberance  of  beard  and  matted  mass  of  hair, 
ce  his  rags  and  worn  shoes,  might  only  be  the  result  o{  poverty ; 
id  had  m  not  heard  Fatber  IgnaUus  preach  that  it  was  wcong 
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to  despiie  the  poor,  for  tiiey  were  pecaliaily  tlie  duldren  of 
Heaven  P  It  seemed  wioked  to  tuspeet  th^  poor  pun,  who  had 
come  so  far  to  free  and  senre  her ;  and,  as  if  to  make  reparation, 
she  selected  the  most  beautiful  of  her  o?m  rittfa^  (setting  aside  all 
the  more  valuable  and  magnificent  jewels  with  whieh  Merode 
had  encumbered  her'ro<Hn)  as  a  gift  for  her  liberator. 

Half  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  now  the  son's  rays  seemed  to 
tremble  above  the  western  horizon  ai^  the  level  shores  of  Jute- 
land. 

"  In  two  hours  and  a  half  I  shall  be  with  Ernestine !  Tfo 
hours  and  a  half— ah,  my  Heaven !  can  it  be  possible  P  At  kt ! 
at  last !  Oh,  how  I  shiall  kiss  her,  and  weep  upon  her  biea8l| 
My  dear,  good,  kind  EmestiDe !  My  sister  and  my  mother  too!" 

Thus  did  Gabrielle  mutter  from  time  to  tune,  as  she  watched 
the  rays  slowly  revolve  round  the  sundial,  and  saw  the  shadow 
of  the  gnomon  gradaally  fade  away ;  as  the  evening  bells  began 
to  toll,  the  san  sank  behind  Sleben,  and  his  rays  snot  upwards, 
diverging  with  tenfold  brilliance  as  the  coast  between  became  a 
darker  and  more  defined  outline.  The  setting  of  the  sun  was  the 
first  approach  to  night.  She  beheld  it  with  joy,  and,  by  the  pore 
transparent  atmosphere  of  the  northern  evening,  continued  to 
watch  the  growing  shadows,  and  that  landscape  on  which  she 
hoped  she  was  now  gazing  for  the  last  time. 

Placid  as  a  mirror  of  polished  steel  the  water  lay  in  the  fiord; 
the  scenery  was  calm  and  tranqnil.  Meadows  of  emendd  green 
bespanglea  with  wild-flowers,  or  young  oom-fields  bending  under 
the  breath  of  the  soft  summer  wind,  covered  the  long  and  narrow 
promontory  of  Helnoss.  lUsing  from  the  turf-fires  snd  cottage 
chimneys,  the  silvery  emoke  curled  far  into  the  amber-coloured 
sky  of  evening ;  on  one  side  lay  a  scene  of  peace  and  content- 
ment, beautiful  and  rich  as  browsing  cattle,  the  fragrance  of 
orchards  and  flowers,  com  and  honey,  could  make  it ;  on  the  other, 
lay  the  long  blue  waters  of  the  Belt,  winding  between  Sleswig 
and  Fuhnen-the-JPVffe. 

All  this  was  visible  fixmi  her  window  in  that  grim  old  castle, 
whieh  was  founded  on  a  mass  of  rock,  that,  darkly  and  grej, 
jutted  from  among  the  golden*coloured  sand  into  the  chafing  sea. 
Silvering  every  wavelet  that  rippled  the  calm  surface  of  the  narrow 
ocean,  the  soft  moon  rose  slowly  above  those  level  shores  that  hem 
in  the  waves,  from  whence  sailed  those  savage  but  adventurous 
conquerors,  who  gave  their  name  to  all  the  land  between  the 
British  Channel  and  the  Scottish  frontier. 

Now,  Gabrielle  remembered  the  advice  of  Bemhard  concenis^ 

the  barricading  of  her  door ;  she  rose  hastily'  to  execute  it ;  ana 

saw  at  a  glance,  that^  by  placing  a  table  between  it  and  an  an^l<} 

■»f  the  wul,  she  could  enectufdly  bar  all  entrance ;  for  the  door 

Thich  opened  inwards)  was  of  oak,  hinged  with  iron,  and  though 
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id,  was  of  gi«Bt  siarengtli,  being  received  into  the  stone-work  all 
ound ;  thus,  if  bo  secured,  nothing  less  forcible  than  a  cannon- 
hot,  or  a  battering.ram,  could  affect  it. 

"  Ah  1  how  foolish  I  have  been  in  never  p€J^inng  this  before ! 
low  many  nights  might  I  have  slept  in  comparative  peace,  nor 
rusted  to  the  lingering  honour  and  casual  pity  of  Merodd." 

Thus  thought  Gabrielle, 

But  half  an  hour,  she  calculated,  was  wanting  of  the  time 
rhen  Bemhard  would  return ;  and  she  was  preparing  to  secure 
vsr  door  in  the  manner  described,  when  the  sound  of  steps  in 
he  passage  arrested  her ;  the  door  was  hastily  opened,  and  her 
igitated  heart  almost  ceased  to  beat  when  she  beheld  the  Count 
iierod6 ! 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

CAK    SHE    ESCAPE    KOWP 

[Jlbick  entered,  and,  by  the  manner  in  which  he  closed  the 
ioor  and  crossed  the  room,  Gabrielle  could  perceive  with  terror 
[though  there  was  no  other  light  than  that  afforded  by  the 
let  sun  and  rising  moon)  that  he  was  quite  intoxicated.  Bad 
18  he  was,  he  had  hitherto  treated  her — ^all  things  considered— 
rith  remarkable  respect ;  and  never,  until  this  important  nighty 
lad  fatally  dared  to  conceive  the  idea  of  a  visit  at  such  an  hour. 

GabrieUe  had  always  thought  that,  as  love  could  not  exist 
(without  a  returned  affection,  me  flame  in  Mcrod^'s  heart  would 
U)on  expire ;  but  the  prett]^  casuist  did  not  know  that  it  was  not 
the  love  of  a  pure  heart  which  animated  the  count.  Had  it  been 
K>,  she  had  long  since  been  free. 

The  count  wore  a  magnificent  suit  of  dark  blue  velvet,  adorned 
t)y  sparkling  diamond  Duttons  and  seed  pearls.  On  his  head 
^as  a  montero  cap  with  a  tall  feather,  the  quill  of  which  was 
itadded  with  diamonds.  His  shoulder-belt  and  boots  were  of 
ipotless  white  leather,  and  his  broad  coUar  was  of  the  ridiest 
iaee ;  but  cap  and  feather,  belt  and  doublet,  were  all  awry,  the 
latter  being  naif  buttoned  in  the  wrong  holes,  while  his  plume 
bng  down  his  back. 

The  count  was  reeling ;  and,  in  the  twilight,  Gabrielle  could 
perceive  that  his  face  was  flushed,  his  eyes  bloodshot,  and  inflamed 
by  passion  and  excitement.  He  closed  the  door  of  the  room,  and, 
to  her  inexpressible  alarm,  locked  it !  He  then,  with  a  maudlin 
expression  of  admiration  on  his  face,  and  with  outspread  arms, 
approached  her,  but  she  eluded  him,  and  he  sank  into  a  chair ; 
|us  cap  fell  off,  and  after  several  ineffectual  attempts  to  recover 
it»  he  saidy  with  many  pauses*— 
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.  • 

"  My  darling  must  not  be  alarmed  if  I  come  thus  to  tint  be! 
at  an  hoar  so  nntimeoui ;  'tis  for  a  moment — only  for  a  momeri 
— 'pon  ray  soul  itisr— bah !  you  are  not  angry  with  me,  are  you  F* 

"  Will  your  exmhmoy  never  weary  of  peneouting  meP" 

"  Little  rogue,  yon  are  angry  V* 

"  Oh  no !  my  lord,  I  am  not,"  replied  Gal»ielle,  trembliflg 
with  fear  and  perplexity. 

**  How  could  3rou  b!e  angry  P  'twould  be  rery  cruel ;  *tii  onlj 
a  briaegroom's  nririlege,  for  we  are  to  be  mamed  to^mwrowbr 
Camargo's  chaplain.  Der  Teufbl !  yes-^-I  will  show  yoa  &  mill- 
niflcent  dress  which  our  quartermaster  picked  up  somewhere ;  it 
is  worth  ten  thousand  chicats  if  it  is  worth  a  stirer  1  and  yw 
are  to  be  married  in  that,  my  pretty  one.  It  will  almost  itud 
with  seed  pearls  and  embroidery — yes,  'tis  devilish  fine,  I  Bssm 
you ;  and  \n  it  my  little  bride  will  look  magnificent.  Ah !  come 
and  give  me  a  kiss!  Do  not  he  anjm^,  'tis  the  wine--«tron£ 
wine.  The  dress,  it  belonged  to  the  Uountess  of  Fehmarn,ofl 
King  Kit's  one^yed  wife — I  mean  the  lefb  band  of  old  Big 
Cbriatiaq.  'Tis  a  glorious  fashion  that  of  his,  marryiug  one  fife 
for  love  and  another  for  money.  If  the  emperor  would  onlj 
marry  my  sister  Josephine  in  that  way,  I  should  be  sure  of  nj 
marshal's  b&ton — ^but  what  do  I  care  fbr  money  P  We  dont 
want  it — ^we  Merodeurs — ^nol  we  pay  all  OTVBOores  wiAaroll 
on  the  drum«  or  by  hanging  up  the  burgomaster.  I  wonder  if 
the  devil  will  be  satisfied  with  a  check  on  the  same  bank ;  b^t 
he  beats  a  little  pn  the  drum  himself,  for  we  all  know  the  devil'i 
tattoo." 

'*  Oh,  what  a  sensual  wretch  is  this  when  compared  to  IcuiPH 
that  soi)l  of  honour !"  thonght  Ghibrielle,  as  li^erod^  rocked  bio- 
self  on  a  chair  during  his  long  and  rambling  speech^  whick  ^ 
interrupted  by  many  a  hiccup. 

Every  moment  she  expected  the  arrival  of  Bemkardi  fli^d  bow 
she  was  locked  into  her  chambw  with  her  intoxicated  Uxcm&i^ 
—locked  in  hopelessly  for  the  night. 

"Gabrielle,  Gtibrielle,"  said  the  count  j  "doat  lore  me  any 
better  than  at  first  P" 

•'  My  lord,"  began  Gabrielle  (willing  to  hundoor  hbn  a  Utile), 

«  first  love " 

,  "A  fi^  for  first  love!"  cried  he,  snapping  his  fingert,  80<} 
making  meffectual  efibrts  to  rise.  "  'Tis  all  stnil^  and  makes  b 
bold  fellow  timid  and  retiring—and  then  the  ^1,  with  her  mysterr. 
modesty,  and  touch-me-not  face !  Bah !  'tis  enough  to  give  odj 
a  fit  of  the  spleen.  Second  love  is  fbunded  upon  judgm^t,  ao& 
is  strengthened  and  matured  by  it— yes— I  am  a  philosopher—d"' 
me !  But  if  such  is  the  case  with  a  second  or  third  love,  wbit 
^ust  be  the  strength  and  maturity,  the  fbrvonr  and  fbroci^  ^  ^ 
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tirentietli  love,  like  mine  for  thee  P  Oh,  Gsbrielle— Gabrielle, 
come  hither,  you  little  devil,  and  kiss  me !" 

At  that  moment  the  shrill  low  whistle  of  Bemhard  sounded 
beneath  the  window,  and  made  Gabrielle  start. 

**  So  you  will  not  come  to  me — eh  P  Ah~true  lore  is  always 
modest  and  retiring^— it  likes  mystery,  too !  How  good  to  think 
that  I  have  had  you  under  lock  and  key  for  so  many  weeks,  and 
not  one  of  my  merry  raseals — even  Count  John  of  Brisgail  or 
Jehan  de  Vart— have  found  you  out !  Come  to  me,  I  teU  you,  or 
I  shall  lose  patience }  one  kiss,  little  one— only  one." 

Gabrielle  remained  aloof,  and  wept  with  mingled  emotions  of 
shame  and  mortifioation  j  then  Merod6  be^an  to  iiwear,  and  say 
some  things  that  made  the  poor  girl  turn  alternately  cheny  red 
md  deadly  pale.  Again  she  heard  Bemhard  whistling,  and  her 
nudety  was  almost  insupportable. 

'*Der  Teufell   yes — ^to-morrow  is  the  happy  day — and  Ca- 

margo's  chaplain — (Camargo's,  is  it  not  P  oh  yes  !) — ^will  do  the 

affair  for  us.   Those  whom  Meaven  and  Camargo*s  chaplain  have 

put  together,  let  no  rascal  put  asunder.    Eight — Henckers !  my 

girl,  why  do  you  spin  round  in  that  fashion  P — and  who  is  that 

who  whistles  there  P— 

'  Three  days — ^tbree  days,  my  love  wiU  last, 
And— in— three  days«-iny— -love  is  past.'  ** 

After  thid,  a  few  indescribable  snorts  and  flourishes  were  the 
jnly  signs  of  life  he  made ;  his  hf^ad  had  sunk  forward  on  his 
hreast,  and  fearfully  Gabrielle  approached  him.  He  was  in  a 
profound  and  unmistakeable  drunken  sleep.  Gabrielle's  hearl 
beat  like  lightning ;  she  sprang  to  the  window,  aud  below,  in  the 
twilight,  discerned  the  dark  figure  of  Bemhard. 

'*  1  ou  have  appeared  at  last,"  he  growled,  in  a  low  voice ;  "  I 
thought  you  were  never  coming." 

**  Pardon  me — ^I  have  been  watched." 

"Watched— by  whom  P"  asked  Bemhard,  in  a  low  whisper. 

"Merodl" 

"  Gott  in  Himmel !  do  you  say  so  P  and  he—*-" 

**  Is  now  asleep,  as  fast  as  wine  can  make  him." 

"Quick,  then !  Lower  your  cord,  and  draw  up  the  rope,  for 
we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  If  the  rounds  pass,  thev  will 
^i  and  I  would  not  run  the  risk  of  being  shot  for  all  the 
women  between  the  Elbe  and  the  Oder." 

Gabrielle  lowered  the  silver  cord,  bjr  which  she  had  received 
•Ernestine's  letter,  and  thereby  towed  in  the  end  of  a  stout  rope. 

"  Oh,  to  what  shall  I  fasten  this  P"  she  asked. 

"How  should  I  knowP"  growled  Bemhard ;  "to  anything— 
wt  be  quick— anything  that  will  cross  the  narrow  window  and 
•tiataiu  your  weight." 
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The  long  iron  tonpfa  hr  which  the  turf  was  placed  on  the 
hearth  now  met  the  eye  of  Gahrielle ;  she  tied  the  knot  with,  her 
pretty  and  trenihling  hands  to  the  centre  of  them,  and  placed 
them  across  the  aperture  of  the  narrow  window,  thus  formiBg  a 
double  bar,  strong  enough  to  sustain  the  weight  of  a  cuirassier 
armed  dap-a-pt^,  horse  and  all. 

"Hist!"  said  Bemhard,  as  he  steadied  the  end  of  the  rope; 
"  be  sure  that  ^rou  have  knotted  it  well,  and  fixed  it  crosswise, 
for  I  have  no  wish  that  you  should  slip  and  break  my  neck,  to 
say  nothing  of  your  own  bones.  Now,  then,  descend,  if  you 
please." 

''  But  I  must  cover  my  poor  hands,  or  the  rope  will  fret  them." 

"  Bravo !  get  a  pair  of  gloves,  a  handkerchief,  or  anything," 
said  Bemhard,  who — ^vagabond  as  he  was— began  to  be  onite 
charmed  by  the  courage  and  foresight  of  this  noble  girl ;  ana  he 
felt  a  satisfaction  in  serving  her.  Never  before  had  such  an 
honest  glow  spread  through  nis  savage  heart. 

Gabrielle  placed  a  soft  handkerchief  over  each  of  her  tender 
hands,  and,  by  the  assistance  of  a  chair,  passed  over  the  window- 
sill  ;  then  the  night  wind  blew  her  light  dress  and  her  fair  h&ir 
about,  for,  in  her  haste,  hood  and  mantle  were  alike  forgotten. 
Merod^  still  slept  like  a  dormouse,  and  it  was  evident  that  he 
would  continue  to  do  so  until  morning ;  but  the  foreboding 
ihoucht  flashed  upon  the  mind  of  the  mgitive,  that  she  might 
only  DC  flyi^  ^^^ni  one  danger  to  fall  into  another. 

''  My  God  1"  said  Gabriefle,  "  thou  wilt  be  kind,  and  protect 
a  poor  girl  who  cannot  protect  herself.  Oh  yes— -I  will  confide 
in  Thee!" 

Inspired  by  this  thought,  she  took  courage,  and  slid  in  a  moment 
to  the  ground,  alighting  with  a  shock  which  Bemhard  lessened, 
by  paruy  receiving  her  in  his  arms.  Had  she  known  all— or 
even  a  few  of  the  crimes  his  hands  had  committed — she  wotdd 
have  shrunk  from  their  touch  as  from  death. 

She  could  scarcely  whisper  her  thanks,  and  indeed  Bemhard, 
who  heard  the  tramp  of  tne  approaching  rounds  on  the  tower 
above,  did  not  give  ner  time ;  for,  seizing  her  hand,  he  led  her 
softly  and  hurriedlv  round  an  angle  of  the  outworks,  from 
whence,  concealed  by  palisades  and  shrubbenr,  they  were  to 
creep  towards  the  road  that  led  by  the  margin  of  llie  bay  towards 
Hesmge 

Next  morning  Merod6  was  awakened  by  the  quartermaster's 
wife  knocking  at  the  door  of  Gabrielle's  room.  ^  He  started  from 
his  drunken  slumber,  and  opened  the  door  with  an  air  of  per- 
plexity. Frail  Biimple  appeared  with  the  famous  pearl  dress 
upon  her  arm,  and  with  a  oridal  veil  and  chaplet  in  ner  hands; 
but  on  seeing  the  bewildered  count,  she  curtsied  wiih.  a  wi^gish 
'e,  and  said  that  Colonel  Camargo's  chaplain  had  arrived 
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"Der  Teufel  !'*  cried  Merod6,  as  he  roslied  to  the  open  Trin- 
low,  and  saw  the  chair,  the  croscied  tongs,  and  the  cord  yet 
langling  by  the  wall.  "Call  Sergeant  Swaschbiickler  I  by  the 
lenckers !  my  bird  has  flown  I" 

On  one  hand  favoured  by  the  moon,  which  lit  their  devioiis 
)ath,  and  on  the  other  shrouded  by  high  palisades  pamted  green* 
nd  stunted  trees  that  grew  upon  the  peninsula,  GabrieUe  and 
ler  ^de  had  rapidly  and  stealthily  pursued  their  way  towards 
'  ridge  where  grew  a  clump  of  trees.  It  was  visible  in  dark 
|utline  between  them  and  the  last  flush  of  dusky  yellow  that 
ingered  at  the  horizon.  The  clump  was  about  three  or  four 
ailes  distant;  and  near  it  Bemhard!^  informed  Grabrielle  that  a 
larty  of  Scottish  Highlanders  were  halted. 

As  the  distance  increased  between  her  and  the  grim  tower  on 
lelnoesland,  and  when  she  began  to  be  more  reassured,  Gabrielle* 
jho  tied  a  handkerchief  over  her  flowing  and  beautiful  hair« 
amed  from  time  to  time,  and  examined  me  face  of  her  guide* 
t  was  hideous !  its  aspect  was  terrible ;  for  ignorance  and  crime 
lad  done  everything  to  destroy  the  intellectual  and  develop  the 
nimal  propensities  of  Bemhard,  whose  surname  I  never  learned, 
rabrielle  observed  that  his  stealthy  eyes  wore  a.  constant 
xpression  of  alarm;  he  seemed  to  be  m  perpetual  dread  of 
leeting  some  one. 

^B'ear  on  her  part,  with  anxiety  and  avarice  on  his,  enabled 
bem  to  walk  so  well,  that  in  three-quarters  of  an  hour  they  wdre 
lose  to  the  thicket  of  trees,  when  a  man  anproached  them  from 
uder  their  very  shadow.  This  was  the  nrst  person  they  hod 
let  since  leaving  Helnoes. 

GabrieUe  shrunk  close  to  the  side  of  Bemhard,  who  grasped 
iie  haft  of  his  knife,  while  an  exclamation  of  rage  and  fear 
Bcaped  his  lips,  on  finding  himself  confronted  by<— Bondolo! 

It  was  indeed  that  man,  whom  (of  all  others  m  the  world)  he 
readed  most  to  meet  at  such  a  moment.  In  each  hand  he  hod 
cocked  pistol — ^the  Highland  tacks  which  he  had  stolen  from 
liadrie  Mhor. 

Benmard  had  only  his  knife,  and,  bs  he  unsheathed  it,  Bandolo 
K'ore  on  seeing  its  blue  and  sinister  gleam.  Then  he  uttered  one 
r  those  exulting  lauehs,  to  which  his  ferocious  character  imparted 
sound  not  unlike  the  growl  of  a  panther.    . 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  WeU,  fool — ^you  knew  not  that,  while  you 
tade  that  precious  bargain  at  the  inn-door  of  Hesinge,  I  was 
iated  among  the  branches  of  the  green  tree  above.  Maldicion 
3  Dios  I  but  this  is  a  meeting,  as  unexpected  to  me  as  it  seems* 
awelcome  to  you,  Gamarado  Bemhard  I" 

The  Spaniiffd  and  the  German  glared  at  each  other  like  two 
ild  cats,  and  GabrieUe  felt  as  if  she  was  about  to  die  with  tenor 
JtweeH  them. 
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Wsiu  reUiinK  the  adveniares  ef  Oabvielle,  as  I  afterwards 
learned  them,  I  must  not  }oie  tight  of  my  own. 

Witid  eixtjr  Highland  soldiert,  aooompanied  bvAngBs  Boy 
M'Alpine,  Kildon,  and  one  or  two  other  offloera,  I  had  formed  i 
little  oivouae  at  a  small  olupp  of  tveee,  abont  three  or  four  miles 
from  the  eaade  &i  Helnos  ^  then  we  waited  anxieasly  the  result 
of  Bemhard*8  mission,  and  made  manr  resolations,  if  it  failed,  to 
bnng  OB  the  whole  regiment^  and,  though  we  had  only  twelre 
}mun  to  spare,  set  the  king's  eomniaads  at  naught,  and^-if  La 
eonsented^-take  the  Mevodetuss  by  storm. 

We  lay  in  eenoealment  near  the  thicket^  and  o«r  adTanced 
eentinelB  sat  among  the  lon^  grass  beyond  it,  roUed  up  in  their 
green  plaids,  and  were  quite  invisible ;  £[>r  we  made  use  of  ereiy 
preeaation  that  Soottisa  warfare  and  Highland  hunting  made 
nHniliar  to  ua,  to  approach  Helncos  as  near  as  poesible  withoat 
bcdagaeen. 

Our  We^acht,  as  the  Germans  would  call  it,  was  made  on  s 
apetof  the  greenest  turf;  there  we  piled  our  loaded  muskets, 
opened  our  haneaacks,  and  ererr  man  who  had  been  able  to 
iBoeure  a  bottle  oontaining  spirit  or  any  kind,  from  Neckar  down 
to  plain  Odenaee  beer,  produoed  it,  and  the  ([uaigha  of  wood  end 
horn  were  passed  round  from  man  to  man  without  diatipction,  in 
the  good  ejd  i^orthem  fashion ;  A)»  the  patHarehal  system  and  the 
aeknowledged  relationship  of  the  lowest  in  sta^on  to  the  hi^h^ 
in  rank,  is  one  of  the  finest  features  in  sodal  Highland  life. 
3£Teiy  Gordon  is  the  kinsman  of  Xiord  Huntly,  and  erery  Campbell 
ia  a  cousin  to  Breadalbane  and  Macallum  Mhor,  as  the  humolert 
I^Ut  is  the  kinaman  of  hia  chief. 

Different  from  many  a  bivouac  I  have  seen— where  (like  the 
eampa  of  the  Eg^vptiana  of  fieothmd  or  the  gitanos  of  Spain)  it 
aeemed  to  be  litSle  better  than  systematio  vagabandiaing  in  the 
eold  apd  rain,  with  no  covering  out  a  blanket,  nestling  together 
for  warmth — on  this  summer  evening  our  hah  near  that  fionL 
which  ia  farmed  by  the  long  narrow  promontory  of  Bekces, 
resembled  a  pleasure«party. 

We  aaw  the  sun  set  in  the  amber  west,  and  the  moosK  rise  in 
all  her  silver  glory ;  the  soft  night*wiad  rustled  the  leaves  above 
our  heads,  and  bore  on  its  breath  that  peculiar  ^grance  which 
"ught  exhalea  from  the  teeming  land  ana  darkened  vea.  Afar  of. 

^*0ral  heaoons  of  turf  and  wood  wvre  bumii^  on  distant  pro- 
utozieSf  to  mark  the  shoals  and  sands;  and,  amid  the  •uauner 
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ixae,  they  gleamed  on  the  tremUiiig  waten  of  the  Belt  like 
iickering  ufnesfatui. 

In  the  lower  parts  of  the  lerel  laiidae«pe»  large  oools  of  water 
flittered  here  and  there  in  the  mahy  hoUowa ;  a  ahower  of  rain 
oad  fallen  about  mid-di^,  and  now  a  bright  ailver  haze  floated 
}Ter  the  enamelled  meadowa.  Near  our  biyonac  a  atream  gurgled 
)n  its  war  almoat  noiaeleaaly  to  the  aea,  unlike  our  mountain 
Durns  at  hofne,  which,  after  a  shower,  mah  in  fury  sheeted  with 
roamf  and  hearing  at  timea  roeka,  trees,  and  atonea  to  the  Gennan 
Dcean  or  the  Caledonian  Sea. 

As  the  time  wore  alowly  on,  and  I  did  nothing  in  the  way  of 
)Qa¥ef8atioii  to  lighten  ita  tedium,  but  aat  at  the  foot  of  a  tree 
iost  in  thought,  old  Kildon,  aa  he  filled  the  quaighs  of  ail  around 
lim,  propoaed  that  we  ahanld  have  a  aon^  or  a  at(»y  after  the 
^Dod  old  fashion  at  home ;  and  he  fbtthwith  aet  the  example  br 
linging,  in  Tery  good  style,  that  old  and  dirge-Hke  aong  whion 
i^vwEL  baa  addbreased  t&  SPiir  0ml,  and  whieh  elioited  a  burst  of 
ipplauae  ftom  our  aoldiera. 

'<  A.vi»^  Mmrt  /  let  ua  have  a  atovy  40W,'*  said  he,  '<  or  we  ahafl 
lU  mope  here  like  the  owls  of  the  song ;  come,  Phadrig  Mho^-^ 
I  story ;  or  do  yoo,  BoDo,  tett  ua  somel^iing.  You  did  not  study 
It  the  ]Ung^  Colbge  for  naught — ^and,  mth !  that  same  study 
nost  have  eoat  the  old  Jaiad  of  the  Craig  a  good  many  silveir 
ttoonet^pieeeSf" 

''He  ia  in  the  region ef  cloods,**  said  M'Alpme^  ''and  has 
nothing  to  tell  i»  propose/* 

"  Kxoept  your  health,  Angoi^*'  sa^  1 1  ^  and  that  you  wiii  please 
k>  tell  ua  why  you  wear  that  crape  scarf  on  vour  arm.'^ 

Sed  Angua  atarted,  and  afierce  gleam  anot  athwart  hia  fierf 
jyes  and  darkening  face. 

A  murmur  of  dissent  among  those  near  us,  warned  me  that 
[  had  bieaohed  an  unf<»tuaate  subjeet,  which  aome  of  them 
mew. 

"Pardon  my  thonghtleaaneask  Angus,"  aaid  I,  grasping  hia 
umd;  "if  I  aaTe  probed  an  old  wound,  cxr  awakened  a  bittel' 
nemory,  by  my  aoul,  it  was  done  unwittingly." 

"You  hare  probed  an  old  and  a  deep  wo«md,  Philip,  and 
eferred  to  a  badge  which  I  ne^er  ean  behold  without  bitterness 
ind  regret.  Had  yon  come  from  among  the  elans  in  the  west; 
Dstead  of  from  those  of  the  nortli^  you  had  known  the  story^ 
Lildon,  M'CoU,  Sir  Donald  the  chief,  all  knew  it,  and  might  a 
lundred  times  have  told  it  s  but  they  reapeoted  the  soirow  and 
hame  of  theiroomrade.  Said  I  shameP  Nay,  ihwe  is  in  it  none 
0  me  3  theii  why  G^ould  I  refrain  from  relating  what  I  haye  so 
Ittle  reason  to  eonoealF" 

Captain  M'Alpine  filled  twiee  hia  quaigh  with  wine,  and  twiec^ 
to  dcained  i1^  with  the  aiv  <tf  a  man  wno  requirea  Iklse  eonrege ' 
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tell  his  fitorj,  and  after  twirling  his  long  mnstaclies,  began  ilms  in 
hismative  and  forcible  Gaelic : — 

'*  Though  I  am  descended  from  that  portion  of  the  Siol  nan 
Alpin  which  inhabit  the  frontier  of  the  Highlands,  forming  one 
of  the  greatest  barriers  against  the  aggressive  spirit  of  the  Loir- 
lander,  an  ancestor  of  mine,  who  had  ronght  tmaer  Angus  of  the 
Isles,  at  the  great  sea  battle  of  the  Battle  Bay,  in  Mtdl,  obtained 
the  isle  of  Grometra  as  a  firee  gift  from  ihe  Lord  of  the  Sbuds. 
There  my  people  dwelt  for  several  generations,  and,  withoat 
going  back  to  tne  days  of  Fergus  the  son  of  Ere,  that  is  enough 
to  give  one  oonseqaence  in  the  west. 

"  The  isle  was  poor  and  barren,  for  it  lies  between  the  tiv- 
mendons  mountains  of  MuQ  and  the  basaltic  difis  of  StafiEa,  and 
is  separated  from  the  dark  blue  terraces  of  Ulva  by  a  narrow 
•trip  of  ocean.  My  father's  people  never  took  the  neld  under 
less  than  a  hundred  claymores  and  forty  bowmen:  thcry  were 
poor,  but  honest,  brave,  and  industrious,  clothing  and  Ceding 
themselves  by  the  fruita  of  their  labour — ^by  the  loom  and  the 
forge,  the  breeding  of  sheep,  cattle,  and  horses,  and  the  manufac* 
tnre  of  kelp. 

"  We  held  our  lands  of  a  M'Lean— Hector  of  Lochdon,"  added 
Angus,  grinding  his  teeth;  ''he  dwelt  in  a  castle  which  had 
towers  and  gates ;  brass  cannon  and  iron  bombardes ;  toe  occu- 
pied a  little  mansion  by  the  Sound  of  Ulva.  I^  our  tminre,  we 
were  required  to  have  always  a  war-galley  in  the  Sound,  bat 
M'Leannad  never  less  than  twelve:  five  hundred  brass  targets 
liung  in  his  hall,  and  a  thousand  claymores ;  yet  we  cooked  our 
bonnets  as  high  as  he  did ;  and,  unless  when  under  his  banner, 
would  never  yield  an  inch  to  him,  at  kirk  or  market— at  hunlang 
or  hosting. 

**  To  our  family  was  entrusted  the  education  of  the  succesaiTe 
heirs  of  Lochdon.  We  taught  them  the  use  of  Urms,  the  sword, 
the  oar,  the  harp,  and  the  bow ;  with  every  accomplishment  be- 
coming a  duin^assal.  All  l&ese,  four  successive  generations  had 
acquired  at  our  little  dwelling  on  the  Sound  of  Ulva.  I  was 
twenty  when  my  father  died—" 

"  With  an  arrow  in  his  throat,*'  said  M'CoU. 

"Av — shot  in  a  quarrel  with  the  M'Donalds;  bat  he  be- 
queathed to  me,  as  a  sacred  trust,  the  chieftain's  mother- 
less son,  M'Graradh,  then  in  hia  sixth  year,  a  noble  and  beautifol 
boy. 

"  To  enable  me  to  fulfil  my  diarge  with  honour,  and  in  obe^ 
dience  to  my  father's  special  wish,  as  well  as  my  own,  I  married 
the  daughter  of  a  kinsman,  a  brave  and  honourable  gentiieman  of 
the  isles,  whose  name  I  need  not  sully  anew  by  linking  it  witJi 
nine  in  this  bitter  revival  of  the  past. 

"  Una»  for  «he  bore  that  fine  old  Highland  name,  was  beautiiiil» 
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and  erery  harpar  between  Isla  and  the  Lewis  sung  of  her  beauty^ 
and  composed  songs  in  her  honour.  These  songs  cost  her  father 
(for  the  old  man  doted  on  her)  not  less  than  a  hundred  brooches, 
silver  qnaighs,  and  carred  dirk-handles ;  for  no  cunning  harper 
of  the  Hebrides  strung  his  harp  to  Una's  praise  in  vain. 

"  Una  was  graceful  and  tall  among  the  maids  of  the  Isles ;  the 
proportion  of  her  form  was  so  perfect,  that  her  height  could  only 
he  distinguished  when  she  stood  among  others.  Her  hair  was 
dark  and  luxuriant ;  parted  over  her  forehead,  and  bound  by  a 
fillet  of  gold,  it  fell  in  silky  waves  upon  her  shoulders.  Her  eyes 
were  dark  and  dangerously  beauldful — ^they  were  like  two  stars ; 
her  cheek  had  a  transparent  olive  tint,  for  her  mother  had  a  tinge 
of  the  Douglas'  blood  in  her.  Her  eyes  were  as  if  a  pencil  had 
traced  them,  and  her  nose  had  that  aquiline  arch  which  is  ever 
indicative  of  pride.  When  calm  and  tnoughtful,  she  might  have 
passed  for  the  Malvina  of  Ossian,  orthe  Goddess  of  the  Parthenon } 
when  smiling,  for  the  Goddess  of  Love  herself.  I  was  proud  of 
my  beautiful  bride,  and  I  loved  her  for  her  gentleness,  for  the 
memory  of  the  battles  her  forefathers  had  won,  and  for  the  lustre 
which  their  name,  with  all  her  charms  and  virtues,  would  cast 
around  my  island  home. 

"  Una,  alas !  had  no  heart.  Her  bosom  was  high  and  spotless 
as  the  new-fallen  snow ;  but  it  swelled  only  at  toe  emo&ons  of 
Fanity. 

"  M'Lean  visited  us  ofben ;  and  when  his  great  gilded  birlinn, 
with  his  bannel*  waving,  the  pipers  playing  in  the  prow,  the  oars- 
men chanting  as  they  bent  to  the  wave,  the  axes  of  his  Leine 
Chrios  sparkBng  in  ttie  sun,  swept  down  the  Sound  of  Ulva,  she 
more  tban  cmce  stung  me  to  the  soul  by  drawing  a  cold  com* 
parison.  between  his  state  and  mine. 

"Una  was  not  content.  I  redoubled  my  efforts  to  procure 
luxuries  for  her,  and  exacted  a  heavy  kain  from  my  poor  tenants, 
h&t  I  might  barter  with  the  English  traders  for  silks  and  velvets^ 
md  with  the  Norwegians  for  fine  furs  and  broadcloths ;  the  finest 
^JoFes  &om  Perth,  the  finest  laces  from  Glasgow,  the  fairest  pearls 
rona  Cluny,  the  most  sparkling  stones  from  Cairngorm — our 
Scottish  jaspers,  topazes,  and  amethysts — ^were  procured  for  her. 
'.  parted  with  my  father's  Spanish  gun  (which  ne  received  from 
[)anvegan,  when  he  destroyed  the  Florida,  the  great  Spanish 
reasure-ship) — ^I  parted  with  my  best  coat  of  harness — my 
K>li8lied  lurich,  with  all  its  rings  of  steel — ^to  procure  for  her 
imaments  and  passements,  such  trumpery  and  trash  as  had  not 
leen  seen  in  the  Isles  since  the  days  of  Alexander  the  Great 
steward. 

"  TVe  had  visited  our  chief;  the  splendour  and  luxuries  of  his 
lansion  dwelt  long  in  her  mind,  and  my  exertions  were  unavailing. 

**  Xet  I  redoubled  my  efforts^  and  exchanged  my  wild  poniei 
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and  sliert-legged  e&ttld  for  flie  luxaries  brought  to  the  Clyde  by 
the  merchants  of  Bordeanx  aad  the  Fleniinga  of  the  Dam. 
H'Lean  came  often  to  visit  tt»— and  always  when  I  chanced  to  be 
absent,  hunting  in  MuU»  or  iti  my  biilinn  on  ike  8ound»  looking 
after  my  fishermen. 

"  I  saw  little  to  suspdct ;  but  I  dreaded  much«  and  Ihouglit 
inore.  Una  was  often  pensive,  ccdd,  and  irritable.  Then  a  pain 
^awed  my  heart,  and  a  whisper  that  se^^ed  to  come  from  neQ 
ascended  to  my  ear.  I  was  jealouB^ealous  of  this  bright  being, 
Hrhom  I  loved  with  my  whole  heart :  ft>r  I  could  perceive  that, 
though  she  sometimes  smiled  on  me,  her  smile  was  ever  brightest 
When  the  birlinn  of  M'Lean  was  deen  tipoh  the  Sound,  swee^ying 
down  between  the  isles,  with  banner  fiimnting,  ftnd  oats,  thield^ 
tod  ates  flashing  in  the  sun. 

"  *  Una  !*  said  I,  one  daj',  making  a  terrible  effort  to  suppress 
Iny  rising  passion  j  'you  look  after  M'Leim  aa  if  yoa  had  never 
aeen  him  before.* 

"  '  Ah,  *  said  she,  with  a  smile,  *  I  know  that  a  HigUttnd  matron 
should  only  have  eyes  for  her  husband^^for  the  man  she  lorn, 
flurely,  dear  Angus,  you  are  not  jealous  of  meP' 

"  *  No,  Una— true  love  has  no  jealousy/  (I  knew  that  I  spoke 
fUse.) . 

"  '  It  has— it  must— j^8*  ^  ^^^  a  little  life  into  it  I* 

"Then  she  playfully  kissed  my  cheek,  saying— 

"  •  Now,  Angus,  I  would  never  suspect  yote,  though  I  hare 
heard  that  dark  men  are  more  constant  than  Bur.' 

"  '  And  fair  women  more  constant  than  dark/ 

" 'Oh,  £e!  to  say  so,  dear  AnguA  Boy,  after  &j  pretty  com- 
pliment.* 

"  My  heart  leaped  within  me ;  methought  t  WilB  a  wndtch  to 
tousled  her ;  and,  taking  my  gun,  t  climbed  the  Western  clifis  of 
the  isle  in  quest  of  a  great  golden  eagle,  which  had  then  built  an 
eyry  there,  and  the  yellow  pinions  of  which  I  resolved  to  bring 
Una,  though  at  the  nsk  of  my  neck. 

"  It  was  Di  Donich,  or  St.  Duncan's  d&f,  as  we  call  tiie 
Babbath  in  the  West,  &om  sotne  great  missionary  of  the  olden 
time ;  and  I  remember  it  well,  as  if  every  hour  of  it  had  passed 
but  yesterday.  I  was  long  away  ^  when,  descending  towards  my 
house  on  the  beach,  I  heard  the  sound  of  pipes  and  Hie  song  of 
the  rowers.  A  turn  of  the  rocks  brought  me  in  view  of  the  azore 
Bound,  then  tinged  red  with  the  flush  of  a  western  sun ;  the 
bannered  barge  of  M'Lean  was  speeding  across  aa  fast  as  the 
broad  flashing  blades  of  twenty  oars  could  carry  it.  McLean  was 
at  the  stern,  and  a  lady  sat  beside  him.  Anxiety  and  fear  must 
ave  sharpened  my  vision  j  for,  even  at  the  Vast  distance  betweet 

,  I  could  recognise  the  dark  hair  of  Una,  bound  by  its  fillet  oi 

Id,  and,  among  the  green  thrtana  of  the  M'Leans,  her  scarlet 
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f  laid,  with  its  bridal  bi-obcli,  that  shone  like  ft  star.  That  brooch 
1  had  placed  upon  her  shoulder  at  the  altar.  It  was  indeed  liiy 
wife ;  she  had  left  me !  I  was  alone  upon  the  rock — and  the  fury 
of  a  demon  swelled  up  within  me. 

"I  levelled  my  gun  at  Una,  but  my  heart  failed  me ;  then  I 
pointed  it  at  M*Lean,  but  Withdrew  it  from  my  shoulder ;  for  the 
distance  Was  too  great.  1  sat  down  oil  the  hiflside  and  wept  like 
a  deserted  child.  Long  I  lingered  there ;  the  daylight  faded  from 
the  ocean,  and  its  tiiits  of  gold  and  blue  deepened  into  black  j  the 
moon  rose,  and  Wianed  again  j  the  shadows  of  night  incited  into 
the  light  of  day — but,  alas !  t  wad  still  sitting  there.  I'he  sun 
came  out  of  the  waters,  and  his  rays  shed  a  iroseate  tint  on  tJlra*8 
brows  of  rock,  aiid  the  loftier  peaks  df  Mull ;  while  that  beautiful 
island,  with  its  deep  inlets,  its  rock-built  castles,  and  grey  old 
Scandinaviian  burghs,  raised  by  the  long-haired  warriors  of  Ivar 
and  Acho,  were  before  me ;  but  I  saw  only  one  8t)ot  in  all  that 
line  of  coast.    It  was  the  tall  grim  tower  of  M*Lean. 

"  Upon  the  solitary  shore,  with  no  eye  iippu  me  but  the  blessed 
one  of  God,  with  my  knees  on  the  salid,  and  the  dirk  on  iny  lipS 
—the  Holy  Iron — I  swore  by  the  black  stones  of  lona,  by  the 
grey  rock  of  M*G-regor,  by  the  four  blessed  Gospels,  and  by  my 
own  soul,  a  terrible  vow,  to  revenge  myself  upon  M*Leati,  and  to 
make  his  hand  the  means  of  punishing  Una.  I  remembered  the 
proverb — that  deeds  are  men,  and  words  are  women ;  but  I  was 
fesolved  that  my  deeds  should  makd  me  little  less  than  a  fiend. 

"  My  people  met  me  With  shame,  with  anger,  And  with  silent 
sorrow ;  there  were  Soiiie  who  showed  the  wounds  they  had  re- 
ceived from  the  Leine  Chrios  of  McLean,  for  they  had  manfully 
resisted  the  departure  of  my  wife,  and  blows  had  been  given,  and 
arrowp  shot,  before  that  abauction — to  which  she  consented  With 
a  willingness  she  was  at  no  pains  to  coneeal-=— had  been  effected. 
A  savage  thoilght  seized  nie. 

"*By  the  soul  of  Mary!  1  h'i\re  still  &  hostjige!*  Siaid  1% 
'where  is  M*Garadh— the  cub  of  yonder  Wolf  P^ 

"  *  The  McLeans  were  too  wary  to  tnist  the  child  among  iia 
after  the  deed  of  yesterday,  And  he  is  aWay  With  his  father  in 
the  birlinn.' 

"  I  gnashed  my  teeth  with  rage,  for  I  knew  that  if  ^Leaii  lo\red 
the  boy — ^the  hope  of  his  house-=-eveli  as  his  own  life,  and  mOre. 
But  wny  protl^ct  this  story?  among  you  there  are  many  Whd 
know  it  but  too  well.  It  has  an  echo  yet  in  Itull ;  for  there  niy 
vengeance  gave  a  name  to  a  mountain  which,  as  yet,  hdd  been 
unnamed  since  Time  began. 

"  I  was  too  true  a  son  of  Alpin  to  take  unwary  measures.  I 
bided  my  time  for  revenge,  and  the  time  oaitie.  "ipugh  slowly- 
for  the  passing  fishermen  of  Aros,  the  tra^ckers  of  Toberitibryr 
and  the  pilgrims,  who  came  to  dtink  o^  St.  Mary^S  w^U  (frdif 
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vhieh  that  elaehan  took  its  name),  told  me  how  Una  liad  lost  ^ 
sense  of  shame  and  honour ;  and,  to  the  eternal  disgrace  of  her 
father's  name  and  mine,  was  living  with  M'Lean,  even  as  Fair 
Helen  lived  with  Paris.  Her  aged  father  sent  a  duinewasBaIr 
proposing  to  lend  me  fonrlinndreaswordsmen,  three  brass  eannos, 
ana  ninety  archers,  if  I  wished  to  assail  M'Lean  imder  his  roof* 
tree ;  bnt  I  declined,  for  the  men  of  Moll  were  too  many  for  ufl, 
and  I  brooded  over  a  deeper  revenge. 

"  M*Lean  proclaimed  a  great  hnnting^matdi,  and  it  took  place 
on  St.  Duncan's  day — exactly  one  year  afl^r  Una  had  left  me. 
All  the  men  of  Mull  were  there ;  M'Coll  of  that  Ilk,  the  McDonalds 
of  Aros,  the  M'Leans  of  Duairt  and  those  of  Loehbny.  As  a 
poor  fisherman  from  Lochlinnhe,  disguised  in  bonnet,  kilt,  ani 
plaid  of  undyed  wool,  with  a  long  beurd,  and  a  face  so  pale  and 
wan,  that  not  even  Una  would  have  known  me,  I  mingled  with 
the  hunters.  For  three  days  the  sport  continued,  and  one  great 
stag — ^the  prince  of  the  island — after  escaping  many  a  spear, 
bullet,  and  arrow — after  flinging  the  strongest  of  the  grey  dogs 
aloft  on  its  branching  antlers — and  after  swimming  £ocn  Uisc 
and  Loch  Ba,  was  slain  by  my  foe  at  the  foot  of  a  great  hill 
which  overlooks  a  narrow  valley,  above  which  it  rises  on  pillan 
of  basalt,  two  hundred  feet  in  height.  He  laid  the  horns  at  the 
feet  of  Una,  who,  regardless  of  ihe  darkened  brows,  averted 
faces,  and  muttered  reprehensions  of  the  Highland  chieftains, 
was  queen  of  the  chase,  and  presided  at  the  feast  on  the  green* 
sward,  where  a  thousand  men  sat  down  to  banquet  on  the  fruits 
of  their  prowess,  while  the  war-pipe  and  harp,  the  uaqnebau^h, 
the  ale  or  the  Lowland  bodachs,  and  the  wine  of  the  Frenchxnan 
and  Spaniard,  made  the  merriment  ring  between  the  mountain 
peaks. 

"  I  alone  was  sad.  ^  A  snake  was  in  my  breast.  Una  sat  beside 
M*Lean,  and  with  painful  acuteness  my  eve  saw  every  movement 
of  both.  When  their  hands  touched,  or  tneir  eyes  met,  my  heart 
seemed  to  bum,  and  my  pulses  beat  like  lightnmg.  I  knew  iiaX 
there  was  a  glare  in  my  eye,  and  a  terrible  expression  in  my  face, 
that  would  discover  me,  and  reveal  the  wild  thoughts  of  murder 
and  assassination  that  were  rising  in  my  heart ;  and  yet  my  Una 
was  so  beautiful,  her  smile  was  so  full  of  fascination,  and  her 
deportment  so  full  of  unstudied  grace,  that,  though  I  might  loathe, 
I  could  not  wonder  at  M*Lean  for  loving  her,  and  robbing  me 
of  a  being  so  adorable.  But  Hector  of  Lochdon,  with  all  his 
barbarous  magnificence,  could  never  love  as  I — ^her  husband-- 
loved  her. 

"  His  son,  the  little  boy  M'Garadh,  recognised  me  through  all 
ly  disguise,  my  agony  of  visage,  and  outward  change ;  and. 

9eping  to  my  side,  he  clambered  into  my  arms.    As  if  he  had 

^  my  own,  I  loved  this  child ;  but  now  I  felt  somethiog 
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Strange  fluttering  about  my  beart,  and  with  a  pang  that  hovered 
between  the  throb  of  pleasure  and  the  thrill  of  rage,  I  clasped 
the  boy  to  my  breast ;  and  then,  holding  him  aloft  in  one  hand 
and  my  naked  dirk  in  the  other,  I  sprang  with  a  wild  shout  from 
the  sward  where  the  hunters  were  carousing,  and  rushed  up  the 
side  of  the  mountain. 

" '  'Tis  M'Alpine  i'  cried  a  hundred  voices ;  '  'tis  Eed  Angus  of 
Gometra!'  I  soon  reached  a  shelf  of  overhaiiging  rock,  some 
ninety  feet  above  the  hunting-party,  and  there  I  paused. 

*'  *  M'Lean — Hector  of  Lochdon  !*  I  cried,  with  a  wild  voice 
and  the  aspect  of  a  madman,  for  I  felt  there  was  madness  in  my 
brain,  and  the  emotions  of  a  devil  in  my  heart ;  '  from  the  summit 
of  this  rock  I  wiU  dash  your  ^on  to  its  foot,  if  you  slay  not  the 
infamous  woman  who  sits  beside  you !' 

"  *  Shoot — shoot !  *  he  exclaimed ;  *  to  your  bows  and  hand- 
guns! Aid  me,  M'CoU — ^Aros — ^Duairt,  and  Lochbuy!*  But 
these  chiefs  looked  darkly  on,  and  made  no  response. 

"  'Dost  thou  pause,  villain?*  I  cried  again ;  *  then  hear  me.—* 
I  swear  by  the  four  blessed  gospels  of  6od,  by  the  Holy  Iron, 
and  by  the  grave  of  Alpin,  that  I  will  dash  this  screaming  child 
brainless  at  your  feet,  if  you  do  not — this  instant — and  with  your 
own  hand,  slay  the  wretch  who  sits  beside  you ! '  I  swung  the 
fair-haired  chUd  above  my  head,  and  his  cries  came  faintly  down* 
ward  to  his  father's  ear.  Then  could  I  feast  my  eyes  upon  that 
father's  agony ;  as  trembling  in  every  limb,  with  sword  unsheathed, 
he  s2Lzed  alternately  upward  at  me  and  downward  at  his  pallid 
and  voiceless  paramour,  wha  bowed  her  beautiful  head  like  a 
lily  to  the  blast,  and  had  bared  her  white  bosom  to  the  impending 
steel ;  for  well  she  knew  that  M'Lean  loved  his  boy,  the  nope  of 
his  house,  better  than  her— the  tool  of  guilty  pleasure,  the  play- 
thing of  an  hour. 

***Bed  Angus!*  cried  M'Lean,  in  a  choking  voice;  *I  will 
restore  your  wife,  and  with  her  yield  a  thousand  head  of  cattle, 
a  hundred  targets  of  brass*  and  as  many  Spanish  guns ;  I  will 
yield  you  the  best  farm  I  possess,  with  the  salmon-ilshings  of 
Lochdon,  to  thee  and  thine  for  ever,  freely  and  irredeemably,  but 
spare  my  boy !  * 

" '  Wretch !  *  I  rephed— and  once  more  swung  the  unhappy 
child  aloft — *if  thou  and  all  tliy  posterity  yielded  to  me  their 
possessions  on  earth,  and  their  share  of  paradise,  I  would  not 
spare  thy  whelp,  nor  will  I  now,  if  thou  sparest  her  who  sits 
beside  thee !     Once  /* 

"  *  Shoot — shoot !  *  he  cried  to  his  Leine  Chrios, 

"  Thirty  archers  bent  their  bows  and  drew  their  arrows  to 
the  ear,  but  relinquished  them ;  thirty  long-barrelled  guns  were 
levelled  at  me,  but  were  lowered  agam,  for  the  gillies  feared  to 
shoot  the  boy. 


4S8  phuip  itou/^ ; 

*"Dost  thou  hear  meP— ffw«?/'  I  cried,  swinging  tke  Aili 
again,  for  I  was  mad,  but  had  no  intention  of  throwing  the  boy, 
alone  at  least.  I  intended  to  spring  down  with  him,  that  we 
might  perish  together^ 

**  Trembling  With  terror  for  the  aafbty  of  his  child,  and  urged 
by  the  fierce  persuasions  of  his  Leine  Chrios,  who  Considered  the 
me  of  the  heir  of  more  value  than  thfe  livts  of  a  hundred  adul- 
terous women,  M'Lean  rah  his  s#ord  into  the  heart  of  Una! 
She  bent  over  the  blade  and  died  at  his  feet. 

"  From  the  edge  of  that  frightM  pi^cipice  t  saw  the  wbit« 
bosom  of  my  Wife,  and  the  blood  (red  as  the  checks  of  her  tartas 
plaid)  that  dyed  her  vellow  kirtle,  Then  the  light  left  my  eves, 
the  strength  of  my  bands  relaxed,  and  the  boy  fell  f^om  t£em 
•into  the  valley  below.  From  that  abyss  I  heard  a  terrible  cry 
ascend  to  the  summit  of  the  basaltic  columns ;  there  was  a  cob- 
fused  discharge  of  fijie-arms ;  bullets  and  arrows  whistled  about 
me ;  I  reeled  like  a  drunken  man,  a  Swoon  came  orer  me,  and  I 
Remember  no  more. 

"  The  poor  child  had  been  killed.  In  my  madness  iand  Iiel^ 
lessness  I  destroyed  him;  and,  to  this  hour,  the  men  of  Mullca^ 
that  rocky  hill.  Which  had  no  name  before,  Sen  ^aradk.* 

"  Why  proloiig  a  tale  so  painful  P  Grey  dawn  was  stealin? 
along  the  narrow  Sound  and  tumbliilg  sea ;  and  nioriiing  was 
reddening  the  summits  of  the  hills  when  I  awoke,  or  recovered, 
to  find  myself  in  silence,  with  honest  M*Coll  of  that  Ilk  (who 
now  commands  our  pikes),  standing  bj-  me,  while  his  men  were 
in  the  valley  below.  All  the  othef  huntsmen  had  departed,  and 
taken  with  them  the  bodies  of  the  dead.  He  had  protected  me 
at  the  risk  of  his  life ;  for  our  fathe1*s  had  fought  side  by  aide  in 
the  same  gfliey,  at  the  battle  of  the  Bloody  Bay. 

"  <  You  must  fiy,  Angus,'  said  he  (  '  for  all  the  Isles  cannot 
afford  you  long  a  hidiUg-place,  and  the  Lowlanders  will  oot 
receive  you.* 

"  I  knew  the  truth  of  this,  aud  had  ho  wish  to  remain  where 
everything  was  hateful  to  me.  I  was  outlawed  by  the  Lord 
Justice-Creneral  of  Scotland ;  I  was  proclaimed  a  fhgitive  by  tbe 
High  Court  of  Justiciary,  and  my  lands  were  given  to  the 
Campbells  (of  course),  for  everything  in  the  West  that  is  in  want 
of  an  owner  belongs  to  them,  1  hid  me  long  in  M*Kinnon*s  care. 
and  other  recesses  of  the  isle,  until  aU  opportunity  occurred 
of  leaving  tlie  place,  and  joining  old  Sir  Andrew  Gray,  whose 
Scottish  bands  were  sailinff  for  Bohemia.  The  memoty  of  ths' 
Di  Donich  will  never  die  but  With  myself;  and  in  token  of  the 
BOi^ow,  the  bitterness,  and  remorse  I  have  endured  for  tk 
barbarity  of  my  revenge  and  the  unwitting  death  of  the  poo' 

«  Tbe  HUl  of  Garadb.    This  is  stiU  a  tradition  of  the  Isle  of  KuU. 
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bhild  I  lor^  I  iuiTt^  worn  iliifl  teorf  of  (*f*aptf,  and  (m.  many  a 
field  and  in  maiij  a  breach,  since  the  battle  of  tiie  Whitto 
Mountain,  where  tiie  walls  of  Prague  rang  to  the  slosan  of  the 
Scottish  musketeers,  down  to  the  battle  of  SemigaUia,  when, 
under  the  gallant  Gustavus^  we  cut  the  Fbles  to  pieces,  I  hare 
worn  this  marie  of  mourhing.  Kow,  genUemen  and  brother 
soldiers,"  continued  Angus,  hearing  a  deep  sigh  as  he  Med  hi§ 
quaigh  from  Kildon's  brandv-bottle,  "you  have  heard  my  story  $ 
pray  tell  me  if  ever— ha !  what  is  that  P" 

A  pistol-diot,  followed  hj  the  low  faint  cry  of  a  woman,  came 
towards  us  on  the  night  wind*  Bvery  man  looked  la  his  com* 
rade's  faCe^  and  listened. 

The  cry,  with  the  impression  made  upon  me  by  M' Alpine's 
horrid  story»  brought  a  deadly  chill  over  my  heart ;  but  I  xOi'^ 
sheathed  my  daymore,  exclaiming-^ 

"  To  your  arms,  and  follow  me ! " 

The  whole  party  ^latched  up  their  mtskets,  and  rushed  l^rough 
the  thioketi  in  the  diireeti<m  from  whi^^e  the  ory  aeemed  to  come. 


OHAPTEE  LXXVII. 

tHi:  PIStOL-SfiO^. 

A  vsw  pages  betk^  we  left  Banddo  the  scout,  and  Bemhard 
his  fellow-ruffian,  confronting  each  other  With  knife  tod  pistol, 
not  sixty  Tal^ds  fK>m  where  we  were  quietlv  seated  on  the  gf^a, 
hstening  intently  to  the  story  of  Angus  Boy  M' Alpine.  Bem- 
hard's  heart  was  swollen  with  irage,  but  fear  of  Bandolo  repressed 
it ;  fbf  he  knew  all  that  personage  was  capable  of;  and^  moreover, 
that  he  would  reouii^d  at  least  one-half  of  the  ^elpected  reward 
for  the  only  good  act  the  woodman  had  ever  performed— yea, 
since  he  left  ms  cradle  in  infancy. 

"  For  this  girl  you  are  to  get  about  the  value  of  eight  huhdred 
ducats  P" 

"  Yei,'*  growled  Bemhard.    Bandolo  laughed,  and  replied^* 

"  I  dsjre  say  Merod6  would  ^ve  Another  thousand  to  have  her 
back  again ;  but  that  is  a  slendet  chance.  We  shall  then  have 
four  hundred  ducats  each — ^is  it  not  so,  camaTado  P'* 

"  No— it  is  not  so,"  said  Bemhard  hoarsely ;  •*  yoU  have  no 
right  to  dictate  to  me  in  this  matter.  I  never  marred  your  little 
plots  or  speculations  t  leave  mine  to  the  event  of  fortune.  Now 
stand  aside,  or  by " 

'*  Ha — ^ha — ^ha !  '*.  laughed  Bandolo,  standing  right  in  the  centre 
of  the  narrow  path,  wMe  Gabrielle  clung  to  a  tree,  for  terror 
had  quite  unnerved  her. 
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"  Schelm !"  growled  Bernliard,  "  do  yon  know  that  a  party  of 
ChristiaiiB,  Scottbh  muaketeera,  are  within  pistol-shot  P" 

"  Yes ;  and  that,  by  firins  one  of  these,  I  could  at  the  same 
moment  summon  them  and  blow  out  your  brains,  which  I  shall 
assuredly  do  if  you  utter  a  cry  or  sound." 

Inflamed  by  sudden  fury,  Bemhard  made  a  spring  at  Bando](\ 
Icnife  in  hand ;  but  he  was  hurled  back  like  a  Doy  by  the  more 
powerful  rujQSan ;  and  one  touch  of  the  cold  pistol  barrel  against 
his  face  was  sufficient  to  curb  the  emotion  that  sprang  from 
avarice. 

"  Then  you  will  not  divide  with  me  P" 

"  No — ^1  will  rather  see  you  in  the  lowest  pit  of—.*" 

''Time  enough,  Bemhard,  my  camarado;  we  may  see  each 
'Other  there  yet.    But  why  do  I  chaffer  here,  and  what  are  four 
hundred  despicable  ducats  to  the  sum  I  lost  in  that  cottage  neaf 
EckemfiordP" 

At  this  recollection  a  gleam  seemed  to  shoot  athwart  the  savage 
e^es  of  Bandolo ;  his  Hvid  face  became  convulsed  by  the  emo< 
tions  of  an  enraged  and  ferocious  heart;  and  he  spoke  in  brokea 
sentences. 

**  Hear  me,  camarado !  I  have  to  punish  thee  for  robbing  me  d 
a  thousand  ducats—" 

"  I  swear  that  Merod6  never  gave  them  to  me !" 

"  Silence !  I  have  to  punish  JSrnestiue,  the  count's  daughter, 
for  robbing  me  of  my  hard-won  gold  and  treasury -bills,  and  for 
leaving  me  like  a  fool,  drugged,  senseless,  and  snortine,  for  two 
days  m  Frail  Xriimple's  hut ;  I  have  to  punish  Carlstein,  for 
ri(ung  over  me  like  a  dog  in  the  streets  of  Vienna,  without  a  wori 
of  pity,  because  he  knew  me  to  be  Bandolo.  (Ha !  did  not  that 
name  bring  one  thought  of  terror  to  his  haughty  heart  P)  I  hare 
to  punish  the  Scottish  Captain  EoUo,  for  wounding,  discovering, 
and  disarming  me — for  insulting  me,  and  crossing  my  porposest 
and  marring  mj  profits  on  a  himdred  occasions ;  last  or  all,  I  am 
not  to  be  outwitted  by  a  mere  animal  like  thee ;  and  thus  I  rob 
thee  of  tiiy  ducats,  and  avenge  myself  like  Bandolo  the  Spaniard 
•—like  the  man  I  have  always  been !" 

He  levelled  a  pistol  at  6abrielle,  but  it  flashed  in  the  pan; 
an4  that  flash  showed  her  a  face  that  froze  her  very  blood ;  for 
ike  pallid  and  distorted  visage  of  the  Spaniard,  with  his  inflated 
nostrils,  and  sharp  jackal-like  teeth,  made  him  resemble  a  fiend 
—a  vamnire — anything  but  a  man.  Yet  she  sprang  forward, 
and  said  m  a  piercing  voice,  while  clasping  her  trembling  hand^s 
and  bending  upon  him  a  timid  and  implormg  smile — a  smile  that 
would  have  fascinated  the  most  ascetic  saint,  and  softened  ereo 
the  heart  of  a  Nero—  , 

"  Ah,  Spaniard,  you  cannot  have  the  heart  to  kill  me  J    I  nerer 
^  you  wrong." 


OB^  THE  SCOTTISH  MUSKFTEEBS.  4t2S 

Bandolo  langlied  like  a  hyena,  and  cocked  his  second  pistol ; 
then  she  uttered  a  wild  cry,  and  hung  upon  his  arm,  saying — 

•*  Spare  me — spare  me !  Do  not  kill  me — I  am  too  yoling  to 
die — I  must  see  my  sister — do  not  kill  me — ^none  shall  know — 
none  shall  hear!  Spare  me,  and  you  will  be  rewarded — ^my 
father-my  sister " 

The  bright  flash  of  the  pistol  was  followed  by  a  dull,  but 
terrible  sound ;  the  barbarian  had  shot  her  dead,  and  she  fell 
quivering  at  his  feet.  Unfortunate  Gabrielle ! 
^  "Now  go  to  Heslnge — ^to  the  Schottlanders — and  get  your 
eight  hundred  ducats,  or  so  much  as  this  carrion  is  worth ! "  said 
Bandolo,  as  he  sprang  through  the  thicket,  and  yanished. 

Pear,  the  first  impulse  of  the  guilty  and  the  vile,  impelled 
Bemhard  also  to  fly,  and  it  was  not  xmtil  the  next  day  at  noon, 
that  he  presented  himself  among  us  at  Hesinge,  and  explained 
circumstantially  the  particulars  of  a  deed  of  barbarity  so  wanton, 
that  I  believe  it  has  few  parallels  in  the  annals  of  crime. 

Brushing  flrom  our  bivouac,  with  swords  drawn  and  muskets 
cocked«  we  scattered  through  the  wood,  seeking  for  the  source  of 
the  cry  and  the  shot  we  had  heard.  Soldiers'  eyes  are  accus- 
tomed to  scan  and  recognise  objects  even  in  the  gloomiest  night ; 
thus  Angus  Boy  first  found  Gabrielle,  and  like  the  sound  of  a 
trumpet  his  Highland  "  hallo ! "  drew  us  all  to  the  spot. 

I  snail  never  forget  my  emotion  on  beholding  the  poor  girl's 
body,  stretched  at  full  length  on  the  grass,  and  quite  dead,  but 
still  warm,  though  the  blood  was  flowing  pronely  from  a  terrible 
wound  under  we  right  ear;    for  through  there  the  ball  had 

Sassed,  departing  by  the  back  part  of  the  head.  She  must  have 
ied  on  the  instuit. 

^e  blood  soon  ceased  to  ooze ;  her  jaw  fell,  and  her  once 
merry  blue  eye  became  glazed  and  dim.  Ernestine  was  now  my 
sole  thought.  I  anticipated  all  she  would  suffer ;  and  my  sym- 
pathies for  the  once  happy  and  child-like  being  who  was  gone 
were  mingled  with  pity  for  the  survivor.  I  knew  that  she  would, 
indeed,  be  lonely  now ! 

It  was  a  dreary  place  where  Gabrielle  lay,  and,  bedabbled  in 
blood,  her  bright  golden  hair  was  spread  among  ike  rank,  luxu- 
riant grass. 

With  something  akin  to  terror,  I  contemplated  our  return  to 
Hesinge,  and  for  a  time  felt  completely  bewildered.  Our  sternest 
clansmen  all  shared  my  emotions,  though  of  course  in  a  less 
degree  i  and  while  Fhadrig  Mhor  and  two  others  remained  by 
my  side,  Angus  M'Alpine,  with  the  rest,  scoured  the  whole 
vicinity,  without  meeting  a  single  person  whom  they  could  in  any 
way  implicate  in  the  terrible  catastrophe  of  the  night. 

•*  Be  patient,  sir,"  said  Fhadrig  Mhor,  seeing  how  deeply  I  was 
moyed ;  **  be  patient«-for  this  is  the  dispensation  of  God." 


i2i  9HIZIF  BOUiO; 

"  Ffom  111*  bletsed  liand  tkere  iie?eF  oaitt6  a  Mow  8o  orael !*'  I 
replied,  bitterly.  **  O  for  the  power  of  ma^c  to  disoover,  to 
leach, io puniaa  tjie  author  of  thii  dire  calamitj I" 

"Let  U8  make  the  poor  corpse  lode  at  comely  as  poaaibk^" 
aaid  Phadng«  ^'ieet  ve  needfeaily  ahock  the  poor  lad^  at  He- 
singe." 

"  Comely  1 "  siud  L 

*'  Sy  waahing  the  gore  fyom  hep  beautiAil  hair-Hoeboxie !  sad 
her  neck,  poor  innocent  V*  A  big  tear  trembled  on  the  sturdy 
sergeant's  eyelashes.  *<  She  often  ap^e  very  kindly  to  Hie,  sir, ' 
he  added. 

y  I  thank  yon,  Phadng.  fbr  the  gentle  and  deHeate  thought," 
9aid  I ;  "  get  me  some  water." 

The  honest  fellow  ran  to  an  adjacent  nmnel,  and  brought  me 
some  water  in  his  bonnet.  I  knelt  down,  axid  tore  my  white 
silk  scarf  (we  all  wore  Scottish  seuft),  and  bathed  the  faoe,  neck, 
and  hair  of  Grabrielle.  I  dosed  her  eyes,  and  arranged  her  luxu- 
riant tresses  about  her  head,  so  as  to  eoneeal  that  terrible  wound 
£rom  whence  her  pure  spizit  had  gone  to  happier  regions.  I 
dropped  more  than  one  hot  tear  upon  her  pallid  face,  aa  I  kiued 
her  cdd  lip  with  all  the  affection  of  a  brother^  and  spread  my 
tfuian  plaia  oyer  her. 

It  would  have  been  a  fine  vahiect  tot  a  pieture^that  poor  ^I'l 
body  lyin|[  lifdess  on  the  ground,  and  tne  grim  group  of  kilted 
soldiers  standing  gravely  and  sadly  around  it,  leaning  on  their 
n^uskets  a  and  some  there  were,  whose  eyes,  though  £nimed  by 
honest  emotion,  had  looked  on  nuiny  abattte-field— atout  fdlowi, 
who  would  march  to  the  Canaan's;  month,  but  were  now  recaUinff 
those  prayers  for  the  dead  whic^h  their  Highland  mothers  haa 
taught  them  in  other  times,  when.  James  of  Jerusalem  and  Father 
Ignatius  had  preached  to  the  Cutholic  clans. 

When  all  our  party  had  reti»  aed,  a  bier  was  formed,  by  streicli- 
ing  my  plaid  between  two  »jrgeant*s  halberds;  and  thus  the 
remains  of  Gabridle  were  bo:  me  by  Phadrig  Mhor  and  Gillian 
M'Bane  towards  our  cantonments. 

All  who;  like  myself,  haYo  inarched  between  Hdnoialand  and 
Heeinge,  must  have  remarks  >d  a  little  roadside  tayem  near  the 
head  of  the  bay. 

There  we  tot  earned  the  body,  and  after  iwoearing  a  more 
suitable  bier,  set  out  on  our  inoamftil  journey  for  Hesinge. 
How  can  I  describe  the  ^^risf  of  Emeslinel 

•         mm  •  #         ir  • 


CHAPTEE  LXXVIIl* 

THE    HiDNiaHt    ^mr^B^tt 

Sbnxstivp  had  been  watehii^  our  approaok  iVam  a  window. 
It  was  some  time  before  she  recovered  from  the  stupefaotioa 
into  which  the  appearance  el  the  body  of  Grabnelle,  and  the  rela- 
tion of  our  terrible  narratiyo  (which  tben  wanted  the  unity  that 
after-inquirie4  haye  enabled  me  to  give  it),  had  plunged  her. 
As  jet  one  of  the  priucipal  actorB  had  not  eome  Barward ;  thus, 
the  cause  of  Grabrielle'a  d^ath  waa  involved  in  a  mystery,  alika 
perplexing  and  in^pei^etrable* 

'*  All  ia  oyer  now  !**  said  $^^aeaiiae }  ^*  all  is  over  now !  My 
father-riuj  father^— le^i  xue  veach  my  father's  side,  and  then  did 
too !" 

Grief  affected  her  by  alternate  fits  of  bitteynesa  and  oalmnessi 
At  one  tinie  sh^  was  somewhat  composed  in  her  woe ;  at  others^ 
she  flung  herself  upon  her  knees  beside  the  bed  on  whieh  th^ 
body  lay  (the  san^e  bed  wheireon  her  aiateir's  slayer  so  nearly 
assassinated  herself),  and  fondly  kissed  her  again  and  again^ 
playing;  with  the  masses  of  golden-coloured  hair,  that  streamed 
over  the  pillow,  with  th^  preMy  hut  paUid  fingers  that  still 
yielded  to  her  touoh-^ar^^lLgiBg,  and  terarvaneing  her  .dress, 
uttering  the  whila  u^a^  a  piteous  endeariD£  epiuiet,  with  many 
of  those  pious  find  beautiful  exolamationa  of  hope  and  woe  which 
the  prayers  of  her  Catholic  proeepior  had  taught  her. 

"  It  ifi  iny  own  Gabrielle  eome  back  to  me,  after  all !  God  has 
gent  her  to  me,  that  once  moye  I  might  take  a  sister's  fond  fkre<i 
well  of  her.  £|ut  God  haa  beeu  very  oaruel  to  me!  Oh  1  what 
do  I  aay  P  Ko,  uor-rhe  has  takoii  you  to  Himael^— you  are  now 
among  the  apgela  in  h^&y^U*  siater ;  you  were  too  good  for  thia 
bad  .world !  x  ou  are  happy,  and  I  viuat  not  grodge  you  to  Him, 
who  will  one  day  require  me  too." 

"  She  will  l^now  how  kind  you  are  to  hef^"  said  !Biadrig  Mhop,^ 
who,  beiug  a  Catholic*  had  earneatly  begeed  leave  to  say  his 
prayerp  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  where  he  hneit  down,  and  behind 
Ha  bonuet  waci  making  yery  wr^  ^oea  to  conceal  his  sorrow,  for 
^ef  easily  auectpi  the  nearta  of  the  brave  and  honest ;  <*  she  will 
indeed,  lady,  for  the  dead  know  all  that  passes  here.'* 

There  is  somethingsacred  in  grief.  We  all  witlidrew,  and  at 
her  own  request  left  J^mcstine  ^ong  with  the  boc^  for  a  time. 

With  a  delicacy  of  sentiment  that  charmed  me,  she  would  not 
allow  either  the  hostess  of  the  inn,  or  any  other  woman,  to 
assist  her  in  arranging  the  remains  of  the  poor  child  (for  in  many 
things  Gabrielle  was  but  a  child)  for  the  grave.  She  knew 
whose  hands  Gabrielle  would  have  preferred  to  perform  this  sad 
and  solemn,  this  last  duty  of  affection;  and  thus,  unaided,  she 
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lifled  and  laid  her  in  the  coffin,  tying  her  consecrated  medals 
round  her  neck,  laying  a  chaplet  of  white  roses  on  her  broT,  and 
a  crucifix  upon  her  breast ;  she  concluded  by  repeatedly  red- 
ing aloud,  with  a  broken  voice,  those  prayers  which  the  chordt 
in  whose  tenets  she  had  been  reared  directs  shall  be  said  for 
the  dead. 

These  Uttie  offices,  the  pleasing  dictates  of  mingled  affection 
and  relif^on,  soothed  and  occupied  her  mind ;  ana  I  could  not 
help  thinking  how  much  the  ideas  inculcated  by  the  ancient 
faitn  (whether  derived  from  paganrie  or  not),  were  calculated  to 
lob  the  grim  tyrant  of  his  terrors,  rather  than,  like  our  Scottisii 
customs,  to  invest  him  with  others  more  appalling. 

I  beheld  her  with  admiration,  and  her  faith  and  fervour  stirred 
a  thousand  deep  and  pious  thoughts  within  me.  The  memory 
of  those  two  days  at  Hesinge  is  full  of  pain ;  for  we  spent  one 
day  more,  Ian  delaying  his  march  in  consequence  of  this  melan- 
choly catastrophe,  over  which  I  mean  to  nurry  as  briefly  as 
possible. 

It  appeared  at  times  impossible  to  realize  the  conviction,  that 
our  poor  GabrieUe  had  passed  away,  or  now  existed  only  in 
memory  I 

Durinff  nearly  an  entire  day  I  sat  with  Ernestine  beside  tlie 
body,  which  was  to  be  buried  at  midnight  in  the  old  villa/^e 
church  close  by.  As  the  dusk  of  evenmg  stole  on,  strange 
alternations  of  ught  and  shadow  fell  on  the  beautiful  face  of  the 
dead  girl,  giving  it  at  times  a  most  life-like  expression.  Then 
it  womd  seem  as  if  the  features  moved,  and,  but  for  her  awful 
placidity,  I  could  have  imagined  that,  in  her  old  spirit  of 
waggery,  the  pretty  Gabrielle  was  mocking  us  all.  Though  my 
brotner-soldiers  mourned  for  the  ui^Bmely  end  of  the  poor  voong 
girl,  I  thought  they  should  all  love  her  as  much  as  I  dia ;  for 
sorrow  is  sometimes  unreasonable ;  and  the  easy  indifiTerence  with 
which  they  continued  their  military  duties,  made  me  indignant  at 
them  all.  But  they  felt  like  solmers.  Their  first  impulse  was 
to  have  Merod^  punished,  and  a^r  considerable  disputation 
among  the  officers  as  to  who  should  have  the  honour  of  effecting 
this,  unknown  to  me  lots  were  cast  in  lan's  helmet  under  the 
Green  Tree,  and  it  fell  to  the  stout  old  Laird  of  Kildon  to 
challenge  Merod^  to  advance  one  hundred  paces  from  the  gate 
of  HelnoBsland,  and,  after  exchanging  four  pistol-shots  on  foot  or 
horseback,  to  decide  the  contest  by  tne  sword ;  but  the  necessity 
for  immediately  nmrching  by  daybreak  prevented  this  de- 
sirable rencontre  from  taking  place.  Had  it  been,  sure  ara  I 
that  the  white-haired  Mackenzie  had  cut  the  Grerman  count  into 
pieces. 

The  whole  regiment  attended  the  funeral,  which  the  rank  of 
Gabrielle  reauired  should  take  place  at  midnight. 


OR,  THE  .  SCOTTtSH  M0SKETEERS.  429 

It  was  a  strange  and  striking  seene !  The  co£in  of  that  young 
being,  once  so  happy  and  so  full  of  life,  with  a  chaplet  of  white 
lilies  on  its  lid,  borne  on  the  shoulders  of  four  tall  Hij^hland 
soldiers,  preceded  by  the  village  girls  in  white,  and  old  Torquil 
Gorm,  with  his  pipes,  pouring  to  the  still  midnight  a  slow  and 
subdued  lament ;  our  bronzed  and  scarred  officers  in  their 
picturesque  arms  and  garb  following  close  behind,  with  the 
veiled  form  of  Ernestine  in  the  midst — all  this  was  seen,  be  it 
remembered,  by  the  lurid  and  uncertain  light  of  twenty  torches 
carried  by  Highland  soldiers. 

The  night  air  was  soft  and  mild ;  no  moon  was  visible,  but 
occasional  red  stars  shot  across  the  sky,  and  the  pale  northern 
lights  were  gleaming  at  the  far  and  flat  horizon.  The  leaves  of 
the  old  yew-trees,  the  grass  of  the  graves,  and  the  flowers  that 
bordered  the  churchyard  path,  were  gleaming  in  dew ;  and  the 
p^rotesaue  architecture  of  the  massive  and  ancient  porch,  the  low- 
browed arches  of  every  window  and  aisle,  were  bathed  in  red  and 
wavering  light,  or  rounded  into  deep  and  gloomy  shadow,  as  the 
funeral  train  swept  slowly  down  the  centre  of  the  church,  pre- 
ceded by  a  minister  of  the  Lutheran  faith,  a  venerable  Dane, 
clad  in  a  white  surplice  and  embroidered  stole,  with  a  large 
brass-bound  Bible  in  his  hand.  He  was  an  aged  and  silver-haired 
man,  whose  thin  wan  haffets  glittered  in  the  light  of  the  uplifted 
torches.  There  was  no  sound  but  the  sputtering  of  the  latter, 
and  the  sobs  of  Ernestine,  who  leant  upon  my  arm. 

The  coffin,  which  was  placed  upon  a  bier  above  the  grave, 
emitted  a  hollow  sound  as  it  was  deposited.  Then  I  felt  Ernestine 
tremble.  That  faint  but  terrible  sound  vibrated  among  the 
chords  of  her  desolate  heart. 

I  remember  still  the  wordl  of  the  burial-service,  the  solemn 
and  beautiftd  prayer  for  th^nnocent  dead ;  but  the  memory  of 
that  midnight  funeral  floats  before  me  wavering  and  indistinctly, 
like  a  half-forgotten  but  impressive  dream.  The  yawning  grave 
and  the^descending  coffin ;  the  sputtering  torches  and  the  greea 
tartans ;  the  glittering  cuirasses  and  sunburnt  faces  of  my  com- 
rades ;  the  grey  and  grotesque  columns  of  the  old  Danish  church ; 
the  veiled  figure  that  knelt  in  a  paroxysm  of  prayer  and  grief 
beside  the  closing  tomb,  from  which  she  would  be  far  away 
to-morrow ;  the  End  and  solemn  face  of  the  old  village  pastor, 
as  he  covered  it  with  his  sleeve,  bowed  his  aged  head,  and  closed 
his  book ;  the  jarring  sound  of  hasty  shovels ;  the  depositation 
of  a  large  stone ;  the  quiet  and  slow  aeparture  of  the  many ;  the 
lingering  of  the  few,  who  seemed  loth  to  leave  the  sobbing  and 
sorrowing  sister.  The  torches  by  that  time  were  extinguished, 
and  all  was  over. 

All  seemed  to  be  a  fantasy — a  thing  that  could  not  be ;  and 
the  idea  that  haunted  me  was,  that  Gfabrielle  should  meet  us  at 
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our  return.  Sot,  alas !  there  was  notHing  in  the  little  ehamher 
to  indicate  her  former  presence  bnt  the  outline  of  ker  coffin, 
which  9till  was  impressed  upon  the  bed;  aii4*  on  seeing  that, 
poor  Ernestine  fainted. 

As  her  elder  kinsman,  Ian  had  held  the  nrineipal  cord  of  the 
cofEin ;  thus  it  was  by  the  hand  she  loved  oest  that  the  head  of 
poor  Gabrielle  was  lowered  into  her  early  grave. 


^jofjofli  tit  ^Mfil 


CHAPTER  LXXIX. 

HBLSIKGOB. 

It  wa0  8  relief  to  ns  all  when  day  dawned,  for  the  great  event 
q£  the  night  had  sorely  damped  our  spirit.  The  funeral  was  not 
over  before  an  early  }iour ;  "hiiU,  Ian,  M' Alpine,  and  1 3at  under 
the  Gre^  Tree,  drinking  hot  9ack  by  the  light  of  a  stable  lantern, 
and  when  divy  dawned  in  the  east,  and  the  clouds  of  night  rolled 
away  over  Juteland  and  the  Belt*  we  gladly  prep^^ed  to  mardi. 
With  the  .first  peep  of  day  our  pipers  flew  the  "  gathering,"  and 
the  regiment  fell  in  by  comnanies,  in  the  main  street.  Muiuro  of 
Culcraigie  had  marched  witn  the  baggie- wains  an  hotir  before. 

Ernestine  was  in  ICarl's  carriage,  and  was  acconipaziied  by  her 
female  attendants,  while  our  preacJMtr,  doctor,  fburrier,  and  such 
other  gentlemen  as  had  no  place  uiJi^r  bato^,  ^^od^  by  the  side  of 
the  whe^s.  Just  as  the  sun  rose  abpve  the  horv^on,  we  marched 
£i;om  S[esinge,  with  the  shriU  fifes  playing  and  merry  drams 
rattling  to  tlie  old  air,  putm  yowr  da^gger^  ^amie**  Thus,  witb 
all  the  ghtter  of  niilitary  display,  and  ita  ^eatest  accessory, 
martial  music,  we  left  for  eyer  that  old  Panish  Tillage  of 
Odenzee,  and  its  melancholy  associations. 

Next  day  we  reached  Nyeborg,  a  town  strongiy  fortified,  but 
falling  into  ruin ;  the  old  castle  of  four  towers,  wnich  Christian 
III.  enclosed  by  bastions  of  earth,  was  untiled,  an,d  fastening  to 
4ecay.  From  thence  we  crossed  the  Great  Belt,  whidx  was  rough 
and  stormy,  and  landed  at  ICorsor,  a  poor-looking  town,  having 
an  ancient  fortress.  From  thence  we  continued  our  route  towarifi 
Elsineur  (or  Helsingor]),  where  we  arrived  after  an  eaaj  march 
of  five  days,  during  which  there  occurred  nothing  of  any  conae* 
quence  save  an  occasional  quarrel  with  th^  boons. 

•  27ow  known  as  "  My  love  ahe'i  1>ttt  a  lasaki  jeW* 


On  the  rente  I  had  mxaj  opportunHies  of  paying  to  Ernestine 
ill  those  little  attentions  wnich  gallantry  inculcates,  and  afifection 
nspires.  The  constant  change  of  scene,  {ov  each  night  we  halted 
a  a  different  town,  kept  her  mind  employed,  and  drew  her  away 
rom  her  own  sorrows;  bnt  still  they  woiild  recur,  again  and 
igain,  with  greater  force,  because  she  had  permitted  herself  to 
>e  for  a  time  comparatively  placid. 

The  only  scene  in  Zealand  that  elicited  an  ohservation  from 
ler  was  the  royal  forest  of  Sc»ra,  and  its  pretty  town,  which  stood 
>n  the  margin  of  a  deep  dark  lake,  dotted  by  snow-white  swana^ 
rVe  approached  it  by  a  bank,  which  was  laid  across  a  marsh  and 
ormed  a  roadway,  bordered  on  each  side  by  trees,  and  termi* 
lated  by  a  gate. 

If  some  of  my  brother  officers  had  not  acquainted  Major  i'rit^ 
)f  the  tenor  of  my  intimacy  with  Ernestine,  no  doubt  the  con- 
lolences  and  attentions  he  would  hare  bestowed  oi^  a  girl  sa 
ttractive,  would  haye  been  overpowering  and  intrusiye;  but 
hough  the  gallant  musketeer  of  Sleswig  waa  enchanted  by  hev 
»eauty,  he  was  compelled  to  keep  his  yivaoity  and  admiratiop 
rithin  the  narrow  bounds  aUottedTby  the  most  frigid  politenesa  i 
or  I  beheTe  he  knew  that  I  was  one  whose  temper  would  not 
»rook  much  trifliug.  Btill  he  could  not  restrain  nis  propensity 
0  jest,  and  was  wont  to  say  at  times,  when  we  were  smoking  a 
dpe  together  on  the  march,  or  8i{>ping  a  can  of  wine  at  a  hal^ 

"  Ah— oh ! — ^I  see  how  it  is,  devilish  well ;  one  does  not  require 
he  eyes  of  Argus  for  that." 

"  For  what,Herr  Major  P" 

''  That  yfe  shall  not  be  long  in  eantonments  before  yen  will 
ommit  something  in  the  way  of  matrimony ;  though  a  wife  if 
.  deuced  incumbrance  to  a  soldier  of  fortune.  In  fact,  k>ng 
lefore  we  fieht  our  way  to  Vienna,  I  expect  to  see  you  the 
lelighted  father  of  a  little  brood  of  bare-legged  Scots,  subsiding 
iown  into  a  staid  old  fellow,  and  a  pattern  of  aU  the  domestip 
irtues." 

"  In  these  I  shall  never  be  rivallad  by  pau,  Fritz." 

"  Der  Teufel,  no !  If  I  hl^ve  my  pipe  and  my  horse,  my  sword 
nd  a  few  dolhurs  in  my  purse,  a  friend  to  ohat  to,  and  an  ooca- 
ional  inretty  girl  to  toy  with,  the  worM,  and  all  the  domestic 
irtues  to  boot,  may  go  and  be  hanged  fcur  aught  that  I  would 


are." 


Three  miles  &om  Elsineur  the  brave  old  ICing  of  Penmark 
ame  on  horseback  to  meet  us,  accompanied  by  his  Live  Snecht, 
he  Count  of  Eantzaii,  the  Barons  of  Klosterfiord,  Fcoyoa,  and 
»ther  knights  of  the  Armed  Hand.  This  stout  monareh,  who 
pas  still  as  keen  an  admire  of  beau^  as  whei^  a  stripling  of 
iighteen,  first  paid  his  respects  to  Ernestine,  and,  alighting  mua 
ioxwibwclh  «too4  IvBuk  ia  Aond  at  the  door  of  the  c^ohe, 
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Unaware  of  all  that  had  happened,  he  asked  where  her  "  prettj 
A8ter  was." 

Then  Ernestine  could  no  longer  restrain  her  tears,  and  tolJ 
her  sorrowful  story. 

King  Christian's  solitary  eye  glistened  at  her  narrative.  He 
kissed  her  hand,  and  then  patted  her  on  the  head,  as  a  father 
would  have  done ;  for  though  a  kitig,  and  one  as  brave  as  eret 
wore  a  crown  or  drew  a  sword,  he  was  a  good  old  soul. 

"Poor  child!"  said  he;  "my  heart  bleeds  for  you.  but, if 
possible,  forget  the  past  in  contemplating  the  future.  "We  can- 
not alter  it ;  even  the  great  Master  of  heaven  and  earth  himself, 
with  all  his  power  and  majesty,  though  he  may  avert  the  evik 
or  change  the  events  of  the  future,  cannot  control  the  past.  It 
is  unalterable." 

From  a  hill  above  Elsineur  the  view  was  livelv,  beautifiiL  and 
even  impressive.  On  one  side  lay  the  flat  and  low,  but  green 
promontoxy,  grasping  the  narrow  gate  of  the  Baltic,  wi&  its 
white  town  spreading  irregularly  alon^  the  slope,  and  over- 
looked bv  the  square  and  massive  castle  of  Cronborg,  in  the 
vaults  or  which,  the  legends  say,  old  Holgier  Danske  and  hid 
long-bearded  KneclUs  have  been  seated  rouud  a  stone  table  for 
centuries ;  and  there  the  fat  and  well-fed  Danish  soldiers  heii 
the  occasional  clash  of  their  axes  and  hauberks,  during  the  still 
dark  hours  of  their  midnight  guard. 

Away  on  the  west  stretohed  the  level  shore  of  Denmark,  with 
little  tufts  of  copi^ice  and  gentle  hills  of  sand,  rising  from  immense 
plains,  where  wmdmills  were  tossing  their  light  arms  on  the 
breeze.  On  the  east,  rough  Sweden  reared  its  mighty  moun- 
tains and  tremendous  rocks,  which  the  earthquakes  and  uiunder- 
bolts  of  an  antediluvian  world  had  clefb  and  rent  into  steep 
summits,  starting  boldly  and  blu£^  forward  from  a  sky  of  blae, 
and  tinted  with  the  rosy  hght  of  a  setting  sun ;  between  these 
peaks,  and  beyond  them,  lay  its  deep  dark  vales  and  old  primeval 
woods,  its  vast  lakes  and  foaming  nvers ;  its  sceneiy  stem  and 
magnificent,  hke  that  of  our  mother  Caledonia. 

The  setting  sun  was  gilding  the  copper  roofs  of  the  four  large 
turrets  or  comer  towers  of  Cronborg,  and  throwing  their  shadoirs 
far  upon  the  azure  waters  of  the  Sound,  then  dotted  by  tha 
white  sails  of  many  a  passing  ship.  I  remember  to  have  seen  an 
original  letter,  written  from  this  castle,  by  his  Majesty  James  VI. 
to  Alexander  Lord  Spynie,  anent  the  erection  of  the  bishopric  of 
Moray  into  a  temponu  lordship.* 

Five  casemated  bastions  faced  the  landward,  and  one,  mounteJ 
with  cannons-royaJe,  swept  the  narrow  gate,  where  Christian  JS 
had  again  begun  to  levy  an  ocean  toll  upon  the  ships  of  aii 
nations.    Except  those  of  the  Scots,  who  were  in  alliance  with 

*  The  letttt  referred  to  by  Capt  1^^,  is  now  among  tbe  Denmylno  USS, 
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Denmark,  every  vessel  Iott ered  her  topsail,  and  showed  her  flaff 
for  five  minutes,  or  a  cannon-shot  came  booming  upon  her  from 
Cronborg.  This  toll  was  originally  exacted  on  account  of  certain 
buoys,  by  which  the  Danish  government  marked  the  dangerous 
shoals,  and  for  certain  lights  burned  upon  the  coast  by  night. 
Previous  to  1582,  Endand  paid  a  rose-noble  for  ever^  ship  thafc 
passed  the  Sound,  and  her  vessels  lowered  their  topsuls ;  out  in 
consequence  of  the  double  marriages  andancientfriendshipbetween 
Denmark  and  Scotland,  the  ships  of  the  latter  nation  passed  the 
fort  with  St.  Andrew's  ensign  flying  and  all  their  sails  set. 

At  the  gate  of  Helsingor  we  were  met  by  our  colonel,  Sir 
Donald  Mackay,  who,  with  five  hundred  good  recruits,  had  arrived 
from  Scotland  three  days  previous.  As  we  marched  in,  with 
pipes  sounding,  drums  beating,  imd  colours  flying,  these  recruits 
mmgled  with  our  ranks,  in  search  of  friends  and  relations, 
brouiers  and  kinsmen ;  and  there  arose  a  clamour  of  joyous  con- 
gratulations, mingled  with  exclamations  of  sorrow,  for  many 
a  man  who  was  missing,  and  whom  the  new-comers  had  hoped 
to  see  and  to  ^eet. 

Some  inqmred  for  brothers  and  fathers,  and  were  answered 
that  they  were  lying  in  their  graves  at  Bredenburg,  the  Boitze, 
at  Eckernflord,  or  other  places.  These  announcements  cast  a 
shadow  over  Uieir  obstreperous  joy ;  while  the  news  they  brought 
us  firom  Scotland  were  of  the  most  varied  description,  and  led 
us  to  believe,  that  ere  long  all  our  swords  and  our  valour  would 
be  required  to  vindicate  the  rights  and  the  dimity  of  Scotland 
against  her  native  prince,  and  his  meddling  subjects  of  England. 

Sir  Donald  handed  me  a  letter  from  Dominie  Daidle,  who  had 
prayed  him,  when  passing  through  Cromartie,  to  deliver  it  to  me, 
**  if'^he  found  me  in  the  body."  It  was  written,  as  the  dominie 
said,  by  the  express  order  of  the  laird,  my  father,  who  (poor 
man !)  was  no  deacon  at  penmanship. 

All  were  in  good  healm  at  CnugroUo ;  all  congratulated  me  on 
my  promotion  to  the  command  of  a  company,  and  so  forth. 
Even  my  father  w&s  beginning  to  take  an  interest  in  my  success, 

and  regretted  my  absence.    "  The  muokle  spune "  but  here 

the  dominie  had  drawn  his  pen  through  the  words,  as  if  he  had 
changed  his  mind,  and  went  on  with  other  information.  My 
three  brothers  had  recently  had  aome  hard  work  in  recovering 
certain  herds  of  our  cattle,  which  had  been  borrowed,  sans  leave, 
by  Ihe  caterans  of  the  Black  Isle.  In  this  service,  Finlay  had 
received  a  slash  from  an  axe,  and  Farquhar  a  dab  from  a  biodag ; 
but,  thanks  to  Providence,  and  the  salves  of  old  Mhona  Toshach, 
the  poor  lads  were  doing  well.  Then  came  all  the  news  of  the 
district.  Urquhart  of  Cromartie  had  won  his  famous  plea  anent 
his  niece's  tocher  before  the  Lords  of  Session ;  but  as  the  Ic  ' 
justice-generd  was  his  kinsman,  auld  Sir  Thomas  was 
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fortuDAte  in  hie  pleas.  Dalblair  Lad  come  down  the  bum^eide 
with  foiir-and-tweaty  Hielandmoii,  and  burned  the  tower  of  his 
anld  enemy,  Casnatrairy ;  but  had  been  pnt  to  th^  horn,  and  was 
now  fled  n*om  the  kingdom  to  France  or  England.  i?he  laird 
of  Brea  had  burned  the  cladinn  of  St.  Martin's^  because  Gilbert 
Blakhal,  a  seminary  priest,  had  been  hiding  there«  and  so  forth 
Then  came  various  messai^es  to  soldiers  of  the  tegiment.  "  Tell 
Alister  G-lss  from  £es«oek«  that  his  mother  received  the  Mr 
dollars  that  he  sent ;  and  that  his  father^  puir  bodach !  mistook 
another  man's  kye  for  his  own,  and  bade  farewell  to  this  world  at 
OHeff,  last  Lammafi-tide.  Tell  Bori  Beg,  from  Brea,  that  his 
aister  went  off  with  the  Egyptians  to  the  Lowlands,  and  has  not 
since  been  heard  of;  but  the  laird  sweass  he  will  hang  every 
Hiaa  and  mother's  son  of  them  that  pass  this  way  in  future,  for 
she  was  the  bonniest  lass  on  the  baron^r-  Tell  Uillian  llC'Ba&e, 
that  his  brother,  the  sailor,  has  been  seized  and  made  a  dLave  by 
the  cruel  pirates  of  Barbaiy,  with  twenty  other  mariners  of  the 
good  ship  £on  Accord,  of  Aberdeen,  but  we  raised  a  subacription 
here  to  buy  him  off,  and  the  laird  has  given  twenty  crowna  Scou 
towards  the  gude  work.  Kynnoeh,  the  provoat  of  Forrea,  was 
burned  yesteniay  as  a  warlock  and  traitor. 

*'  There  are  doleful  troubles  brewing  m  the  south,"  oontinned 
the  dominie,  and  ''a  war  with  Engknd  is  confidently  looked 
for.  Maist  men  wish  it,  for  there  are  sic  swarms  o'  idle  cfdlanta 
biding  about  every  hall  and  homestead — and  war  must  come; 
for  flying  rumour  saith,  that  our  Scottish  clergy  have,  petitioned 
the  king  against  the  Five  obnoxious  Articles  of  Perth,  and  that 
be  hath  urged  the  Archbishop  of  St,  Andrew's  to  enforce  the 
Episcopal  order.  The  cloud  gathers,  and  the  storm  crowetk 
A  little  while,  and  we  shall  see  the  one  darken,  and  tne  other 
burst  over  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land.  Mark  me^ 
Master  Philip,  a  day  of  dule  is  coming,  when  all  those  gallant 
^cots  who  are  now  fl^htin^  the  battles  of  Denmark*  Sweden, 
Bohemia,  and  Almaime,  will  be  summoned  home  tp  protect 
(against  the  king  and  the  agsressive  iSngUsh)  that  hoty  kiik 
which  Knox  and  Wishart  founded,  and  those  institutions  which 
our  fortsfathera  transmitted  to  us — even  as  we  are  bound  to 
transmit  them  unimpaired  to  our  nosterit]^." 

In  fact,  the  acutenesa  of  my  ola  domime  enabled  him  to  pe^ 
.ceive  those  storms  then  darkening  the  horizon  of  Scottish  politics, 
but  which,  to  more  superficial  observers,  were  as  yet  invisible. 

Since  the  death  of  G-abrielle,  Ernestine  had  become  more  than 

ever  unnatient  and  anxious  to  rejoin  her  father,  who  (as  the 

jcing  intbrmed  her)  was  now  at  Stralsund,  in  command  of  a 

brigade  of  cavalry,  and  who  ptobably  supposed  that  all  this  time 

's  daughtws  had  been  safely  at  Falster  with  the  Qld  queen« 

wager. 
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Stralsnnd  wis  tl6^  in  a  deepehite  state,  and  no  time  was  to  bd 
est  in  hastening  to  its  rescue.  Thus,  in  one  hour  after  we  lentered 
Blsineur,  we  embarked  on  board  the  fleets  and  sailed  for  the 
beleaguered  city. 

Ernestine  and  her  two  attendants  were  the  only  females  on  ooard 
the  king's  ship,  where,  by  the  judicious  management  of  my  friend^ 
the  Baron  Karl — ^then  acting  (Is  quartermaster-general — ^1  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  embarked  with  my  company.  For  the  first 
time  since  we  left  Hesihge,  I  perceived  a  sm&e  on  th^  face  o£ 
Emestihe ;  this  was  wheh  the  vessels  were  got  fairly  tmder  weighs 
and,  squaring  their  yards  to  the  northern  gale,  stood  down  me 
Sound  with  aU  tfaar  suIb  set,  just  as  the  sun  sank  behind  the 
spired  of  Elsineur. 

'*  I  am  now  fairly  on  my  way  te  my  fiither^*'  said  she. 

"AndtoleayemeP" 

The  smile  died  away,  and  she  gave  me  a  pleading  glance. 

She  sat  long  beside  me  on  the  deck,  wrapped  up  in  a  well* 
fhrred  mantle ;  nor  did  she  bid  me  adieu  for  the  night  until  we 
were  far  past  the  isle  of  Hueen,  the  residence  of  lycho  Brah^ 
(and  then  famous  for  four  castliss,  said  by  the  Banish  legends  to 
have  been  built  by  the  children  of  Huenella  the  giantess),  and 
had  reached  th&t  part  of  the  straits  where  tiiey  wi(ten  to  twentjr* 
five  and  thirty  miles  in  breadth,  and  ^6  distant  spires  of  Land^ 
scrona  faded  from  our  view. 

After  she  retired  I  paced  the  deck  alone  (being  captain  of  the 
military  watch),  rolled  in  my  plaid,  and  smoking  a  Grerman  pipe. 
I  was  thoughtftJ,  and  looked  forward,  with  no  pleasant  anticipa- 
tions, to  our  arrival  at  the  great  eity  of  Stralsund ;  for  there  I 
should  be  separated  from  Emestihe  for  a  long  and  indefinite 
period.  Her  father  and  I  were  the  servants  of  hostile  kings ; 
and,  though  near  kinsmen  (but,  as  yet,  the  count  knew  not  that), 
were  the  leaders  of  soldiers  Who  wet^  the  enetnit»s  of  eadi  Other; 
and  all  that  I  cotdd  hope  for  fioW,  was  to  be  favoured  with  bearing 
the  flag  of  truce  by  whieh  Erhestiue  would  be  finally  guided  tb 
the  Imperial  tentft. 

Near  me  a  number  of  our  soldiers  of  the  watoh  were  telUnff 
stories,  and  sat  in  a  circle  on  the  main  deek>  With  their  plaidiB  and 
bonnets  drawn  over  their  earb.  I  drew  near  to  listen,  and  thus 
wiled  away  the  hours  of  tlie  hight. 

Morning  came  again :  another  part  of  th^  obiuit  and  a  wideb 
sea  were  in  vieW.  The  grey  clouds  which  had  veiled  the  ikjf", 
and  shed  a  cold  hue  on  the  waters^  were  reni^  asunder,  as  if  by 
the  broad  wave  of  some  mighty  hand — by  Odin  hlmselft  the 
king  of  spells ;  and  through  the  gap  a  blaze  of  safiVon  liffht  wall 
shed  upon  the  fertile  isle  of  Amack  and  Zealiind's  level  wores-^ 
level  savQ  where  n  Utile  chalky  difi;  a  yenerable  tOWM)  or  • 
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cHunp  of  trees  rose  against  the  sky — part  of  tli&t  long  snccession 
of  wood-bordered  la^ns  which  spread,  with  villas;  cottao;e8,  and 
gardens,  along  the  beautifol  but  monotonous  coast  &om  Ekinenr 
to  Copenhagen. 

Opposite,  bleak  Scania  reared  up  her  iron  and  precipitous  front, 
above  which,  and  amid  a  pile  of  purple  clouds,  the  sun  was  rising; 
and  when  these  clouds  were  rolled  away  towards  the  north,  the 
sky  appeared  in  all  its  cold  and  Swedish  purity  of  blue.  At  sea 
one's  spirit  naturally  becomes  exhilarated  on  a  fine  morning,  when, 
witli  a  beautiful  sunrise,  the  wind  is  fair,  and  all  the  fleet  are 
rolling  before  it,  until  their  yard-arms  almost  dip,  and  we  have 
our  friendso exchanging  signals  from  the  sides  of  the  vessels  ;  but 
I  felt — ^I  know  not  why — none  of  that  ardour  with  wkieb  I  should 
have  hailed  oiir  entrance  upon  such  an  arena  of  war  and  glory  as 
Stralsund :  a  foreboding  or  approaching  sorrow — conduced  pro- 
bably .  by  the  certainty  that,  within  a  week  at  least,  I  would  be 
separated  from  Ernestine-— oppressed  me,  and  I  looked  fom-ard 
with  no  emotion  of  pleasure  to  the  day  we  should  drop  our  anchors 
on  the  Pomeranian  shore. 

Long  ere  the  noonday  sun  had  brightened  the  rippling  water, 
and  tinted  with  yellow  the  faint  blue  Scanian  peaks,  the  towers 
of  Eaobenhafn,  and  the  turrets  of  the  old  castle  of  Christianborg, 
faded  away  or  sank  into  the  gulf  of  Kjoge ;  the  point  of  Falsterboro' 
in  Sweden  rose  out  of  the  water,  and  then  we  were  breasting  the 
shorty  foamy  waves  of  the  Baltic  Sea. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 

STBALSUND. 

Stbalsund  was  now  the  largest  and  most  wealthy  city  in  the 
duchy  of  Pomerania.  Eoasting  of  an  origin  that  dated  from 
Silnno  II.,  king  of  the  Franks,  and  deriving  its  name  from  the 
narrow  Sund  that  lies  between  it  and  the  Isle  of  S/ilgen,  it  had 
gradually  become  a  great  commercial  city,  with  vast  trade  and 
ample  privileges,  which  its  burghers  had  successfully  defended 
against  all  princes  who  had  endeavoured  to  subvert  or  subdue 
them ;  and  once  they  had  opposed  with  success  and  with  victory 
the  united  arms  of  Sweden,  Denmark,  and  ten  other  principalities. 
From  thenceforward  the  stout  burghers  were  considered  uncon- 
querable, and  their  city  impregnable.  Jaromar,  prince  of  Kiigen. 
increased  the  city  in  1209,  and  his  son  first  fortified  it ;  after 
this  its  walls  became  gradually  stronger,  and  there  were  no  less 
than  six  gates  and  as  many  bridges  facing  the  Sound ,  which 
extends  one  mile  in  breadth  between  it  and  Eiigen.      To  the 
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landward  it  was  fenced  round  by  regular  bulwarks,  and  the  lake 
of  Pranken,  a  falcon^sbot  in  width ;  over  this  was  a  high  cause- 
way, with  dams  and  bridges,  eyery  approach  to  which  was  barred 
by  bastions  and  cavaliers,  mounted  oy  brass  guns,  and  swept  by 
numerous  casemates. 

Under  the  Count  of  Carlstein,  a  strong  brigade  of  horse  and 
foot  lay  intrenched  before  the  gate  that  faced  the  causeway  and 
lake  of  Franken.  Maj or- general  Amheim  a3.sailed  the  right  flank 
of  the  city,  and  Wallenstein  in  person  pressed  it  on  the  left ;  but 
Stralsund,  being  open  to  the  sea,  was  supplied  with  provisions 
from  that  quarter  for  a  time,  as  all  the  shipping  sent  by  Sigismund, 
King  of  Poland,  to  the  assistance  of  the  Emperor,  had  been  sunk 
by  the  Scottish  fleet  in  the  Danish  service — ^thus  the  Imperial 
generalissimo  of  the  northern  seas  had  not  a  single  ship  where- 
with to  blockade  the  harbour. 

Colonel  Heinrich  Holka,  whom  Christian  had  appointed 
governor  of  Stralsund,  with  a  mixed  force  of  Scottish  and  Danish 
infantry,  had  considerably  weakened  his  resources  by  neglect ; 
and  at  the  most  desperate  crisis  of  the  siege,  had  found  time  to 
take  unto  himself  a  young  and  beautiful  wife,  celebrating  his 
nuptials  in  a  public  manner,  amid  the  dismayed  and  disheartened 
citizens,  and  immediately  under  the  shot  of  tnelm{)erial  batteries. 
This  act  was  deemed  alike  unwise  and,  at  such  a  time,  improper. 
Poor  Holka  was  displaced,  and  JField-marshal  Sir  Alexander 
Leslie  of  Balgonie  (in  Fifeahire),  a  cavalier  who  served  the  Xing 
of  Sweden,  and  whose  skill,  as  displayed  in  after  years  in  Lower 
Saxony,  and  in  the  ever-memorable  wbxa  of  the  National 
Covenant,  must  always  mark  him  as  a  man  of  the  highest 
military  genius,  was  appointed  to  govern,  defend,  and  rescue 
Stralsund. 

Enraged  by  the  aflront.  Colonel  Holka  changed  banners,  and 
joined  the  Emperor,  who  created  him  a  count,  and  gave  him  a 
regiment  of  infantry.  He,  moreover,  changed  his  religion  no  less 
than  three  times ;  but,  being  seized  by  the  plague,  died  at  last  a 
Protestant,  leaving  behind  him  the  usugI  reputation  of  the  Imperia- 
lists— ^that  of  having  been  a  wealthy,  rapacious,  dissolute,  and 
ferocious  soldier. 

On  the  same  evening  that  Christian,  from  the  westward,  sailed 
into  the  narrow  strip  of  water  between  Bii^en  and  Stralsund,  a 
fleet,  having  the  three  crowns  of  Sweden  flymg  at  the  mast-head 
of  each  ship,  entered  the  east  end  of  the  Sound,  having  on  board 
Sir  Alexander  Leslie,  and  Ave  thousand  of  the  gallant  and  well- 
appointed  Scottish  veterans  of  the  glorious  Gustavus — the  Star  of 
the  North !  When  anchoring  close  beside  us,  the  Swedes  opened 
their  red  ports  and  flred  a  royal  salute  on  learning  that  £ing 
Christian  was  in  the  bay.    Their  sidea  were  lined  by  men,  aud 
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mknj  &  cry  of  welcome,  of  greeting,  and  recoi^nition,  were  jtiy  fully 
giren  and  warmly  responded  to.  The  artillery  of  tlie  town  had 
no  time  to  salute  either  of  the  fleets  ;  for  at  tnat  crisis  the  can- 
nobierB  of  Wallenstem  (who  oh  the  preceding  night  had  returned 
from  Oustraw)  were  redouhling  their  effortB^  and  hia  batteria 
were  firing  Piously  on  the  city. 

It  was  at  that  rery  time,  when  the  united  fleets  of  Chris- 
tian lY.  and  Marshal  Leslie  anchored  ofi*  the  city,  that  Wallen- 
atein,  who  from  an  eminence  was  watdiing  us  throoghhs  Galileo- 
glass,  swore  so  iinpiously — 

"  By  the  wounds  of  God !  I  will  take  Stralsund,  ev^n  if  He 
slnng  it  in  chaina  between  the  heavens  and  earth  I  I  ^^l  make 
these  Scottish  wolves  eat  each  other  up,  and  teach  them  tiiat 
Protestantism  was  buried  on  the  day  when  I  was  bom !" 

And  in  a  burst  of  angrv  fervour  he  kissed  a  consecratbd  medal, 
which  had  been  suspenaed  round  his  neck  when  a  cbUd  by  his 
mother,  and  which  had  neter  since  he^n  for  a  inoihent  from  his 
person.  It  was  one  of  those  said  to  have  been  strUek  at  Borne, 
to  commemorate  the  massacre  of  6t.  Bari^t^omew;  but  with 
what  truth  1  pretbnd  not  to  say; 

Shot  could  not  reach  the  seaward  side  of  the  dily,  tlierefbre  we 
Irere  comparatively  saBs. 

The  ev^ing  sun  was  shining  on  its  towers  and  spires,  and  on 
the  blue  water  that  reflected  them;  and  by  my  side  stood 
Ernestine,  pale  and  agitated,  between  the  expectation  of  meeting 
her  father — of  weeping  on  hia  breast,  and  pouriug  out  her  tale  of 
iorrow  there — and  at  the  necessity  for  leaving  tne  when  about 
to  engage  in  all  Uie  dangers  of  a  desperate  siege.  She  placed 
her  arm  through  mine,  and  We  stood  in  silence,  t  occasionally 
pressed  her  hand  as  if  to  reassure  her  and  remind  her  that  I  was 
Still  by  her  side ;  and  divined  her  thoughts;  which  wandered  to 
the  faint  white  line  that  gleamed  afkr  ofl*  in  the  sunset,  and 
indicated  the  Imperial  tents,  visible  between  some  of  tbe  opn- 
ings  of  that  stately  city,  where  so  many  of  our  Scottish  doldien 
fought  bo  nobly>  and  where,  aiaa  1  so  many  found  their  last  home; 
for  the  siege  of  Stralsund  was  one  of  the  most  determined  and 
desperate  events  of  the  great  German  waiv-the  saek  of  Mi^;de- 
burg  excepted. 

In  the  stiU  etrening  air  the  boom  of  the  canlson  traa  incessant 
on  the  landward  ot  opposite  side  of  the  city ;  ahd  as  the  shadows 
deepened  we  could  distinguish  the  lurid  flashes  i*eddening  behind 
the  outline  of  the  spires  and  houses.  Above  tliem,  in  the  blue 
sky,  there  hung  the  miiigled  smoke  of  the  daily  contest,  deepen- 
ing and  darkehmg  ovet*  the  city  as  a  pall-Hind  a  veritable  pidi 
it  was ;  for  undef  it  many  a  brave  fellow  fotod  a  dbldier's  dctttlv 
^nd  a  soldier's  odflftnleas  gravi?* 
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"  Yoa  still  gaze  at  the  Imperial  teats,  dear  Ernestine,"  eaid  I. 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears. 

"  Yes,  Philip ;  for  now  we  must  part,  and  the  sooner  it  is  over 
the  better — for  the  sooner  you  will  see  me  again.  The  king  is 
approaching ;  ask  him  Don^eming  my  transmission — ^now — ^now ! 
there  is  not  a  moment  to  be  lost !" 

I  took  off  my  bonnet  and  approached  Christian  IV.,  but 
paused  on  seeing  our  colonel.  Sir  Donald,  in  the  act  of  presenting 
a  grey  haired  cavaUer,  who  had  just  come  on  board.  He  was 
plainly  accoutred  in  an  unlaced  buff-coat  and  black  iron  cuirass, 
over  which, hung  the  Swedish  order  of  the  Tower  and  Sword. 

''  Stay,  Philip,"  said  Ian ;  *'  that  is  the  great  Sir  Alexander 
Leslie,  the  conqueror  of  the  Poles  atDantzig." 

I  looked  with  interest  at  this  remarkable  man,  whose  talent, 
bravery,  and  adventurous  genius  had  won  him  a  European  depu- 
tation, and  were  yet  to  make  him  the  founder  of  a  noble  Scottish 
family.  He  was  short  in  stature,  and  somewhat  decrepit  in 
figure ;  but  had  a  round  and  pleasant  fade,  a  short  beara  and 
mustaches,  well  pointed  up ;  grey  hair  shorn  short,  a  la  sol- 
datesque,  and  a  visage  embrowned  by  constant  exposure  to  the 
weather. 

I  heard  him  acquaint  the  king  of  the  number  of  his  Regiments 
and  their  colonels,  among  whoto  I  remiember  the  Lord  Bpynie, 
Colonel  Alexander  Seaton,  and  Sir  Patrick  Buthven,  of  loyal 
and  gallant  memory. 

In  the  midst  of  this,  Christian's  eye  had  observed  me  standing 
bonnet  in  hand,  a  little  in  the  background^  and  he  immediately 
said — 

••  Do  you  wish  to  address  me,  Herr  Captain?" 

**  Whenever  ypur  majesty  is  at  leisure." 

"  Speak  now,  Mein  fierr."  ^ 

**  The  daughter  of  Count  Carlstein,  whom  your  majesty  has 
been  pleased  to  protect,  has  sent  me  to  beg  that  you  will  have 
the  kindness  to  order  her  transmission  to  that  part  of  the  Im- 
perial lines  where  the  troops  of  the  count,  her  father,  are  cantoned." 

"  No  oflBcer  in  Stralsund  would  venture  on  such  a  service," 
said  Sir  Alexander  Leslie,  who  was  pleased  to  survey  me  with 
particular  attention. 

"  Is  the  duty  so  sharp  here,  marshal?"  asked  the  king. 

"  No  man  can  venture  a  pistol-shot  fWm  the  walls,  as  I  am 
informed  by  Colonel  Holka." 

"  Desperate  though  it  be,"  said  I,  "  I  will  gladly  imdertake 
this  duty." 

"  Captain  Eolio  is  one  of  my  best  officers,"  Ms  majetety  wris 
pleased  to  reply ;  "  and  I  assure  you,  marshal,  that  I  cannot 
atlbrd  to  lose  him." 
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Old  Sir  Alexander  Leslie,  who  bad  ^bren  a  c&sual  glance  &t 
Ernestine,  and  had  perceived,  as  the  wind  blew  her  veil  aaide, 
that  ahe  possessed  unoommon  personal  attractions,  gave  me  a 
knowing  smile»  and  said-— 

''Captain,  it  is  alike  a  moral  and  physical  imposaibibty to 
communicate  in  any  way  with  the  ImperiaJists,  who  fire  indiscri- 
minately upon  every  one,  and  shoot  all  that  dare  apx>roach  their 
posts,  even  imder  cartel.  Give  my  word — ^the  word  of  anld 
BaJ^onie — to  the  young  lady,  and  say  that  unless,  with  woman's 
wilfulness,  she  prefers  danger  to  safe^,  she  cannot  now  be  trans* 
mitted  to  the  Imperial  camp ;  but  that  until  her  friends  become 
more  courteous,  until  they  are  vanqxdshed  or  the  city  falls,  she 
shall  have  the  best  house  in  Stralsund.  Does  this  meet  with 
your  majesty's  approval?" 

"  In  every  way,  Sir  Alexander.  You  have  spoken  my  thouglits 
and  wishes  regarding  a  charming  young  lady,  whom  I  pledged  mj 
word  to  protect ;  and  whom  I  now  confide  to  your  care.  You 
have  heard,  madam,  the  views  of  our  brave  marshal." 

Ernestine  bowed  with  a  sweet  smile  to  his  majesty,  and  xrith 
the  dignity  of  a  queen — a  Spanish,  and  not  a  German  one. 

I  own  this  arrangement  did  not  displease  me ;  and,  after  ex- 
plaining to  Ernestine  the  impossibility  of  reaching  the  Imperial 
camp  at  present,  I  added  everything  else  that  might  console  her. 
Other  ideas  came  into  my  head;  and  it  seemed  to  me  ihit 
Colonel  Holka,  in  marrying  his  pretty  young  wife  amid  the  tur- 
moil of  a  protracted  siege,  took  neither  a  bad  nor  unwise  method 
of  solacing  himself  during  the  horrors  by  which  he  was  no  doubt 
surrounded.  % 

These  thoughts  occurred  to  me  again  and  again.  The  ad- 
vantage that  would  accrue  to  Ernestine  in  having  a  legitimate 
Srotector  waa  quite  apparent ;  but  then  her  sister's  recent 
eath,  and  her  present  helpless  condition,  restrained  me  from 
advancing  such  a  project.  Moreover,  to  the  count  it  might  seem 
that  an  undue  advantage  had  been  taken  of  those  pecuhar  cir- 
cumstances by  which  she  had  been  thrown  among  us  so  straogelj 
and  alone. 


CHAPTEE  LXXXI. 

WAE. 


"  We  have  sharp  service  before  us  here,  Ian,"  said  I,  as  in  the 
cold  grey  light  of  an  autumn  morning  we  paraded  on  deck  n^^ 
\j  lor  disembarkation. 
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•'  Yes,  Philip ;  and,  that  omens  of  comiDg  events  may  not  be 
xrantinfif,  harken  to  the  news  brought  from  the  city  by  Major 
IFritz !" 

"  News,"  said  that  cavalier,  as  he  assisted  his  friend  Karl  to 
clasp  on  his  cuirass ;  by  my  soul,  'tis  enough  to  make  one's  hair 
stand  on  end,  and  to  frighten  a  troop-horse!" 

"  Quite  a  prodigy  is  it,  Pritz  P"  asked  Karl. 

•*  Gentlemen,"  continued  the  major,  with  all  seriousness,  "  the 
wife  of  Colonel  Diibbelsteirn  has  just  been  delivered  of  a  fine  httle 
boy " 

"Bahl—and  what  is  there  in  that?"  asked  M'Alpine  and 
several  of  our  officers. 

"  What  is  there  in  it  1"  retorted  the  Danish  major,  indignantly ; 
••  there  is  somelhing  very  remarkable,  when  we  consider  the  way 
it  came  into  the  world !" 

•*  Has  it  a  tail?"  asked  Kildon. 

"  Or  horns  P"  added  Culcraigie. 

"  It  is  quite  unlike  any  of  you,"  retorted  Fritz ;  "  'tis  a  plump 
little  boy,  as  fat  as  Bacchus,  or  the  colonel  himself  (and  we  ajBl 
know  that  he  fuUy  realizes  the  old  Friesland  proverb,  Grette 
arsen  behove  voyde  brceken).  The  baby  has  been  bom  in  buff-coat 
and  jack-boots,  like  a  little  trooper,  and  the  whole  city  is  ringing 
with  the  tidings  of  so  marvellous  a  birth." 

"  Buff-coat  and  jacks — ^by  Heaven,  he  is  laughing  at  us  I"  said 
our  Celts,  twisting  their  mustaches. 

"I  assure  you,  gentlemen,  that  it  is  quite  as  the  major  says," 
said  Karl;  "but  he  has  omitted  to  add  that  this  miraculous 
bantling  has  the  buttons  of  the  Sleswigl  musketeers  on  its 
doublet " 

'*  A  major's  scarf,"  suggested  Ian. 

"  And  short  brown  mustaches,"  added  ICarl. 

*•  Laugh  as  you  please,  gentlemen — ^but  visit  the  Frail  Ddbbel- 
steim,  and  satisfy  yourselves.  Ha!  the -drums  are  beating,-^ 
there  sound  your  pipes,  gentlemen  Schottlanders,  and  now  for 
the  shore !"  * 

There  was  a  solemn  prayer  given  by  our  regimental  preacher 
on  deck,  where  all  our  soldiers  paraded  under  arms,  in  fuU  march- 
in<^  order ;  and  he  also  save  us  a  brief  discourse  on  that  verse  of 
Samuel  which  records  now  Saul  "  gathered  a  host,  smote  the 
Amalekites,  and  delivered  Israel  out  of  the  hands  that  spoiled 
them,"  applying  it  to  the  rescue  of  Stralsund  from  the  fangs  of 
the  Empure. 

»  A  similar  prodigy  is  said  to  hare  happened  in  the  citf ,  stormed  aoon  after 
by  Pappenheimj  a  child  was  born  in  steel  cap  and  cuirass  I  See  the  "Brief  but 
authentic  Belation,  in  High  Dutch/' 
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We  then  disexnbarked  in  the  Banish  boats,  and  landed  on  the 
mole  while  the  morning  sun  was  yet  low,  and  a  dense  bank  of  fog 
was  rolling  slowly  upward  from  the  strip  of  water  that  lay  be- 
tween ns  and  the  Isle  of  Bii^en. 

Well  muffled  up  in  Bnssian  sables,  with  two  ^male  aervants 
nestling  beside  her,  Ernestine  was  rowed  ashore  in  the  barge  of 
Sir  N^elas  Yaldemar,  and  the  king's  own  live  Xnecht  and 
Baron  Karl,  the  quartermaster-general,  were  desired  to  obtain 
for  her  a  handsome  and  suitable  mansion  amon^  the  many  whose 
wealthy  owners  had  abandoned  them,  and  fled  mto  Pomerania  at 
the  approach  of  Wallenstein.    A  residence  was  soon  selected. 

The  rich  hangings,  the  magnificently  carved  and  gilded  fdmi- 
tnre,  the  chairs  of  white  satin,  brocaded  with  gold,  the  tables 
inlaid  with  ivory  and  ebony;  jars  of  Dresden  china,  Japan 
canisters,  Persian  carpets,  flowers  in  vases  of  Delft,  and  statues 
of  Parisian  alabaster — all  that  taste  could  invent  and  wealth  pro- 
cure were  remaining  in  this  delightful  billet,  just  as  the  rich  corn- 
trader  to  whom  the  house  belonged  had  len  them.  The  rooms 
were  all  tapestried  or  panelled,  and  each  panel  was  a  picture  re- 
presenting ^Flemish  ships  and  German  ihrtas,  Dutchmen  skating 
and  sea-pieces.  The  key  which  put  ua  in  possession  of  all  these 
flne  things,  was  the  nmple  application  of  a  musket-shot  to  the 
keyhole,  and  then  the  door  flew  open. 

The  house  was  pleasantly  situated,  haviiig  in  front  a  view  of 
the  Sound,  with  the  Saxon  and  Pomeranian  shores,  while  behind 
it  waa  completely  screened  from  the  fire  of  the  Imperial  batteries, 
by  the  masses  of  intervening  streets.  Thick  clumps  of  Dutch 
pa^kw,  with  bnehtll^^reen  foHage,  half  hid  the  front  of  the  house, 
which  stood  a  tew  yards  back  from  the  main  street.  A  long 
flight  of  steps  ascended  to  ita  gaudily-painted  door,  and  on  each 
step  stood  two  porcelain  vasea  with  flowers  in  full  blo(»n. 

IBmestlBe  was  charmed  by  the  appearance  of  the  place ;  but 
said  that,  with  all  its-  splendour,  ahe  would  have  preferred  s 
comer  of  her  lather's  tent. 

Other  ladies,  the  wives  of  fugitive  Grerman  nobles,  were  placed 
in  the  same  houae.  Thus^  in  the  hope  that  they  would  n>rm  a 
pleasant  little  community,  whose  safety  depended  upon  our 
T«lour,  we  marched,  with  .drums  beating  and  colours  flying,  to 
the  Fsankendor,  the  post  assigned  us;  and  the  scene — ^as  the 
event  proved — of  the  most  hazardous  and  desperate  service  in 
that  beleaguered  city. 

It  was  the  weakest  point,  too ;  otherwise  the  old  Scottish  In* 
vincibles  had  not  got  it  to  defend. 

The  aspect  of  the  citizens — men  who  imtil  this  time  had  given 

their  whole  souls  to  peaceful  occupations,  and  to  the  quiet  acqui* 

1  of  wealth-^men  whose  ledgers  had  long  since  superseded 
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their  Bibles — ^whose  God  was  a  mere  golden  idol;  whose  whole 
thoughts  were  of  pounds,  dollars,  and  stivers — ^hides,  tallow,  corn 
and  cheese,  shins  and  storehouses ;  whose  passion  was  wealth, 
and  whose  arid  nearts  had  been  ossified  to  mere  ink-horns,  was 
pitiable  in  the  extreme.  In  neglected  attire,  with  wan  and  de- 
jected countenances,  they  moved  stealthily  about,  their  eyes  at 
times  aghast  with  terror,  and  alwajrs  expressive  of  anxiety  and 
alarm  ;  while  surveying  ruefully  their  deserted  mole,  their  places 
of  business  thronged  W  soldiers  and  encumbered  by  the  muni- 
tion of  was ;  their  best  nouses  and  public  buildings  turned  into 
barracks,  6r  battered,  dinted,  and  defaced  by  cannon-shot ;  their 
trees  cut  down  to  form  abattis ;  their  pavements  torn  up,  and 
thoroughfares  trenched  to  make  parapets,  breastworks,  and  tra- 
verses ;  their  market-places  rin^ng  incessantly  to  the  tramp  of 
armed  troopers,  the  clank  of  artillery-wheels,  the  rattle  of  drums, 
and  the  wild  yell  of  the  Scottish  war-pipe,  as  the  various  duties 
of  defending  their  beautiful  city — ^now  transformed  into  one  vast 
ganisonr-wej?e  vigorously  executed  under  the  orders  of  Sir  Alex- 
ander  Ijeslie. 

"With  all  the  recklessness  of  foreign  soldiers  defending  a  town. 
about  the  actual  protection  of  which  they  cared  not  the  value  of 
a  rush,  our  Panes  and  G-ermans  destroyed  and  defaced  whatever 
they  could  not  defile.  The  churches  were  turned  into  hospitals, 
■where  the  wounded  and  dying  lay  side  by  side  upon  beds  or 
pallets  of  straw,  presenting  a  hideous  combination  of  suffering 
and  misery.  Chapels  were  converted  into  cooking  places,  where 
the  messmen  lignted  fires  on  the  pavement;  and  where  the 
soldiers  laughed  and  sang,  as  their  camp-ketlies  simmered  upon 
fires  that  were  composed  of  carved  oak- work,  aitar-screens,  pews, 
pulpits,  and  whatever  came  first  to  hand  and  bill-hook;  and 
Tvhere  the  fiames,  thus  recklessly  lit,  blazed  above  the  ashes  of 
the  dead,  encircling  the  gothic  pillars,  licking  their  foliaged 
capitals,  filling  tibie  v^nlted  roofs  with  smokd,  and  blackening  the 
fretted  stone-work,  which  they  failed  to  ignite. 

In  other  churches,  the  iB^OQ  K^'<%  pi^toliers  and  the  cavalry 
were  cantoned ;  and  there  the  long  legends  and  brasses  o;i  the 
pavement,  expressive  of  piety  and  faith,  of  human  vanity  or 
earthly  mortality,  as  they  enumerated  the  life,  the  death,  and 
rank  of  those  who  slept  below,  were  defaced  by  horses*  ixoota, 
or  hidden  by  the  litter  and  mire  that  defiled  those  stately  temples, 
which  had  been  founded  and  consecrated  in  the  earlier  ages  of 
Christianity  by  some  of  those  northern  missionaries,  the  relation 
of  whose  labours  were  the  theme  and  the  glory  of  our  old  friend^ 
feather  Ignatius  d'Eydel. 

"We  marched  to  the  Frankendor,  a  ravelin  that  lay  imi^iediately 
without  the  wallsi  and  was  an  indifferent,  breastwork^  befor6 
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Trhicli  lay  a  dry  ditch,  having  ia  its  front  the  lake  of  Franken ; 
on  the  opposite  bank,  the  brigade  of  Count  Carlstein  (old  Rupert- 
with-the-Iled-Plume)  was  securely  ensconced,  though  within  less 
than  the  distance  of  a  cannot-shot,  by  trenches  and  eznbankmente, 
basketed  up  for  their  culverins.  These,  for  the  present,  were 
Bilent ;  but  we  could  perceive  that  the  Imperialists  were  busy 
erecting  two  camarade  batteries  of  ten  guns  each,  to  which  we 
could  only  oppose  a  species  of  tambour  work,  which  we  foresaw 
would  afiord  us  very  little  shelter  unless  strengthened. 

Wallenstein's  line  of  circumvallation  reached  the  count's  left 
flank ;  Amheim's  line  reached  his  right :  thus  the  unhappy  dty 
had  been  completely  enclosed  on  the  landward  side,  ana  cut  on 
from  all  the  supplies  it  usually  received  from  Mecklenburg, 
Saxony,  and  Pomerania. 

Major-general  Johan  Gorge  Amheim,  a  gentleman  of  Bran- 
denburg, and  director  to  the  Elector  of  Saxony,  had  the  third 
command  in  the  army  of  Wallenstein,  and  was  one  of  the  bravest 
and  most  accomplished  soldiers  in  the  Imperial  army ;  but  to 
military  talents  of  the  highest  class  he  unfortunately  united  all 
the  craSl  and  dissimulation  of  a  statesman.  Hence  ms  treachery 
to  the  Poles  and  to  the  Swedes  on  many  occasions ;  till  even 
Wallenstein  suspected  him  of  sinister  designs  against  himself, 
and  despatched  him  from  Stralsund,  with  10,000  men,  to  the 
assistance  of  Sigismund,  Xing  of  Poland,  who  was  then  at  war 
with  Gustavus,  dismissing  hun  with  this  brief  and  rainglorious 
order : — 

"  Amheim — March !  drive  Gustavus  out  of  Poland ;  and,  in 
case  you  fail,  send  to  tell  him  that  I— WaUenstein— will  come 
and  effect  it." 


CHAPTEE  LXSXn. 


THE  PBAKSSKDOB. 


SiB  Alexakbbb  Leslie,  who  was  designated  "OovenKMr  of  all 
the  cities  upon  the  Baltic  coast,"  made  a  rapid  and  able  surrey 
of  the  whole  town ;  and,  for  its  immediate  defence,  ordered  the 
erection  of  new  barricades  to  defend  our  avenues,  and  batteries 
to  sweep  those  of  the  enemy.  Fascines  were  made  and  filled 
with  earth ;  all  houses  near  the  gates  were  loopholed  for  musketry, 
and  had  their  lower  rooms  filled  with  stones  and  rubbish,  to  pre- 
vent the  passage  of  the  German  cannon-shot ;  while  all  ediliees 
of  every  kind  that  impeded  the  fire  of  our  batteries  or  musketry 
were  instantly  levelled  to  the  ground. 
In  every  way  the  Scottish  marshal  proved  himself  worthy  of 
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he  In'gli  trust  reposed  in  him  by  the  allied  princes  of  the  north. 
^Vhile  some  of  our  soldiers  who  had  been  oakers  (or,  as  Tr^caU 
hem,  barriers),  were  ordered  to  prepare  vast  quantities  of  biscuit 
or  the  garrison  and  the  citizens,  otners  were  employed  in  making 
ip  ball-cartridges,  cannon-baskets,  platforms,  and  other  military 
Forks.  New  wells  were  sunk,  the  old  repaired,  and  tanks  were 
illed  with  water,  while  the  hospitals  were  cleaned  out  and  puri- 
ied.  Amid  all  this  lirely  bustle — ^which  was  a  severe  reprehen- 
lion  on  the  inertness  of  Colonel  Holka — the  poor  citizens  forgot 
:he  horrors  of  their  two  months'  siege,  and  worked  among  our 
ioldiers  with  ardour  and  satisfaction. 

Wallenstein  was  aware  that  5000  Scots  had  entered  the  city 
mder  Leslie,  whom  he  knew  to  be  the  most  able  general  of  the 
^eat  GuBtavus.  He  was  also  aware,  by  what  he  knew  of  Leslie's 
nilitary  character,  acuteness,  and  resources,  that,  unless  crushed, 
le  might  be  foiled  before  that  city  he  had  so  solemnly  sworn  to 
nrin ;  thus,  taking  advantage  of  the  unusual  commotion  within  it, 
iie  made  a  fresh  reconnaissance,  and,  observing  that  the  Frank- 
sudor  was  the  weakest  and  least  defensible  post,  resolved  on 
sifisailing  it  during  that  night. 

Our  soldiers  were  bivouacked  within  this  ravelin  that  over*' 
looked  the  Frankenlake.  There  I  had  left  them  for  an  hour  to 
nsit  Ernestine;  but  the  hour  graduaUy  extended  from  one  to 
two,  and  from  tiro  to  three,  and  the  church  clocks,  which  still 
survived  the  various  bombardings  of  the  last  few  weeks,  were 
just  striking  the  hour  of  eleven,  on  the  24th  of  June — a  day  by 
old  memories  the  dearest  to  a  Scottish  heart — when  the  report  of 
two  heavy  cannon  fired  from  tiie  citadel  peeled  over  the  roofs 
iind  streets  of  the  unfortunate  town,  announcing  a  night  attack. 

The  thought  flashed  like  lightning  upon  me,  mat  the  regiment 
might  be  engaged — ^that  I  hi^  been  three  hours  absent,  and  that 
Bir  Donald  might  miss  me  from  my  post.  Thus,  to  start  up,  to 
snatch  my  sword  and-  steel-bonnet,  to  press  my  lips  to  the  pale 
eheek  of  Ernestine,  and  hurry  into  the  street,  were  all  the  work 
of  a  moment,  and  I  was  away ! 

A  storm  was  raging,  and  though  the  season  was  summer,  and 
the  month  was  June,  it  was  a  severe  one.  A  torrent  of  rain  had 
fallen,  and  a  tempest  of  wind  had  swept  over  the  city,  levelling 
vcMoj  of  the  shattered  houses  on  the  stray  passengers  and  on  our 
working  parties ;  but  I  had  been  so  pleasantly  occupied  during 
my  tHe-a-Ute  with  Ernestine,  that  I  had  heard  nothing  of  it;  and 
iiow,  on  issuing  into  the  street,  I  was  surprised  to  find  it  covered 
by  puddles  of  mud  and  water,  while  dust,  fragments  of  tiles,  and 
wet  leaves  were  swept  past  me  on  the  hurrying  wind.  Dark 
clouds  enveloped  the  sky,  and  after  pausing  for  a  moment  in  the 
dark  and  unhghted  thoroughfare,  irresolute  which  way  to  turn, 
the  report  of  a  volley  of  musketry  drew  me  towards  a  part  of  the* 
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long  and  deseried  way,  bj  whieli  I  reached  ih«  Frankendor, 
arrimg  just  in  time  to  find  my  comrades  abont  to  be  engagect 
and  oar  otvudm  beating  the  Foini  <f  War,  Being  wetted  by  the 
rain,  their  sound  was  dull  and  hollow,  but  the  wild  pipes  were 
shrill  and  high  as  ever. 

Though  the  scenery  was  flat  and  level,  there  was  something 
impresBive  and  terri£e  in  the  storm,  and  the  aight  was  so  dark 
that,  when  I  assumed  command  of  my  company,  at  oiiie  of  the 
&ces  of  the  ravelin,  I  could  not  discern  the  enemy. 

Before  us  lay  the  dark  bosom  of  the  Frankenl^e  i  above  was 
a  black  and  stormy  sky,  where  enormous  masses  of  vapour  were 
rolling  and  intermingling  on  the  wings  of  that  squauing  wind, 
which  swept  over  Strslsund  in  loud  and  incessant  guats.  The 
rain  had  ceased,  and  there  was  at  times  a  close,  oppressive,  aad 
sulphurous  heat. 

Suddenly,  like  a  mighty  gorge  between  two- black  mountains, 
the  clouds  were  divid^  in  heaven ;  a  lambent  light  edged  with 
brilliance  their  torn  and  rugged  outlines,  and  the  forked  lightning 
was  shot  from  the  openmg,  like  long  red  arrows  of  fire.^ 

Per  a  moment,  while  these  levin  brands  were  lighting  earth 
and  heaven  with  their  ghastly  glare,  we  could  distinctly  peroeive 
the  bastions  of  the  ravelin  and  the  ranks  of  the  regiment^  for 
all  its  bonnets  of  steel  and  bright  musket*barrels  glittered  in 
the  gleam  above  the  stone  parapet  and  redoubts  <tf  turf.  I  could 
see  me  strong  beeches  bending  like  willows  before  the  breath  of 
the  sweeping  storm,  the  tmqg^  waters  of  the  Frankenlake,  and 
tiie  countless  bright  points^^-helmets,  pike>heads,  and  musket- 
barrels,  cuirasses  and  standards,  of  two  vast  colunms  of  infantiy, 
that  moved  stealthily  round  each  flank  of  its  margin,  to  assail  <m 
two  auarters  the  post  we  bad  orders  to  defend  to  the  last— tiie 
!Frankenddr-*the  most  untauible,  and  the  weakest  redoubt  in  the 
whole  city  of  Stralsund. 

The  Hgiitning  passed  away ;  the  bright  edges  faded  irom  the 
clouds,  and  the  bosom  of  the  lake  and  all  its  banks  vanisbed  into 
darkness  as  instantaneously  as  \hstj  had  beoome  visible  s  bat  we 
had  seen  enough  to  aoquamt  us  with  the  force,  dispositimi*  and 
intentions  of  the  foe. 

The  thunder  tiien  rattled  in  deep  hoarse  peals  across  the  sky, 
and  died  away  in  echoes  over  the  Isle  of  Biigen  and  along  th» 
Pomeranian  snore. 

"  Now,  my  brave  lads— cock  up  your  bonnets  I"  cried  Sir 
Donald,  whose  deep  and  powerful  voice  rose  above  even  the 
howling  of  the  stormy  wind ;  '*  tis  the  enemy-Hihe  Imperialists, 
who  mean  to  beat  up  our  quarters,  and  have  sworn  to  beat  us  out 
of  them;  so  let  us  give  these  gentlemen  a  good  acoocmt  of 
'pelves.     Musketeers—look  to  your  pouches  and  liaiiimer' 

us*' 
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These  leather  coverd,  by  which  our  men  protected  their  locks 
nd  matches  from  rain,  were  instantlT  unstrapped  from  the 
dualcetB,  the  pouehes  were  opened,  and  I  could  perceiye  the  red 
:loTV^worm-like  gleam,  as  each  musketeer  lit  his  match  at  hia 
oTarade's  lock,  and  all  stood  ready  to  fire  upon  the  enemy« 
raiting  only  for  the  order  in  silence,  and  amid  a  stillness  broken 
nly  by  the  sweeping  gusts. 

Another  gleam  of  light  shot  between  an  opening  in  the  cloudsy 
nd  we  saw  the  adranoing  columns  nearer  stilf-«o  near  that 
beir  ladders,  and  other  paraphernalia  of  escalade,  were  yisible. 
i?hen  the  colonel  spoke  to  the  pipers  -who  stood  by  his  side,  and 
he  onset  burst  from  their  instroments ;  but  the  scream  of  the 
hanters  and  bray  of  the  drones  were  lost  and  drowned  in  the 
oar  of  the  musketry,  for  seren  hundred  barrels  of  steel  were 
evelled  at  once  over  the  parapet,  and  seren  hundred  flashes  of 
ed  fire  burst  at  once  upon  the  murky  night.  Again  tiie  arms 
rere  loaded,  and  the  rattle  of  iron  ramrods  and  brass  buttft«-tiie 
rustle  of  charging  home  the  cartridges,  casting  about,  blowing 
Hatches,  and  priming  pans,  became  incessant ;  and  witi^  noothav 
ight  to  guide  them  than  the  occasional  gleams  of  lightning,  our 
oldiers  poured  Tolley  after  volley  on  those  dose  ridges  of 
lelmets,  strewing  the  route  of  the  Imperialists  with  dead  and 
tyin^  men. 

T^d  hurrahs,  shrieks,  and  outcries  were  tossed  towards  us  on 
he  gnst^  wind,  or  were  borne  away  to  the  seaward ;  and  now,  to 
dd  tenrold  grandeur  to  the  terrible  and  magnificent  scene,  the 
inperialists  shot  a  succession  of  firebaUs  into  the  air,  and  each 
»ne,  as  it  soared  like  a  mountain  of  fire,  shed  a  flood  of  brilliance 
ipon  the  rippled  lake,  the  smoky  ravelin,  and  the  columns  of 
Spanish  and  Austrian  musketeers  who  were  pouring  forward  to 
he  attack.  The  explosion  of  these  flrebaUs,  which  sprung  like 
ockets  above  the  lake  and  sheeted  it  with  light,  until  they  fell« 
o  splutter,  hiss,  and  float  upon  its  sur&oe  (for  neither  wind  nov 
rater  could  extinguish  their  flames),  had  a  most  fatal  efiect  ibv 
be  assailants  themselves,  by  enabling  us  to  direct  our  fire  upon 
hem  with  the  deadliest  ppecisi<m. 

<*  Unhorse  me  yonder  fellow  with  the  Bed  Plume !"  said  Siv 
>onald  Mackay.  '*  By  my  father's  soul !  tis  his  example  alone 
hat  leads  yon  wavering  column  onl  Down  wilJi  him!  lev^ 
arely — Gillian  M'Bane,  thou  art  a  deadly  shot  at  a  red-deer  or  a 
apercailzie.  My  silver  brooch  to  thine,  if  thou  mdcest  yonder 
ellow  kiss  the  turf." 

*«  'Tis  Bupert<with4he-Bed-Plume!"  cried  a  hundred  voices. 

l^y  heart  leaped  at  the  cry ;  but,  before  I  could  speak,  G-illiaii 
•I'Bane  had  fired,  and  I  could  perceive  the  cavalier  Indicated  by 
he  colonel — and  who  was  an  officer  magnificently  armed  and 
ocoutared,  brandishing  his  long  sword,  and  oonspieaouf  by  • 

vf2 
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scarlet  pldme^—reel  in  his  saddle ;  but  the  sliothad  only  cut  i^e 
lacing  of  his  helmet,  which  rolled  among  his  horse's  feet ;  and 
still  he  pressed  on,  with  his  long  grizzled  hair,  and  longer  cavalier- 
lock  streaming  on  the  wind. 

"Spare  that  officer!"  I  exclaimed,  striking  up  five  or  sii 
levelled  muskets  with  my  sword.  **  I  owe  him  my  life,  and  more 
than  mv  life  ;  besides,  he  is  my  own  near  kinsman,  though  k 
serves  tne  German  Emperor." 

I  spoke  but  in  time !  Another  moment  had  sent  the  poor 
coimt  into  eternity ;  for  among  our  soldiers  there  were  some  of 
the  most  deadly  marksmen,  with  bow  or  musket,  that  the  High- 
lands could  produce.  For  a  whole  hour  we  held  the  foe  completely 
in  check,  and  comparatively  with  little  loss ;  for  our  parapet  was 
breast  high,  and  in  many  places  defended  or  streuffthened  by  the 
tambour  work  of  palisades,  which  were  ten  feet  long,  and  each 
six  inches  thick,  driven  into  the  glacis  three  deep,  and  closelj 
loopholed.  These  had  been  considerably  injured  by  the  dis- 
charges of  the  camarade  battery;  still  they  afforded  us  some 
protection,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  Imperial  columns  suffered 
dreadfiillv. 

Their  front  ranks  were  enveloped  in  smoke,  from  whence  broke 
forth  incessant  flashes  of  fire  ;  but,  after  four  desperate  attempts 
to  cross  the  ditch  and  ascend  the  lower  glacis,  they  were  compeiled 
to  retire  beyond  the  lake.  The  Spaniards  fled  with  precipitation ; 
but  the  Germans  retreated  slowly,  with  all  the  coolness, 
steadiness,  and  constitutional  phlegm  of  their  nation,  and  con- 
tinued to  fire  occasional  shots  so  long  as  we  were  within  range 
of  them. 

Bv  this  time  day  had  broken ;  a  faint  grey  light  had  begun  to 
steal  along  the  waters  of  the  Sound,  gilaing  the  church  spires  of 
Stralsund,  the  summits  of  the  Isle  of  Bugen,  and  whitenmg  the 
pallid  faces  of  the  dead,  who  lay  in  hundreds  by  the  shore  of  the 
Frankenlake,  with  distorted  visages,  eyeballs  glazed,  and  jaws 
relaxed ;  for  the  aspect  of  those  wno  die  Under  the  agony  of  gmi- 
shot-wounds  is  often  horrible. 

The  bright  midsummer  sun  came  up  in  his  morning  glory  above 
the  Isle  of  Eiigen,  and  the  birds,  as  they  sang  their  songs  to  the 
early  day,  twittered  among  the  terrible  a€bris  of  the  past  night's 
deadly  work.  The  dew  was  on  the  verdant  grass,  and  the  bright 
flowers  were  raising  their  heavy  cups  and  petals  to  that  waim 
summer  sun ;  but  manv  a  strong  and  many  a  brave  man  Isj 
there,  whose  head  woula  never  rise  again. 

Many  were  lying  there  bleeding  to  death  and  crying  aloud  iot 

help  and  for  water ;  neither  of  which  we  could  render,  as  thf 

"inarade  battery  and  the  fieldpieces  had  resumed  their  op^ationi 

'nst  the  sconce ;  but  many  of  the  poor  wretches  crawled  lib 

)ed  snails  to  the  reedy  margin  of  the  shallow  Lake,  and  there 
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perished  miserably  among  the  mud  and  slime,  in  ftitile  efforts  to 
quench  their  burning  thirst. 

During  the  whole  day  a  cannonade  was  poured  from  every  part 
of  the  city  upon  the  trenches  of  Wallenstein,  and  with  eighty 
pieces  of  cannon  he  replied.  The  walls  seemed  to  be  garlanded 
with  fire,  while  the  smoke  ascended  into  mid  air,  and  overhung 
all  Stralsund.  Before  us,  from  one  flank  of  the  Imperial  lines  to 
the  other,  including  the  whole  lake,  long  wreaths  of  p&le  blue 
Binoke  were  floating,  and  in  their  bosom  we  heard  the  boom  of 
the  cannon,  as  the  parallels  drew  nearer  and  more  near,  with  the 
occasional  patter  of  the  quicker  musketry. 

WaMenstein,  the  soul  of  battle,  had  now  for  the  first  time  found, 
in  Ijeslie  of  Balgonie,  an  antagonist  who  was  more  than  his  equal, 
and  who  taught  him  the  folly  and  impiety  of  the  oath  he  had 
Bworn — ^to  storm  Stralsutid,  even  thougn  it  were  slung  in  chains 
between  the  heavens  and  earth. 

So  passed  the  day,  and  in  the  streets,  on  the  walls,  and  by  the 
ravelins,  as  well  as  in  the  trenches  of  the  enemy,  the  loss  of  life 
was  terrible ;  but  towards  evening  the  cannonade  began  to  slacken, 
when  the  pieces  became  too  hot  for  loading. 

On  the  right  flank  of  the  Frankendor  alow  vapour  seemed  to 
approach  us,  and  steel  was  seen  to  glitter  amidst  it  at  times.  A 
£ew  balls  from  a  demi-cannon  searched  its  dark  womb,  and  then 
we  saw  a  column  of  horse  retire  with  precipitation. 

So  (dosed  the  day. 


CHAPTEE  LXXXin. 

THE   EIBK-BELL  OF   GOMETBA — THE  SOBTIE. 

Th:s  siege  continued  for  several  months,  with  various  Buccesses 
Eixid  repmses — with  advances  on  one  hand,  and  sorties  on  the 
otlxer.  The  slaughter  was  great  in  the  city,  but  greater  in  the 
trenches,  where  the  dead  lay  in  thousands,  buried  in  shallow  holes. 
Mid.  where  the  wild  dogs  scraped  away  the  earth  by  night,  and  the 
decaying  masses  tainted  the  humid  summer  air.  From  the  walls 
9^G  could  easily  distinguish  where  those  hideous  catacombs  lay, 
in.d  where  the  bodies,  half  decayed,  were  sweltering  among  tne 
reoda  and  slime  of  the  Frankeidake ;  for  by  day  a  dark  cloud  of 
lies  swarmed  over  them,  and  by  night  the  malaria  that  overhung 
;lxe  spot  assumed  an  almost  luminous  tint.  There,  too,  came  the 
5irds  of  prey ;  and  there  they  remained  hovering  and  gorging, 
xntil  a  musket-shot  at  daybreak  put  all  to  flighty  save  those  whom 
ih.e  malaria,  and  their  hideous  repast,  had  rendered  somewhat 
udisposed  to  fly. 
l^eath  had  thinned  the  number  of  the  citizens,  whose  aspect  of 
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znisery  increased  daily ;  for  the  loss  of  friends,  the  loss  of  hnsmess, 
the  destruction  of  their  dwellings  and  jproperty,  the  scarcity  of 
xnoney  and  of  provisions,  the  prices  of  which  were  enormous,  as  all 
that  our  fourriers  could  collect  were  seized  and  retained  for  the 
use  of  the  troops ;  the  aspect  of  each  deserted  holfe  and  boune, 
where  the  mercnants  were  wont  to  meet  daily  for  the  transaction 
of  their  lucrative  and  peaceful  business — ^where  vast  sums  once 
passed  from  pocket  to  pocket,  and  mighty  deeds  of  transfer  were 
executed — ^was  also  sorely  changed.^  Tom  down  b^  the  passing 
shot,  columns,  arcades,  and  bahionies  were  strewn  in  firagmenti 
among  the  grass  and  moss  that  crew  between  the  stones :  here 
the  trees,  that  whilome  had  shaded  a  pleasant  boulevard,  had 
been  cut  down  to  form  an  abattis ;  there  the  pavement  had  been 
torn  up  to  face  a  bastion,  and  vast  gaps  had  been  beaten  in  the 
solid  walls. 

The  scarcity  of  food  increased,  xmtil  the  soldiers,  at  last,  were 
brought  as  low  as  the  citizens,  and  we  had  little  else  to  subsist  on 
than  a  few  handfuls  of  HamburjB^  meal  per  man.  This  we  boiled 
into  porridge  and  ate  with  a  httle  butter,  for  we  were  deatitate 
of  milk ;  every  cow,  sheep,  and  goat  having  been  shot  and  eatea, 
even  to  the  hides  and  entiails,  long  ago.  Succour  and  provision 
from  Eiiffen  and  the  sea  had  now  been  cut  off  by  yarious  gun- 
boats and  armed  crayers  sent  by  Wallenstein  into  the  Sound, 
from  whence  a  storm  had  blown  the  dismantled  Danish  fleet. 
Thus  we  had  nothing  before  us  but  starvation  or  death ;  and  8ir 
Ponald  frequently  urged  that  we  should  all  sally  forth,  sword  in 
hand,  and  cut  a  passage  to  some  seaport  on  the  Sason  shore. 
But  the  stout  Laird  of  Balgonie  vowed  that  he  would  neyer  thos 
desert  a  city  entrusted  to  his  care  by  the  princes  of  the  north; 
and  that  to  leave  the  Stralsunders  to  their  fate  would  be  alike 
unworthy  of  ourselves  and  of  the  ancient  military  fame  of  the 
Scottish  people. 

This  argument  was  conclusive,  and  we  all  resolved  to  make  ofor 
graves  on  the  shore  of  Pomerania,  if  Gustavus  Adolphuis  oould 
not  march  to  our  assistance.  Of  that  we  saw  not  the  least  pro- 
bability, for  at  that  time  he  had  his  hands  full  of  work  in  Poland, 
where,  with  thirty  thousand  men  (ten  thousand  of  whom  were 
Scottish  infantry),  he  was  besieging  Dantzig,  stonnins  Newbuig 
Strazburg,  Bribentz,  Sweitz,  and  Massovia.  As  for  Uie  unfbrtu* 
nate  ^jng  of  Denmark,  who  Was  then  hovering  near  Ck>unt  ^Hliy, 
off  the  Holstein  shore,  we  never  expected  the  least  i«^ef  from 
him.  Pay  we  had  none,  and  very  little  provisions ;  but  we  had 
plenty  of  powder  and  shot  of  every  description.  The  garnsoo 
was  now  reduced  to  four  thousand  Scots,  and  one  thofusaod 
Germans,  Danes,  and  Frenchmen,  all  worn  by  incessant  toil  and 
•"••arcity  of  food,  for  they  had  a  strong  city  to  defend  against  * 

^dred  thousand  men,  in  whose  rear  lay  all  the  yast  rseouces 
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of  G^arnumt  and  Flanders;   for  WaUezistein  could  command 
everything  Between  the  Baltic  and  the  gates  of  Vienna. 

Pressing  on  their  works,  his  pioneers  laid  down  their  sap 
rollers,  and  dug  trenches  in  new  places,  facing  them  internally  with 
|ral)ions  and  fascines,  oyer  which  they  flung  the  loose  earth,  and 
thus  ^ot  rapidly  under  coyer.  Some  of  these  pioneers  were  so 
bold  m  one  place  as  to  push  their  sap  rollers  to  the  foot  of  the 
outer  glacis* 

My  daily  risits  to  Ernestine  threw  a  hright  gleam  of  happiness 
athwart  the  murky  cloud  of  war  and  desolation  that  surrounded 
ufl ;  and  when  seated  hy  her  side,  in  herpretty  little  boudoir,  I 
forgot  the  miseries  endured  by  us  at  the  Frankendor,  the  desola- 
tion of  the  city,  the  desperate  state — the  starvation  and  death — 
to  which  we  were  hurrymg,  and  which  I  strove  to  conceal  &om 
her  for  a  time,  but  in  vain. 

Once,  when  I  led  her  to  the  Frankendor  during  a  brief  cessa- 
tion of  hostilities,  that  she  might  see  the  white  tents  of  her 
father's  brigade,  the  wan  yisage,  the  anxious  eyes,  the  tattered 
attire  and  fallen  paunch  of  more  liian  one  once  rotund  and  jovial 
city  councillor,  attracted  her  attention,  and  displayed,  in  language 
too  powerful  to  be  misunderstood,  the  undeseryed  miseries  endured 
by  the  honest  and  industrious  people  of  Stralsimd. 

Scottish  norridge  is  certainly  very  good  in  its  way ;  but  as  the 
beat  of  food  will  pall  the  appetite  by  repetition,  we  soon  tired  of 
having  nothing  but  porridge  for  breakfast,  porridge  for  dinner, 
and  porridge  tor  supper.  The  tables  of  the  Field-marshal  com- 
jaoanding,  of  the  burgomaster,  and  all  the  great  men  of  the  city 
were  limited  to  the  same  poor  fare ;  and  in  some  instances  the 
aged,  the  sickly,  and  the  mendicant,  who  were  unable  to  raise 
the  enormous  sum  for  which  an  ounce  of  meal  or  of  salted  flsh 
were  sold  in  the  market-place,  were  found  dead  in  their  litters  of 
straw,  or  at  the  threshold  of  their  doors,  and  reduced  to  mere 
skeletons. 

War  hardens  the  human  heart,  and  love  makes  it  selfish.  I 
cared  little  for  what  happened  to  the  poor  citizens,  provided 
^Ernestine  knew  nothing  of  what  they  endured ;  but  though  Ian, 
Phadrig  Mhor,  and  myself  parted  with  everything  we  could 
spare — selling  even  our  buckles,  silver  buttons,  &c.,  to  a  Jew  in 
tne  Platz,  to  procure  the  necessaries  of  life  for  her — even  these 
began  to  fail,  and  in  common  with  the  rest  I  became  desperate. 

About  this  time  Sir  Alexander  Leslie  obtained  inteUigence— • 
how,  I  know  not — that  a  train  of  wagons,  laden  with  provisions 
for  die  Imperialists,  were  coming  towards  Stralsund  from  Grreifs- 
walde,  a  fortified  town  of  Prussian  Pomerania,  situated  about 
fifteen  miles  distant,  at  the  confluence  of  the  Beik  with  the 
Baltic.  Of  those  wagons  he  determined  to  possess  himself,  and 
on  l^at  night    (the   1st  of  September)    ordered  Sir  Donald 
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Mackay  with  onr  regiment  of  Strathnaver,  -the  Lord  Spjrnie  with 
his  Lowland  musketeers,  and  Sir  Ludoviek  Leslie  with  his  old 
Scots  regiment,  to  march  at  dusk,  and  (while  he  in  person  wa^ 
diverting  the  enemy's  attention  by  scouring  their  trenches)  en- 
deavour to  fall  upon  the  post  of  the  quartermaster-general,  to  seize 
some  of  the  laden  wagons,  and  at  all  hazards  bring  them  into 
Stralsund. 

Of  this  intended  outfall  I  did  not  inform  Ernestine,  for  if  I 
returned  safe,  all  would  be  well,  and  she  would  thus  escape  a 
few  hours  of  unnecessary  alarm  and  grief;  if  I  was  slain,  poor 

firl !  she  would  hear  of  it  soon  enough,  for  evil  tidings  always 
y  faster  than  good. 

We  paraded  in  the  market-place  without  our  colours,  and 
silently  the  priming  and  loading  was  proceeded  with.  Porta- 
nately  the  night  was  gloomy,  though .  tne  wind  was  still,  and  a 
dense  vapour  that  came  heavily  up  from  the  sea  spread  over  the 
land  and  effectually  concealed  us,  as  in  three  dense  columns  we 
issued  from  a  gate  of  the  town,  and  marching  between  the 
Greifswdde  road  and  the  margin  of  the  Sound,  on  the  left  flask 
of  the  city,  softly  approached  the  unconscious  enemy.  In  this 
sortie  there  occurred  an  incident  which  I  cannot  help  relating, 
even  at  the  risk  of  being  considered  superstitious. 

*'  Ochone !"  said  Phacurig  Mhor,  as  he  shouldered  his  Lochaber 
axe,  "  there  is  many  a  pretty  man  marching  out  just  now  that 
will  never  come  in  again." 

"  Most  probably,  Phadrig,"  said  I ;  *'  but  why  croak  in  this 
solemn  tone  P" 

"  I  could  name  two,"  said  he,  sinking  his  voice  into  a  low  and 
impressive  whisper. 

"  Ay,  two,  who  will  never  march  more-— Grod  bless  and  saia 
them  both!" 

"  In  the  devil's  name,  what  do  you  mean.  Sergeant  MhorF" 

*'  That  to-night  the  kirk-bell  of  Gometra  will  toll." 

"Well— and  who  will  toll  itP" 

"  How  can  I  say,  Captain  EoUo — ^the  fiend,  perhaps ;  bnt  Ihis 
I  know,  that  it  is  no  mortal  hand  that  stun  its  iron  tongue.  It 
tolls  whenever  a  M* Alpine  dies,  and  this  night  S.ed  Angus  will 
Mir 

**  Hush,  Phadrig!"  said  I,  impressed  by  his  Highland  solemnity 
of  manner ;  **  at  such  a  time  as  this  do  not  think  of  such  thin^rg. ' 

' '  I  cannot  help  it.  Last  nij^ht  I  lay  on  guard  at  the  Frankendor. 
My  head  was  rolled  in  my  plaid,  and  the  cold  earth  was  my  bed, 
but  I  slept  as  sound  as  if  my  resting-place  had  been  on  the  8of( 
heather  of  Caimeilar,  or  my  dear  mother's  hut  in  Strathdee,  and 
"^  had  a  dream  between  the  passing  night  and  the  grey  morning, 
^w  M'Alpine  and  M*Coll,  even  as  you  may  see  tkexn  now, 
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itLch  mardliuig  kt  tlie  head  of  liis  company,  like  a  stately  High- 
and  gentleman ;  but  high  upon  the  breast  of  each  there  was— • 
i  shroud — ^to  mark  that  death  was  near.  The  hands  of  Mary  and 
ler  Son  be  over  them,  for  they  are  both  gallant  men !  Bed 
fimgus  is  strong  as  Cuchullin,  ana  M'CoU  is  imerring  as  Conloch ; 
>ttt  if  they  escape  the  black  work  of  to-night  I  will  never  trust 
[nore  in  dreams,  though  my  father  was  a  Taischatr,  and  the 
Taiscli  runs  in  the  blood." 

"  Hush — ^hush !"  said  Sir  Donald ;  "  silence  in  the  ranks." 

"The  soldiers  of  the  quartermaster-general  are  Spaniards,*' 
&aid  M'Alpine,  in  a  Whisper ;  '*  who  commands  them  P" 

*'  Hector  M*Lean,  a  gentleman  of  Mull." 

"  M'Lean  of  LochdonP"  asked  Angus,  becoming  pale. 

"  The  same,"  replied  the  colonel ;  "a  desperate  ana  determined 
feUow." 

Angus  sighed  through  his  clenched  teeth ;  his  hazel  eyes  filled 
vritli  nre,  and  with  a  darkened  brow  he  strode  on  at  the  head  of 
his  company. 

"  'lis  M'ljean,  who  robbed  him  of  his  wife,"  said  the  sergeant, 
giving  my  plaid  a  twitch.  **  If  they  meet,  there  will  be  bloody 
vrork ;  and,  as  I  have  said,  before  morning  the  bell  of  Gometra 
will  toll.** 

Tbe  night  was  dtfrk,  and  a  vapour  from  the  sea  rolled  over  the 
level  land,  concealing  our  movements.  We  passed  the  right 
flank  of  the  enemy,  by  keeping  so  far  out  upon  the  shore  that  we 
marched  mid-leg  deep  in  the  sea,  where  we  were  completely 
shrouded  by  the  mist  and  gloom.  All  was  still  even  in  the 
Imperial  camp,  which  la^  partly  on  our  right  and  partly  in  our 
rear ;  lights  twinkled  at  times  among  the  tents  and  trencnes,  and 
the  faint  sound  of  voices  in  argument  or  merriment,  or  the  scrap 
of  some  hoarse  Grerman  drinking  ditty,  stole  upon  the  night ;  bu^ 
unheard  and  unseen,  we  reached  the  Greifswalde  road,  and, 
according  to  the  orders  of  Marshal  Leslie,  drew  up  in  close 
columns,  under  shelter  of  a  thick  wood  which  grew  on  each  side  of 
the  pathway.  There  we  were  to  remain  en  perdue  for  three 
hours,  after  which  we  were  to  return  to  the  city  by  the  seashore; 
but,  if  we  were  discovered,  or  if  the  foe  extended  his  fiank 
towards  the  water,  we  ran  the  eminent  risk  of  being  cut  ofiT  to  a 
man.  Even  if  we  were  successful — ^that  is,  if  we  captured  the 
whole  train  of  wagons,  and  succeeded  in  conveying  them  towards 
Stralsund,  by  breaking  through  the  Austrians  from  their  rear,  it 
appeared  to  me  that  we  shomd  be  swallowed  up  like  Pharaoh's 
host,  if  not  by  waves  of  the  sea,  at  least  by  the  masses  of  men 
who  were  certain  to  close  in  upon  us ;  but  I  knew  not  that,  at  the 
sound  of  the  first  shot,  old  Leslie  was  to  sally  forth,  at  the  head 
of  his  own  regiment  of  Fife  and  Angus  men,  to  scour  the  trenches 
of  the  enemy's  left,  and  cause  a  complete  diveraioA  and  confusion. 
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squadron  of  cuirassiers  and  some  companies  of  Walloon  infantry, 
t£rew  forward  his  left  flank  to  give  us  a  cross  flre. 

Sir  Donald,  vfith  our  pikes,  five  hundred  strong,  led  the  van, 
which  marched  above  their  garters  in  the  sea  till  every  kilt  was 
floating.  The  Spaniards  fired  a  volley,  by  which  at  least  one 
hundred  men  were  shot,  or  drowned,  by  being  severely  wounded; 
but,  ere  they  could  reload,  we  were  amon^  them,  and  at  their 
very  tluroats ;  and  now  ensued  one  of  the  deadliest  conflicts  ever 
witnessed  b^  the  walls  of  Stralsund,  since  Jaromar  built  them 
by  the  Baltic  Sea. 

The  three  regiments  formed  at  once  in  brigade  order  by  double 
companies,  pikes  in  the  centre  and  musketeers  on  the  flanks; 
Sir  bonald  was  in  front,  with  his  silver  target  braced  upon  his 
left  arm,  and  his  long  claymore  in  his  right  hand. 

"Santiago!"  shouted  the  Spaniards  of  Camargo's  regiment; 
*'  Santiago  y  cierra  Espana  I" 

"  Keep  together  like  a  wall !"  exclaimed  their  colonel.  "  God 
and  St.  James  of  Compostella  will  open  a  path  for  us  throngii 
this  herd  of  Scottish  curs.'* 

Then  came  the  hoarse  hurrah  of  the  German  cuirassiers,  and 
the  wilder  cheer  of  the  Walloon  infantry. 

"Forward,  gentlemen  and  comrades!"  exclaimed  Mackay, 
with  a  voice  that  swept  over  the  water  like  a  trumpet; 
"  forward  at  push  of  pike,  and  hew  me  a  passage  through  mese 
Spaniards!" 

"  St.  Andrew,  St.  Andrew !"  cried  Lord  Spynie,  who  was  oa 
foot  by  his  side,  and  the  whdle  brigade  repeated  the  old  Scottisk 
war-cry,  as  we  swept  fomard  splasning  through  the  silvery  water 
like  a  mighty  phalanx  towards  the  Spaniards,  upon  whom  we 
burst  with  incredible  fury,  as  I  have  said,  before  they  had  time 
to  reload.  Highland  clansmen  and  Lowland  musketeers  went 
on  like  a  wall  of  steel.  It  was  a  renewal  of  the  wars  of  old ;  for 
again  the  dark-browed  Celt  and  the  fair-haired  Goth  were 
fighting  against  the  descendants  of  the  old  Iberians. 

Bein^  formed  in  eight  ranks  deep,  afber  the  old  fashion  of  Tilly, 
they  withstood  our  charge  with  a  solid  front,  and  a  ferocious 
conflict  be^an ;  the  pikemen  charging  with  their  shortened  pikes, 
others  plymg  their  clubbed  muskets  like  flails,  and  the  oiScers 
using  their  claymores  with  both  hands,  or  withdrawing  their  left 
only  to  handle  their  dirks,  or  fire  their  long  Scottish  pistols  right 
into  the  eyes  of  the  Spaniards. 

So  great  was  the  confusion  of  this  conflict,  maintained  mid-leg 
in  the  water,  that  for  a  time  I  stood  like  a  statue,  with  my  sword 
raised  above  my  head,  incapable  of  deciding  on  which  side  the 
blow  should  descend. 

The  crash  of  musket-butts  falling  in  full  swing  upon  pike 

afts  and  steel  caps ;  the  sharp  rasp  of  sword-blades  against 
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each  other,  or  upon  tempered  corslets,  from  which,  by  every 
tbrust  or  blow,  they  strucK  the  sparks  in  showers ;  the  discharge 
of  firelocks  and  pistols ;  the  cries,  groans,  and  oaths ;  the  swaying 
to  and  fro,  and  the  desperate  struggles  of  those  who,  on  their 
weapons  being  broken,  grasped  each  other  by  the  throat  or  beard, 
with  hands  nngloved,  and  strove  on  this  side  or  on  that  to  drag 
their  adversary  down  beneath  the  blood-stained  water,  then  re- 
duced to  a  mass  of  dingy  and  gory  mud ; — ^and  all  this  combined, 
when  seen  imder  the  cold,  ghastly  glare  of  a  northern  moon, 
with  the  sea  around  us,  the  floating  vapour  on  one  hand,  and  on 
the  other  the  confused  background  of  Stralsund,  and  those 
trenches  where  old  Leslie  was  waging  a  conflict  as  deadly,  made 
np  one  of  the  most  infernal  medleys  of  horror  that  was  ever  be- 
held by  the  eye  of  a  soldier. 

Conspicuous  in  this  mSlee,  I  perceived  the  high  eagle's  wings 
of  Ian,  as  he  dealt  his  cuts  and  thrusts,  now  under  and  now  over 
the  round  shield  which  covered  his  breast ;  and  by  his  side  was 
mgantio  Phadrig,  swaying  his  ponderous  poleaxe  with  all  the 
coolness  and  deliberation  of  a  mower. 

Amidst  this  brief  but  terrible  conflict,  by  the  irresistible  decree 
of  fate,  or  the  strong  instinct  of  deadly  hatred,  Ked  Angus 
M* Alpine  encountered  and  recognised  Colonel  Hector  M'Lean, 
and  each  greeted  the  other  with  an  exclamation  of  ferocious  joy. 

"  Hector  of  Lochdon !"  said  Angus,  in  a  hoarse  voice. 

"  Angus  !Roy  V*  cried  the  Imperialist,  and  they  pressed  upon 
each  other  with  a  fury  too  great  to  last.  The  former  was  ffred 
by  the  memory  of  his  son's  death :  the  latter  by  the  loss  of  his 
wife,  and  the  undeserved  sorrow,  shame,  and  ruin  brought  upon 
his  hearth  and  home. 

They  were  no  longer  men;  they  fought  like  wild  animals; 
for  all  the  long-treasured  fury  of  a  Highlander,  who  has  wrongs 
to  avenge  and  insults  to  wipe  out  by  the  sword,  swelled  up  m 
their  hearts,  and  Red  Angus  was  no  more  the  same  man — the 
same  merry  comrade  we  had  known  and  served  with  so  long. 
Disdaining  to  parry  the  thrusts  of  M'Lean,  he  raised  his  heavy 
Bword  above  nis  head  with  both  hands,  and  clove  him  down 
through  steel  and  bone  to  the  edge  of  the  gorget ;  at  the  same 
moment  he  received  a  shot  in  the  breast,  and  with  a  wild  cry 
threw  his  arms  aloft,  and  fell  lifeless  into  the  sandy  water. 

Enraged  by  his  fall,  the  regiment  swept  on,  and  who  could  re- 
sist them  P — those  children  of  the  mist  and  the  battle — ^those  true 
sons  of  the  sword,  as  Ossian  called  their  sires  in  the  times  of  old. 
Nor  Groth,  nor  Spaniard — ^Imperial  horseman,  nor  Walloon 
musketeer — for  they  were  shrea  away  like  the  red  leaves  when 
the  autumn  wind  pours  down  the  mountain-side ;  and  there,  as 
at  Liitter  and  Leipzig,  trhe  glorious  valour  of  my  Scottish  cor 
rades  bore  all  before  it. 
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So  g?eai  was  the  oonfoiion,  that  I  do  not  tluok  I  strack  one 
blow  that  nieht. 

The  brigaae  broke  throagh  like  a  mightj  wedge,  aad,  witli 
the  loM  of  three  hundred  men  killed  and  wounded,  reached  Stral- 
aund  with  all  the  wagons  i ave  one,  after  giving  the  foe  such  an 
alerts  as  Wallenftein  had  nerer  experienced  before,  while  hu 
trenches  on  the  other  flank  receivea  such  a  scouring,  that  his 
trench  ^guards  kept  surer  watch  ever  after.  In  fact,  so  seTcrelj 
were  they  handled  by  Sir  Donald  Mackay  in  one  pUce,  and  olid 
KarshalljeBlie  in  the  otiier,  that  the  night  of  the  outfall  or  sortie 
from  Stralsund,  was  neyer  forgotten  by  the  army  of  the  Empire ; 
but  was  always  remembered  wiw  mingled  rage  and  dissatisfaction^ 

Among  many  bodies  liiat  were  floated  by  tiie  sea  naar  our  out- 
works, we  found,  some  days  after,  the  remains  of  poor  Angus 
M'Alpine ;  which,  though  mutilated  by  the  flsb^  aim  distorted 
by  death,  we  oould  easOy  recognise,  by  his  dress,  bis  barnesi, 
and  the  crape  scarf,  which  as  usual  was  bound  to  bis  left  arm. 
We  buried  him  with  all  the  honours  of  war,  placing  in  the  same 
grave  Sergeant  M'Gillyray  of  Dnunnaglas,  wao  died  of  ft  woond 
received  by-  a  musket-shot  on  the  night  of  the  sortie. 

I  have  since  been  told,  though  I  cannot  vouch  fov  the  truth  e£ 
it,  that  at  the  very  time  poor  Angus  fell  (between  the  night  and 
morning)  the  bell  of  his  village  kirk  emitted  9  deep  ana  boUov 
sound. 

Captain  M'Coll  was  not  killed,  being  found  alire  by  some 
German  harridans  who  were  stripping  the  dead  s  he  was  saved 
from  their  knives  by  the  famous  Colonel  Gordon  of  Tserchksi's 
regiment,  by  whom  he  was  made  prisoner  and  sept  to  Wallea- 
stein.  The  latter  committed  him  to  the  oasUe  of  Dillingeni  on 
the  Danube  (where  the  Scottish  Colonel  Bamsa^r  was  starved  to 
death),  and  there  he  remained  in  captivity  for  eight  lonff  Teais. 
Being  released  by  Count  Leslie,  he  returned  home  to  mia  that 
his  good  lady,  after  waiting  seven  years  and  a  day^  had  becoma 
weary  or  despaired  in  his  absence  {  and-  after  having  him  sum* 
moned  by  name,  with  all  possible  legid  formality,  by  sound  of  a 
horn,  at  the  nearest  market-cross,  and  thrice  over  at  the  pier*end 
of  Lieth,  had  taken  unto  herself  another  spouse,  who  met  poor 
M'Coll  at  the  door  of  his  own  dwelling,  a>na  threatened  to  hang 
him  as  an  impostor  upon  his  own  dule.tree. 

Disgusted  by  such  a  reception,  and  shrinking  from  the  shame 
of  having  to  sue  for  his  own  wife  before  the  Lords  of  Session, 
he  returned  again  to  Germany,  and  fell,  as  major  of  Sir  John 
Hepburn's  regiment,  at  the  great  battle  of  JN'ordlingen. 
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The  proyisiong,  proeared  at  ao  mooh  danger  and  with  gneh  loss, 
Trere  a  seafionable,  but  icanty  relief;  for  nineteen  wagon-loadi 
of  flour  and  butter  went  but  a  short  way  among  Ihe  starring 
population  of  Stralaund ;  and  I  remember  that  the  stromg  taste 
of  the  Greifswalde  garlic  made  most  of  our  men  ill.  The  fields 
around  that  notable  Hans  Town  abound  with  this  plant,  which 
Bsnally  flowers  about  Whitsuntide ;  thus  all  the  flesh  of  their 
cattle,  with  the  milk  and  butter,  taste  of  it^^-iit  least  we  thought  so« 

Provoked  by  the  alarm  and  loss  he  had  suflered,  and  by  the 
temporary  supply  of  a  day's  food  procured  for  Stndsund,  Wallen* 
stein  ordered  the  trenches  to  be  pushed  on  with  greater  Tigourt 
and  urged  the  blockade  by  sea,  taking  advantage  of  the  absence 
of  King  Christian,  who  was  then  lingering  about  Wolgaat  (the 
capital  of  a  duke  of  the  house  of  Pomerania),  in  the  hope  of 
bemg  joined  by  Bernard  of  Saxe- Weimar  imid  Major-General 
Slammersdorf,  who  were  endeavouring  to  rouse  the  timid  boora 
of  the  Danish  isles ;  but  it  always  happened,  unfortunately,  that 
when  the  eloquence,  ardour,  or  gold  of  the  gallant  duke  mustered 
a  few  recruits,  the  terrible  aspect  of  the  old  grumbler  Slammersi 
doi^,  minus  a  leg,  an  arm,  an  eye,  and  all  over  cuts  and  patches,  in^ 
variably  scattered  them  to  their  farms  and  futnesses  in  the  woods* 

The  cannonading  continued  daily  without  cessation  j  but  so 
admirable  were  the  means  of  defenee,  and  so  exeellent  were  the 
precautions  taken  by  Marshal  Leslie,  that  the  loss  of  life  14 
Btralsund  was  trifling  when  compared  to  the  slaughter  made  by 
our  cannon  and  musketry  among  the  Imperial  piimeers  and 
trench-guards ;  but  still  starvation  stared  us  gauntly  in  the  facei 
and  some  of  the  poorer  elass  of  oitiaens,  after  devouring  dogs  and 
cats,  and  every  animal,  even  to  their  household  atorks.  perishod 
of  sheer  destitution. 

We  received  not  a  &rthia^  of  pay  at  that  time ;  and  I  remembef 
that  Major  Frita,  by  establishing  a  Uauon  with  a  generous  old 
countess,  contrived  to  keep  himseu  and  the  officers  of  his  regiment* 
as  he  said,  "  in  very  good  feather/'  I  remember,  also,  the  Baron 
£arl  saying,  in  jest— 

"  Der  Teufel !  Captain  Bollo,  if  this  starvation  is  nressed  much 
further,  we  shall  all  be  reduced  to  eat  horses,  like  our  ocandinaviaii 
ancestors!" 

This  aotuaUy  became  tha  ease.  TwtoiypfXarrspistolierswere 
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dismoanted  by  order  of  Sir  Alexander,  and  their  horses  were  shot, 
flayed,  and  exposed  for  sale  in  the  market-place,  where  a  wild 
assembhige  of  hungry  women  and  hollow-eyed  children  beheld 
this  hideous  food  displayed  at  an  exorbitant  price  by  the  hwr^ 
master;  and  where  strongr  men  contended  with  tnem  for  tne 
hoofs,  ike  entrailSf^And  oflal. 

Bv  the  kindness  of  Doctor  Fennicuik,  the  head  of  our  medical 
staff,  I  was  enabled  to  procure  many  little  things  for  Ernestine, 
without  which  I  do  not  believe  she  could  hare  survived  on  the 
coarse,  scanty,  and  uncertain  sirpplies  of  food  received  by  tlie 
troops.  Yet  to  convey  her  out  of  Stralsund  was  impossible ;  for 
the  cannon  and  musketry  of  the  enemy  prevented  all  egress ;  and 
twice  cartels  with  flags  of  truce  had  been  flred  on,  though  sent 
out  wiUi  the  intention  of  craving  that  the  wives  and  children  of 
the  citizens,  and  various  Imperial  prisoners  then  in  our  possession, 
might  be  permitted  to  leave  the  gates. 

Around  Ernestine  and  myself,  death  and  disaster  had  narrowed 
our  circle  of  dear  friends ;  but  our  tenderness  for  each  other 
increased ;  and,  when  ofl*  duty,  my  time  was  constantly  spent  in 
bestowing  consolation  and  attentions  on  my  beautiful  charge. 
One  day,  about  this  time,  I  was  sitting  with  the  Baron  Karl  and 
Major  !rritz  at  the  window  of  a  house  which  overlooked  the 
bastions  of  the  Erankendor,  which  my  regiment  still  occupied, 
and  from  whence  we  could  see  the  Imperialists  in  their  trenches 
beyond  the  lake.  Karl  and  I  were  lunching  on  a  piece  of  young 
horse,  which  had  been  delicately  broiled  by  his  servant ;  and  as 
the  baron  was  quartermaster-general,  he  had  contrived  that  we 
should  have  the  additional  luxuries  of  pepper  and  salt,  with  a  hard 
biscuit  each,  and  a  can  of  muddy  wine  to  wash  down  the  steaks 
of  the  poor  bay  trooper. 

''  Another  slice,  baron,  if  you  please,"  said  I,  after  my  second 
had  vanished. 

"  Ah — ^you  like  it,  then !  I  question  much  if  Eritz,  or  his  old 
widow,  have  often  a  repast  so  tender ;  for  this  was  the  youngest 
horse  in  my  troop--quite  a  foiJ,  poor  brute !  However,  I  beg 
that  we  may  call  it  excellent  venison,  only  that  it  has  not  been 
kept  lon^  enough  by  our  cook." 

"  Call  it  what  you  please,  Karl,"  said  Fritz ;  "  but  I  wiU  not 
permit  my  countess  to  be  laughed  at.  She  is  a  generous  old 
dame,  and  quite  adores  me !  She  lavishes  on  me  the  contents  of 
her  larder  and  wine-cellar ;  I  lavish  my  tenderness  on  her  in  re- 
turn. 'Tis  the  best  way  of  subsisting,  when  the  military  chest 
and  the  market-place  are  alike  empty." 

"  But  is  not  this  dish  excellent  P" 

"  AdmiraSle !  Your  cook  will  make  his  fortune ;  and  to  dine 

Hh  you  will  become  quite  a  proverb.    Instead  of  'Lucullus 
?s  with  Lucullus/  people  shall  say»i '  We-  are  to  dine-  with 
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Karl* — ^in  liis  repasts  he  is  a  perfect  Sybarite.    Mensa  primor^ 
horseflesh,  with  salt ;  Mensa  secunda — ditto,  with  pepper." 

"  But  what  are  the  Imperialists  about  P"  said  I ;  "  something 
unusual  is  stirring  by  the  side  of  the  lake." 

"  Some  Imperialists  are  launching  a  boat,  and  there  are 
several  men  crowding  into  her." 

"  One  tall  fellow  wears  a  red  feather,"  said  I. 

"  'Tis  Eupert  of  Carlstein  himself!  For  what  can  the  old 
blockhead  wish  to  sail  on  the  lake,  right  under  our  batteries  ?" 

"  'Tis  a  fast-day,"  said  Karl,  "  and  perhaps  he  is  going  to  fish, 
BTipposing  that  our  twenty -four  pounders  may  have  roused  a  few 
eels  from  the  mud  of  the  lake." 

"  Come,  come,  Herr  Baron !"  said  I,  "  the  count  is  my  par- 
ticular friend,  and  I  have  to  beg " 

"  Pardon  me,  I  forgot !  One,  of  course,  does  not  like  to  hear 
that  man  called  a  blockhead  who  may  say  to  one  some  morning, 
*  My  dear  fellow,  I  have  the  most  sincere  respect  for  you — I  love 
you  as  if  you  were  my  own  son,  the  child  of  my  dear  defunct 
So-and-so.  I  will  give  with  mjr  daughter  the  chateau  of  Giezar, 
and  my  fief  of  Koeningratz,  with  100,000  doubloons  in  hard  and 
heavy  cash.'  Der  Teufel!  I  would  not  like  to  hear  him  spoken 
of  otherwise  than  in  the  highest  strain  of  commendation.  But 
come — another  slice  of  the  venison !" 

"  See ! — they  have  unfurled  a  white  flag  of  truce." 

"  Then  I  hope  your  Scots  at  the  Frankendor  will  receive  it  as 
Arnheim  received  those  with  which  I  twice  approached  Wallen- 
stein — that  is,  with  a  6mart  volley  of  musketry." 

We  snatched  up  our  swords,  and  hurried  down  to  the 
Frankendor,  which  we  reached  j^ist  as  the  boat  grounded,  and 
three  men,  one  of  whom  bore  a  white  standard  displayed  from 
a  halberd,  approached  the  gate  that  faced  the  lake. 

One  was  a  gaudily-attired  drummer,  who  beat  a  long  roll, 
during  which  the  trio  stood  until  a  Highland  drummer  b.eat  a 
reply ;  then  they  approached,  and  we  could  perceive  that  one  of 
our  visitors  was  a  herald  (clad  in  the  magnificent  tabard  of  the 
Imperial  college),  and  in  the  other,  by  his  rich  dress  and  stately 
figure,  I  recognised  at  once  the  count,  the  father  of  Ernestine, 
and  my  father's  brother,  though  he  was  then  ignorant  of  our 
relationship.  I  burned  with  impatience  to  address  him;  but 
neither  the  place  nor  the  time  suited.  Ian  despatched  Phadrig 
Mhor  for  orders  to  the  quarters  of  the  marshal  commanding,  who 
desired  that  neither  the  herald  nor  his  companions  were  to  bo 
admitted,  even  blindfold,  lest  they  might  merely  be  a  party  come 
to  spy  our  defences  and  destitute  conmtion ;  and  that  he  would 
question  them  in  person. 

After  a  few  minutes*  delay,  the  venerable  Leslie  approached 
the  klinket  of  the  Erankendor ;  it  was  opened,  and  he  stepped 
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<mt,  alone  and  unattended,  to  receive  the  enyoys  of  tlie  Dnke  of 
Friedland.    As  he  passed  out,  I  said  to  him  hurriedly — 

**  Marshal,  I  pray  you  to  excuse  me ;  one  of  the  Imperialists 
at  the  gate  is  the  great  Count  of  Carlstein — his  daughter  is 
•tarving  among  us  nere  in  Stralsund — ask  him  now  if,  for 
Heaven's  sake  and  her  own,  he  will  take  her  with  him  to  the 
German  camp." 

I  said  this  in  a  voice  made  tremulous  by  emotion ;  bat  I  fore- 
saw that  Ernestine  would  have  to  suffer  yet  greater  miseiy,  if 
she  remained  among  us,  and  I  had  secretly  resolved  that  the 
mere  selfish  gratification  of  enjoying  her  society  should  not  be 
made  paramount  to  her  health  and  happiness. 

"  I  shall  mention  your  wishes  to  the  count,"  said  Leslie ;  and 
his  words  sounded  like  a  parting  knell  to  me,  for  I  was  assured 
that  we  should  be  separated  at  last. 

"  I  have  done  but  my  duty,"  thought  I ;  "it  were  no  kindness 
to  keep  her  here  in  Stralsund." 

Our  marshal — whose  little  and  somewhat  decrepit  fienre,  dad 
in  a  plain  buff  coat  laced  with  silver,  and  who  wore  a  white  scarf 
of  sillc  over  his  right  shoulder,  sustaining  a  basket-hilted  Scottish 
iword,  appeared  to  great  disadvantage  beside  the  towering  figure 
of  the  count — advanced  three  paces  from  the  jp^ate,  and,  raising 
his  blue  bonnet,  annoimced  himself  with  brief  formality  to  the 
visitors,  adding,  "  You  have  been  received  somewhat  dinerently 
from  those  cartels  I  lately  sent  towards  your  trenches." 

"  We  obey  but  the  orders  of  Wallenstein,"  replied  the  count, 
with  grave  brevity. 

**  Well,  herald — ^what  do  you  require  of  us  P— I  am  ready  to 
listen  and  repl^r." 

In  modem  times,  this  was  one  of  the  last  instances  of  a  city 
being  summoned  by  a  herald ;  but  the  revival  of  the  obsolete 
eustom  suited  the  vain,  splendid,  and  chivalric  ideas  of  Wallen- 
itein.  This  herald,  who  wore  a  tabard  that  blamed  with  em- 
broidery (for  it  was  charged  with  the  bars  argent  and  gules  of 
Hungary ;  the  red  lion  of  Bohemia ;  the  fesse  of  Austria ;  the 
triple  tower  of  Castile,  and  all  the  countless  quarterings  of  the 
great  German  empire),  after  coughing  once  or  twice,  took  off  his 
oonical  hat,  and,  unrolling  a  paper,  began  thus,  in  hoarse  and 
guttural  German : — 

"  By  orders  of  Albrecht,  Count  of  Wallenstein,  Duke  of  Pried- 
land  and  Meohlenburg,  General  of  the  Empire  and  Oceanic 
seas,  and  in  the  name  of  the  most  high  and  mighty  prince, 
Ferdinand "    . 

'•  Oho  I — BO  your  duke  puts  his  name  before  the  Emperor's !" 
said  Sir  Alexander  Leslie ;  **  come.  Master  Herald,  that  la  not 
•obad!" 

/arlstein  bit  hla  lips  and  smiled* 
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**  By  the  grace  of  God,  Emperor  of  the  Somans/'  continued 
the  herald,  reading  very  fast ;  "  King  of  Germany,  Hungary, 
Bohemia,  Daimatia,  Croatia,  Solavonia,  Bulgaria,  Bosnia,  Servia, 
and  Eescia ;  Archduke  of  Austria ;  Duke  of  Burgundy,  Brabant, 
Stiria,  Oarinthia,  Camiola,  Luxeinbourg,  Wittemburg,  and  Lord 
of  Silesia -" 

'*  Gude  ^de  us  \ "  muttered  the  Scottish  marshal. 

**  Marquis  of  the  HolyBoman  Empire,  Burgau,  and  Morayia  t 
Crount  of  Hapsburg,  the  J^rol,  Ferrette,  and  Kiburg ;  Landgrave 
of  Alsace ;  Lord  of  Portnau  and  Salines ;  I,  Budolf  of  Mentz, 
Black  Eagle  king-of-arms,  summon  the  burgomaster  and  citizens 
of  Stralsund,  with  the  general " 

"  The  burgomaster  has  no  authority  here,"  jiaid  Sir  Alexander 
Jjeslie ;  '*  I  uone  command  in  Stralsund."     % 

"  With  the  general  and  Scottish  troops  of  the  Xing  of  Sweden, 
to  surrender  and  open  the  gates  of  the  said  city,  on  me  third  day 
j&om  this,  by  twelve  o'clock  at  noon,  tmder  pain  of  a  general 
Msault,  after  which  every  man,  woman,  and  child,  soldier  and 
civilian,  without  respect  to  age  or  rank,  will  be  put,  indiscrimi- 
nately and  without  mercy,  to  the  sword." 

"lam  but  an  unlettered  soldier  of  fortune,"  replied  Leslie, 
with  a  calm  smile  on  his  round  and  good-humoured  face ;  "  and* 
being  but  an  humble  man,  am  altogether  unable  to  send  a  fitting 
Answer  to  the  proprietor  of  this  terrible  muster-roll  of  hard 
names  and  barbarous  titles.  Do  the  Emperor  and  Duke  think 
to  frighten  us  with  this  ware  P  I  am  but  the  Laird,  or  the  Graf 
of  Balgonie  (if  it  better  suits  your  German  lugs) ;  yet  by  the 
dders  I  have  received  from  Christian  and  Gustavus,  the  allied 

Srinces  of  the  North,  who  committed  this  oiice  happy  and  in- 
ustrious  city  to  my  care,  there  were  no  provisions  made  anent 
treating  with,  oi  surrendering  its  people  to  the  tender  mercies  of, 
the  Imperial  troops  ;  therefore  I  am  extremely  sorry  that  I  have 
only  gunpowder  and  shot  at  the  service  of  the  Duke  of  Friedland. 
Xou  may  return  and  tell  hun  so ;  with  this  additional  message, 
that  did  I  act  as  ke  would  have  done,  I  would  send  you  all  back 
in  salted  joints,  like  a  barrel  of  Fourrier's  beef." 

•*  Stout  Balgonie,  you  say  well ! "  said  Carlstein,  in  our  own 
Juigaage  i  *'  by  my  honour,  Wallenstein  will  find  that  Stralsund 
might  as  well  have  been  slung  in  chains,  as  committed  to  the 
care  of  you  and  the  brave  Scots  of  Gustavus  of  Sweden." 

"  Count  of  Carlstein,  you  are,  like  myself,  a  cavalier  of  fortune, 
and  know  that  we  have  seldom  other  inheritance  than  our  fathers* 
swords,  and  know  assuredly  that  our  honour  is  the  very  breath 
of  our  nostrils.  While  one  Scottish  musketeer  can  stand  by  my 
aide,  and  while  one  stone  of  Stralsund  remains  upon  another,  1 
will  never  surrender,  and  Wallenstein  can  only  nave  the  city 
when  the  last  soldier  and  the  last  stone  have  fallen  together ' 
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You  have  yonr  answer,  gentlemen.    Herald,  yon  may  go ;  but, 
Count  of  Carlfitein,  I  beg  one  word  with  you." 

At  these  words  I  felt  my  heart  beat  thick  and  fast.  For  me, 
I  thought  the  sun  would  soon  set  in  Stralsund. 

"  We  have  among  us  here  your  eldest  daus^hter,  who  is,  of 
course,  most  anxious  to  rejoin  you,  though  we  haye  treated  her 
with  every  kindness  and  care,  even  as  if  she  had  been  my  ain 
bairn ;  but  we  cannot  foresee  what  new  dangers  a  day  may  briog 
forth,  and  a  beleaguered  city  is  assuredly  no  place  for  women,  as 
we  know  well ^ 

"  God  bless  and  thank  you,  Sir  Alexander  Leslie ! "  said  the 
count,  with  a  thick  voice,  as  a  change  overspread  his  face;  ''if  my 
daughters  are  in  y9ur  charge,  they  could  not  be  in  better  hands, 
and  'tis  well,  for  revive  them  I  cannot !  Wallenstein  has  sworn, 
that  until  the  city  is  surrendered,  no  man,  woman,  or  child, 
shall  leave  its  gates,  alive  or  dead." 

"  Ye  honour  me,  count,"  replied  the  marshal,  whose  native 
accent  always  waxed  stronger  when  he  became  friendly  or  familiar; 
"  but,  believe  me,  there  are  some  buirdly  Scottish  chields  here 
with  me  in  Stralsimd,  who  will  deem  it  their  ^eatest  happiness  to 
hae  an  opportunity  o*  shedding  their  best  bluid  in  their  defence." 
'  "  Bear  my  dearest  blessing  to  my  poor  girls,  and  let  ns  hope 
that  happier  times  are  in  store  for  us  all — adieu ! "  and,  unwilling 
that  his  emotion  should  be  visible  before  so  many  eyes,  the  count 
turned  abruptly  away,  and,  stepping  into  the  boat,  was  rowed, 
with  the  herald,  slowly  back  towards  the  Imperial  lines. 

*' Girls  P"  I  repeated,  as  Sir  Alexander  re-entered  by  the 
klinket ;  "  then  he  knows  not  that  one  of  his  daughters  is  no 
more." 

"I  saw  how  the  puir  man's  heart  filled,  and  how  his  eyes 
dimmed  at  the  thought  of  his  bairns,"  replied  the  kind  old 
marshal ;  **  and  I  could  not  be  a  hard-hearted  auld  tyke,  and 
bluntly  tell  how  one  had  perished.  Oh,  no — ^ill  news  travels  fiisfc 
enough,  gude  kens  ! " 

Such  is  the  selfishness  of  love,  that,  notwithstanding  the  con- 
tinued danger,  privation,  and  discomfort,  to  which  Ernestine 
was  certain  of  being  subjected,  I  now  felt  a  glow  of  satisfaction 
in  being  assured  that  I  could  ilot  yet  be  deprived  of  her  societf. 


CHAPTER  LXXXV. 

BETSIBFTIOK. 

Some  days  after  this,  I  was  hastening  from  the  Frankendor 
owards  the  residence  of  Ernestine,  when,  at  a  comer  of  the 
lourse,  where  the  merchants  were  wont  to  meet,  but^here  the 
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rank  grass  grew  between  the  untrodden  stones,  I  observed  a  pro- 
vision-shop, or  victualler's,  the  last  in  the  street  which  as  yet 
maintained  the  aspect  of  having  anything  like  business,  which  all 
its  less  fortunate  neighbours  had  long  since  hopelessly  abandoned. 

Upon  the  front  wall  of  the  house,  there  were  cut  and  gilded 
the  date  1600,  with  one  of  those  verses,  then  so  common  in  Stral- 
sund,  recording  in  barbarous  Latin  that  Jaromar,  prince  of  Riigen, 
had  fortified  the  city,  after  it  had  been  burned  by  the  Danes  and 
Pomeranians.  Half  concealing  this,  a  gaudy  signboard  was  nailed 
over  it,  bearing  the  name  and  occupation  of  the  retailer,  the  aspect 
of  whose  stock  made  me  remember  (what  I  seld<)m  forgot)  the 
larder  of  Ernestine's  establishment ;  and,  being  without  money, 
I  twisted  a  few  golden  links  from  the  chain  her  father  had  gi\>en 
me  in  more  prosperous  times,  and,  desiring  a  soldier  to  follow  me, 
entered  the  shop,  the  entire  goods  of  which  consisted  of  three 
somewhat  shrivelled  hams,  a  side  of  suspicious-like  bacon,  and  a 
few  strings  of  freshly-made  but  still  more  suspicious  sausages, 
the  material  of  which,  at  such  a  time,  when  the  marshal  and 
burgomaster  had  been  living  for  months  on  horseflesh,  or  littfe 
better,  made  me  resolve  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  them.  But 
then  everything  was  scrupulously  neat  and  clean,  the  Memel  floor 
and  counters  were  scrubbed  to  the  whiteness  of  snow,  the  tin  and 
brass  work  shone  like  silver  and  gold.  An  elderly  man,  with 
wiry  grey  moustaches,  and  wearing  a  nightcap  and  long  apron* 
was  busy  with  a  chopping-knife  preparing  more  sausages,  which 
lie  seasoned  profusely  with  garlic,  salt,  and  pepper. 

He  appeared  considerably  disconcerted  on  my  entrance,  and, 
despite  the  deference  usuaUy  paid  by  his  class  and  all  cits  to  a 
long  moustache  and  long  sword,  he  doggedly  continued  his  occu- 
pation ;  but  his  wife,  a  smart  httle  woman,  with  lively  black  eyes, 
and  a  face  that  was  wofuUy  ravaged  by  the  small-pox,  tripped 
forward  to  ask  me  what  I  would  have. 

The  question  had  scarcely  left  her  lips,  when  she  grew  paler 
than  her  white  coif,  trembled,  and  cast  down  her  eyes.  Her 
voice  and  her  tout-ensemble  were  famiHar  to  me.  I  felt  myself 
change  colour  in  turn,  and  mingled  emotions  of  pleasure,  anger, 
and  surprise  ran  through  me. 

"  What  a  change  is  here !"  said  J.  "  Is  it  possible  that  I  find 
the  Senora  Prudentia — the  sylph-like  dancer,  whose  actions  were 
so  full  of  ffrace  and  beauty — uie  songstress,  who  warbled  like  a 
fairy  bird  m  summer — ^transformed  into  a  little  vender  of  sausages 
and  ham !" 

Perhaps  there  was  something  spiteful. in  this  remark;  but  I 
had  a  lively  recollection  of  the  doubloons  and  the  ring,  bought 
from  an  honest  jeweller  of  the  Hebrew  race  in  the  Burgerplatz 
at  Gliickstadt. 

*'  Herr  Captam/'  she  replied,  modestly  and  timidly,  and  w 
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an  air  that  well  beeame  her  then,  with  her  plain  white  linen  coif, 
her  large  neckerchief,  and  short  bunchy  petticoats  of  scarlet  cloth 
(for  every  way  she  had  fairly  become  tne  little  burgher's  wife), 
"  adversity  has  taught  me  a  good  lesson.  I  was  vain ;  I  was  beaa- 
tiM  and  wicked;  and  God  has  punished  me.  He  sent  a  severe 
Ulness  which  robbed  me  of  my  beauty,  and  my  vanity  went  witih 
it.  I  should  always  have  remembered  that  beauty  fades  like  ilie 
summer,  but,  unlike  the  summer,  returns  no  more.  I  shall 
never  be  beautiful  again,  never !  (Thijs  was  said  with  some  bitter* 
ness.)  I  shall  never  sing  more ;  for  the  same  envious  iUnen 
robbed  me  of  my  fine  voice.  But  it  matters  not — ^I  am  at  least 
content ;  yet  ay  de  mi,  Espana  !  I  shall  never  see  Spain  more! 
My  husband ** 

"  What ! — ^you  are  then  married  at  last  P" 

"  My  husband  is  an  honest  man,  and  I  am  become  an  indm- 
trious  little  housewife.  We  should  make  quite  a  fortune  but  for 
this  unhappy  siege ;  and  shall  we  not  yet,  Herr  BponrledterP 
T-look  up,  and  speak  for  yourself." 

"  Spiirrledter! — how — is  your  spouse  my  old  acquaintance,  the 
corporal  of  Imperial  horse  P  '  said  I,  with  new  astonishment,  as 
that  personage,  on  being  thus  compelled  to  show  his  face,  doffed 
his  white  ni^tcap,  and  stood  soldierly  erect  before  me. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  here,  corporal,'*  said  1 5  "  for  if  Stral- 
Bund  is  taken,  the  Lnperialists  will  nang  you,  as  surely  aa  the  Bon 
is  shining." 

Had  I  been  less  of  a  soldier,  I  am  certain  that  the'recolledaon 
of  the  desperate  love  I  had  once  made  to  Frudentia  would  haye 
embarrassed  me;  but  there  was  something  as  comical  in  the 
transformation  of  the  wiry  and  ferocious  old  corporal  of  Beitres 
into  a  maker  of  sausages,  as  there  was  something  melancholy  in 
the  change  of  the  beautiful  dancer  into  a  plain-looking  citizen's 
wife,  with  an  enormous  white  coif,  red  skirt,  and  bunch  of  keys. 

"  And  now,  Herr  Captain,"  said  she,  with  a  business-like  air,  to 
cut  short  an  unpleasant  pause, '"  in  what  can  we  serve  you  P" 

''  By  placing  your  best  ham  in  the  hands  of  this  soldier/*  said 
I,  hesitatingly. 

She  gave  me  a  glance  of  mingled  archness  and  sadness,  and 
lifted  (K)wn  the  ham ;  while  I,  who  once  would  not  have  allowed 
her  to  pluck  a  flower  unaided,  stood  stoically  bv. 

"  We  have  been  so  shamefully  plundered,  Mein  Herr !"  said 
old  Spiirrledter ;  "  'tis  only  a  day  since  Major  Fritz,  that  tall 
cavalier  with  the  short  beard,  and  two  yellow  feathers  in  his  hat, 
marched  off  with  all  our  best  and  last  Bologna  sausages." 

"And  to-day,"  added  Prudentia,  with  something  of  her  old 
"  another  insolent  biped  without  feathers  carried  away  our 
>wl." 

»r  Heaven's  sake^  do  not  be  alarmed;  FraU  BpUrrledfeer !"  1 
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replied,  hastily ;  '*  I  am  not  foraging,  as  your  corporal  has,  no 
doubt,  done  many  a  day.  I  require  the  provant,  and  must  hare  it  j 
but,  having  no  money,  beg  to  leave  these  six  links  of  pure  gold, 
whicli  are  more  than  enough  to  pay  for  tliripe  my  purchase.  And 
now,"  I  added,  as  the  soldier  marched  oflFwith  it,  "I  trust,  Fraii, 
you  have  not,  as  at  Gliickatadt,  any  acquaintances  beyond  the 
walls,  for  I  am  not  now  the  fool  I  was  in  those  days." 

" Fool !  Oh,  how  can  you  use  a  term  so  harsh!  And  I  am 
not  the  pretty  knave  I  was  in  those  days,  either — oh,  no!"  she 
added,  sadly  and  archly.  "  I  beseech  you  not  to  think  so,  and 
not  to  discover  to  the  marshal  all  I  have  done  in  other  times  ;  nor 
to  say  I  am  the  sister  of— of  him  you  know.  Ah !  your  eyes 
sparine,  and  I  believS  with  reason.  If  you  can  extend  protection 
to  my  husband  and  myself,  it  will  be  a  favour — yea,  it  will  be  a 
mercy,  which  we  shall  do  our  best  to  merit ;  for  in  a  city  sur- 
rounded by  ferocious  besiegers,  and  defended  by  desperate  and 
starving  soldiers  of  fortune,  the  situation  of  the  poor  citizens  is 
not  very  enviable." 

I  felt  somewhat  moved  by  the  severe  and  complete  retribution 
that  had  fallen  on  this  once  proud  and  artful  coquette,  and  I 
promised  to  yield  all  the  protection  in  my  power.  She  declined 
to  receive  the  golden  links ;  but  I  insisted  upon  her  doing  so, 
and  remembering,  with  something  of  awkwardness,  the  different 
relation  in  which  we  now  stood  to  each  other,  and  all  the  flowery 
love-speeches  and  magniloquent  nonsense  I  had  said  to  her  in 
other  times,  I  was  in  some  haste  to  be  gone,  and  bade  her  adieu. 

As  I  issued  into  the  Bourse,  accompanied  by  the  Highlander 
who  bore  my  unsentimental  purchase,  which*  the  hollow-cheeked 
passers  beheld  with  eager  and  wolfish  eyes,  old  Sptirrledter 
hurried  after  me,  and  raising  a  hand  to  his  white  nightcap,  in  the 
old  style  of  his  military  salute, — 

"  Herr  Captain,"  said  he,  **  I  believe  you  know  what  a  devil  of 
a  brother-in-law  I  have.  Well,  though  an  old  soldier  who  has 
smelt  powder  at  Prague  and  Fleura,  I  hare  a  mortal  terror  of 
such  a  relation ;  and,  despite  all  your  guards  and  gates,  he  has 
been  twice  (the  Lord  alone  knows  how!)  in  Stralsund  here^and 
has  robbed  us  each  time  of  every  thaler  we  possess^.'* 

."What— within  StralsundP" 

*'  Ay,  here — ^in  Stralsund." 

''  This  rascal  must  be  cunning  as  a  lynx." 

**  Cunning  as  Lucifer,  Herr  Captain,  and  more  wicked  withaL 
X  have  the  nonour  to  point  out  to  you,  that  this  reputable  relation 
of  mine  is  hovering  like  a  jackal  about  the  Imperial  camp ;  and, 
as  I  believe  you  have  some  dark  scores  to  settle  with  mm,  he 
ntiight  be  lured  within  reach  of  a  party,  and  consigned  to  the  care 
of  the  nrovost-marsh'al." 

At  tnese  words,  a  glow  of  yengeanoa  swelled  ap  in  tdj  brss^'' 


468  PHZUP  BOLLO; 

I  thanked  the  ex-corporal  of  Beitres,  and  promised  to  call  again; 
but  other  events  frustrated  his  kind  intention  of  sending  his 
troublesome  brother-in-law  in  search  of  another  world.  With 
a  light  heart  I  hastened  to  the  residence  of  Ernestine,  yet 
remembering  with  something  of  shame — a  shame  that  made 
my  love  for  her  the  more  pure  and  noble — mj  transient  folly  at 
GrIUckstadt. 

After  that  day  I  never  again  saw  Frudentia;  for  though  I  was 
three  months  longer  in  8tralsund,  I  avoided  the  shop  at  the 
comer  of  the  Bourse ;  for  I  had  no  wish  that  Ian,  or  any  of  oar 
officers  or  friends,  especially  Major  Fritz,  should  discover  in  the 
plump,  little  victualler  the  frudentia  of  my  early  days  of  soldier* 
mg — ^my  "mysterious  countess,"  as  Karf  catled  her  in  jest: 
moreover,  the  progress  and  incidents  of  that  disastrous  siege 
Boon  gave  me  other  and  graver  things  to  think  of. 


CHAFTEE  LXXXVI. 

THB  JESUIT. 

NoNB,  save  those  who  have  been  circumstanced  as  we  unfor- 
tunately were,  in  a  city  besieged  and  reduced  almost  to  the  last 
extremity,  can  fully  appreciate  the  value  of  the  prize  I  brought 
with  me  to  lay  at  tne  feet  of  Ernestine ;  but  a  pound  of  meat,  or 
a  slice  of  plain  bread,  were  then  worth  thrice  their  weight  in  gold. 

When  I  entered  her  little  boudoir»  which  the  Fraii  of  the  last 
occupant  had  furnished  with  exquisite  taste,  and  hung  with  cur- 
tains of  the  richest  velvet,  she  was  kneeling  at  prayer,  and  the 
softness  of  the  Turkey  carpet  enabled  me  to  approach  her  un- 
heard. Then  I  pausea  for  a  time ;  but  her  eye  detected  me,  and 
she  arose  with  a  charming  smile. 

"  You  were  praying  when  I  left  you,  and  stUl  you  are  praying ! 
Dear  Ernestine,  how  very  bad  you  must  be  to  have  so  much  to 
repent  of!"  said  I,  playfully. 

"  All  my  prayers  are  for  my  poor  father  and  you,  Fhilip— for 
your  safety  and  for  his,"  replied  she,  with  somewnat  of  a  pouting 
air :  ''  beheve  me,  that  since  I  came  to  Stralsund  I  have  almost 
forgotten  how  to  pray  for  myself." 

"  i!^ow,  do  not  pout,  dear  Ernestine,"  said  I,  clasping  her  head 
upon  my  breast ;  "for  it  does  not  look  pretty  even  in  you,  who 
possess  the  charm  of  that  perfect  innocence,  without  which  a 
beautiful  woman  is  like  a  rose  without  perfume." 

"  Now,  where  did  you  pick  up  this  piece  of  poetry  ?" 

"  Not  amidst  the  shot  and  smoke,  the  slime  and  slaughter,  of 
yonder  batteries ;  but  here,  with  you,  Ernestine ;  for  it  is  you,  and 
'done,  who  sh^d  a  ray  of  light  and  poetry  along  the  dark  and 
lua  way  I  am  treading.*^ 
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"  And  in  the  hope  that  Heaven  will  protect  yon  on  that  way, 
to  the  end  of  your  journey — ^let  me  say  owr  journey,  Philip — ^I 
pray  so  often." 

.  "  Heaven,"  said  I,  caressing  her,  "  will  never  be  so  cruel  as  to 
separate  two  hearts  that  love  each  other  as  ours  do." 

"  Oh,  Philip !  I  have  heard  Father  Ignatius  say,  that  excess  of 
earthly  love  excludes  the  love  of  Heaven,  which  thereby  becomes 
incensed,  and  sends  death  as  a  terrible  mentor  to  those  who 
foi^et  it." 

I  was  about  to  make  some  jesting  protest  against  this  theory 
of  our  old  friend,  when  a  knock  was  given  at  the  door,  and  the 
red  visage  and  redder  beard  of  Gillian  M'Bane,  one  of  our  mus- 
keteers, appeared;  and,  after  many  apolo^es,  he  informed  me  that 
a  patrol  of  the  guard  at  the  Erankendor  had  taken  a  prisoner,  who 
incessantly  asked  for  me,  and  that  Ian  Dhu  required  my  presence 
immediately. 

Ileluct9ntly  I  left  Ernestine,  and  taking  my  sword  with  me 
(for  I  remembered  the  vicini^  of  BandoloJ,  piloted  my  way  in 
the  evening  twilight  to  the  Srankendor.  From  the  description 
of  "  the  prisoner  "  given  to  me  by  Gillian,  viz. — a  tall,  lantern- 

1'awed  man,  with  high  cheek-bones,  black  hair  and  bald  head, 
:een  eyes  and  sallow  visage,  with. a  long  ungainly  figure  en- 
veloped in  a  black  cassock  buttoned  up  to  his  chin, — I  had  little 
doubt  that  he  would  prove  no  other  than  Father  Ignatius ;  and, 
by  part  of  a  conversation  which  I  overheard  while  descending 
the  steep  stair  towards  the  bastion  gate,  I  learned  that  my  sus- 
picions were  right. 

"  You  afford  no  sufScient  explanation  for  prowling  close  to  the 
walls,"  I  heard  the  Baron  Karl  say,  as  he  and  Ian  stood  forward 
from  among  a  group  of  our  Highlanders,  one  of  whom  held  up  a 
lantern  to  the  prisoner's  face ;  '*  but  say  at  once  for  what  purpose 
you  came  here?" 

"  To  preach  the  religion  of  God,  even  as  Colomanus  the  Scot, 
who  converted  the  pagans  of  Austria,  and  Argobastus  the  Scot, 
who  baptized  those  of  Strasburg,  preached  when  they  came  here 
before  me  in  other  times." 

" Bravo !"  thought  I ;  "it  w  Father  Ignatius." 

"  Your  religion, "-said  Karl,  laughing ;  "  and  what  are  you  P" 

"  A»poor  and  unworthy  brother  of  the  Order  of  Jesus,"  he 
replied,  bowing  his  head  at  the  name. 

**  Oho ! — a  Jesuit !"  continued  Karl,  in  his  impudent  way ;  "  so 
that  is  the  trade  you  follow  P"  * 

"  Mein  Herr,  I  follow  the  commands  of  God — the  Master  of 
all.  Sir,"  said  he,  suddenly  turning  to  Ian,  "  I  am  a  Scotsman, 
a  countryman  of  your  own,  and  indeed,  sir,  merit  not  this  rough 
handling." 

"  A  Scotsman !"  reiterated  Ian ;  "  why  the  deuce  did  you  not 
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say  80  before  P  Enter  then,  and,  ImperialiBt  ihon|r1i  ye  be,  here 
is  the  hand,  and  there  the  sword,  that  will  stretch  on  the  heather 
the  first  foreign  churl  that  molests  yon  " 

'*  But  your  patrol  had  no  right  to  seiee  me.  In  deep  reverie, 
and  pondering  over  many  things,  but  chiefly  on  a  sermon  I  was 
to  preach  to-morrow,  I  stumbled  near  your  gates,  but  with  no  in- 
tention of  es{>ying  your  works,  believe  me.  I  repeat,  sirs,  ye  hare 
no  right  to  seize  me — I  belong  to  God,  and  not  to  man.  I  belong 
neither  to  Wallenstein  nor  Tilly — ^to  Christian  nor  Gustavus :  I 
serve  heaven,  and  not  earth.'' 

'*  Calm  yourself,  reverend  sir,"  said  I,  approaching  and  taking 
him  by  the  hand  $  '*  make  way,  gentlemen —  tis  my  friend,  Father 
Ignatius,  brother  of  my  old  preceptor.  Dominie  l)aidle  of  Cromar* 
tie ;  one  to  whom  I  owe  a  reprieve  from  an  unjust  and  shameful 
death." 

A  kind  smile  spread  over  his  usually  grim  visage  as  lied  him 
away,  and  he  explained  to  me  the  circumstances  of  hit  capture, 
and  how  he  had  narrowly  escaped  being  sent  to  enjoy  tbe 
company  of  those  glorious  martyrs  and  ola  Scottish  missionaries 
on  whom  his  mind  was  constantly  dwelling,  and  of  whom  hii 
friend.  Father  Sobert  Strachan  of  Dundee,  was  preparing,  as  he 
told  me,  to  give  the  world  a  history  so  ample,  in  his  Germania 
Christiana,  A  musket-shot  had  been  sent  through  the  crown  of 
his  shovel-hat,  and  as  such  chapeaux  were  somewhat  scarce  in 
Stralsund,  he  contemplated  the  orifice  with  a  rueful  aspect,  as  he 
smoothed  down  the  well-worn  nap  with  his  threadbare  cuff. 

During  this,  perceiving  a  half-starved  little  girl  shivering  in 
the  doorway  of  a  deserted  house,  the  good  but  eccentric  man  (in 
imitation,  I  suppose,  of  St.  Martin,  when  he  rent  hia  military 
cloak  in  twain,  and  divided  it  with  k  poor  devil  whom  he  met  in 
the  streets  of  Itome)  tore  ofi*  the  long  skirt  of  his  cassock,  spread 
it  over  the  shoulders  of  the  wanderer,  and  then  stalked  on  beside 
me,  looking  altogether,  with  his  long  lean  body  in  the  short  frag- 
ment of  his  garment  and  tight  serge  breeches,  as  remarkable  and 
absurd  as  when  he  appeared  before  Ernestine  in  the  dmmmer's 
doublet  at  Eckemfiord. 

I  took  him  first  to  the  residence  of  Ernestine,  who  had  a  sin- 
cere friendship  for  him,  notwithstanding  all  his  uncouth  eccen- 
tricity ;  but,  having  much  to  relate,  I  unll  only  rehearse  Is^iieflj 
the  news  he  gave  us  from  the  Imperial  camp. 

The  losses  endured  by  the  troops  of  Wallenstein,  he  stated, 
were  frightful;  their  trenches  were* now  mere  graves,  where  heca- 
tombs of  slain  lay  buried ;  but  hordes  of  barbarian  soldiers  were 
pouring  to  his  banner  from  Croatia,  Bulgaria,  Bosnia,  and  Upper 
Austria,  so  that  severe  and  disastrous  work  was  yet  before  us. 

Bandolo  had  been  lurking  about  the  Imperial  camp,  oomiaff 

isad  only  in  tilie  nigkti  when»  like  »  wolf  or  jackdl^  h»  pvowM 
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about  those  places  where  he  could  plunder  the  unburied  dead ; 
and,  though  fired  at  repeatedly,  he  had  always  escaped.  A  week 
ago,  the  regiment  of  Merod6  had  joined,  and  having  marched 
through  Hesinge,  had  there  learned  the  whole  story  of  Gabrielle's 
terrible  fate.  Colonel  Johan  de  Vart  (or  Wert),  a  reckless  sol- 
dier, on  whom  Carlstein  had  bestowed  many  favours,  then  chal- 
lenged Merod6  to  single  combat  with  rapier  and  pistols,  on 
horseback,  before  the  tent  of  Wallenstein.  After  a  fimous  com* 
bat,  the  colonel  ran  the  count  fairly  through  the  heart ;  and  thus 
perished  the  primary  cause  of  poor  Gabrielle*s  death,  but  the 
actual  peipetrator  yet  remained  to  Be  taken.  By  beat  of  drum 
Carlstem  had  offered  three  thousand  ducats  to  any  man  who 
would  bring  Bandolo  before  him,  dead  or  alive ;  Wallenstein  had 
offered  as  much  more  from  his  own  purse ;  Major-General  Arn- 
beim  had  added  a  thousand,  and  Camargo  five  hundred ;  thus  a 
vast  sum  was  now  set  on  the  head  of  the  assassin,  whom  Count 
Tilly  could  no  longer  protect,  even  if  he  was  disposed  to  do  so. 
The  cupidity  of  a  hundred  thousand  men  had  been  excited  by 
the  proffered  reward,  and  Bandolo  had  been  hunted  from  one 
hiding-place  to  another.  For  three  days  he  had  lurked  among 
some  rocks  and  woods  near  Hohendorf,  where  the  count  in 

I)erson,  with  three  squadrons  of  his  Beitres,  had  tracked  him 
ike  a  wolf;  and  with  these  three  squadrons  he  had  once  main- 
tained a  running  fight  for  six  hours.  He  was  almost  naked :  in 
his  Buperhmnan  exertioM  to  elude  pursuit,  by  rushing  from  rock 
to  tree,  and  from  tree  to  rock,  his  clothing  had  been  torn  to 
shreds,  and  little  more  remained  than  the  belt  and  pouch  of 
ammunition  which  supplied  his  murderous  carbine.  He  did 
terrible  exeeution  among  the  count's  Beitres  I  Concealing  him- 
self at  otie  time  behind  a  rock,  at  another  behind  a  bush,  or 
among  the  furze  and  long  grass,  he  hovered  within  gunshot,  and 
picked  off  the  leading  troopers,  until — terrified  by  the  havoc  com- 
mitted by  his  single  arm,  and  by  the  miraculous  manner  in  which 
he  escaped  their  shots,  as  if  he  was  bullet-probf;  and,  moreover, 
finding  the  perfect  impracticability  of  nursuing  in  their  heavy 
accou&ements  a  half-nude  and  wholly  desperate  man,  who 
was  strong  as  a  lion,  active  as  a  lynx,  and  determined  to  die 
rather  than  be  taken  alive — Carlstein's  litres  had  been  com- 

SeUed,  but  reluctantly,  to  relinquish  the  chase,  and  thus  Ban- 
olo  had  escaped. 

"  Escaped  !  "  I  exclaimed,  and  started  to  my  feet ;  ''  ah  I  if  I, 
with  only  six  of  our  fleet  Highland  mountaineers,  had  been  there, 
a  different  story  had  been  told." 

"  Well,  he  escaped,  and  none,  save  myself,  know  to  where ; 
for  he  sent  me  a  message  by  a  poor  Franciscan  yesterday, 
that  he  was  concealed  in  a  cavern  of  the  Isle  of  Biigen,  which 
is  ftow  ahnoit  dee^ole  \  ior  Wallmiiteiii's  Croats  hare  pour 
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over  it  like  a  fiery  scourge,  driving  all  the  inhabitants  into  the 


sea." 


"  You  are  sure  he  is  there,  sir  ?" 

"  Sure  as  that  I  now  address  you,"  continued  the  Jesuit,  from 
whom  I  concealed  the  fierce  exultation  that  arose  within  my 
breast;  "but  he  will  soon  be  discovered,  and  may  Heaven, 
through  the  intercession  of  One  more  worthy  than  me,  grant  him 
that  contrition  and  forgiveness  for  the  horrors  of  his  past  life 
which  I — ^by  falling  into  the  hands  of  your  very  unceremonioua 
patrol— ^m  unable  to  afford  him." 

"And  would  you  really* have  gone  to  himP"  I  asked,  with 
unfeigned  astonishment. 

Bandolo  has .  an  immortal  soul,  as  well  as  yourself.  Captain 
Sollo ;  and  had  he  slain  my  own  father  (and,  Heaven  knoweth,! 
loved  little  Gabrielle  like  a  daughter  of  my  own),  it  would  hare 
been  but  my  duty  to  visit  him  when  summoned  on  such  an 
errand." 

"  What  errand  P"  said  I,  drawing  the  buckle  of  my  belt  with 
impatience. 

"  He  believed  himself  to  be  dying ;  and,  if  free  and  unfettered, 
on  what  plea  could  I  withhold  the  last  sacrament  from  a  repent- 
ant sinner— one  in  articulo  mortis,  as  he  most  probably  is." 

"  And  he  is  lurking " 

"  In  a  cavern  of  the  rocky  Isle  of  Riigen— poor  wretch !" 

I  turned  away  lest  the  simple-hearted  priest  should  read  the 
dark  thoughts  that  flitted  through  my  mind ;  for  he  thought  that 
in  Eiigen,  Bandolo  was  as  safe  from  those  in  Stralsund  aa  if  he 
had  been  among  the  Norwegian  Alps.  All  that  long  and  terrible 
debt  of  vengeance,  which  time  and  atrocity  had  scored  up  be- 
ween  us,  seemed  now  on  the  point  of  being  paid  off.  In  the  keen 
exultation  of  the  time,  I  had  only  one  fear — ^that  Bandolo  might 
die  ere  I  could  reach  him.  Some  may  deem  this  sentiment 
revengeful  and  unchristian ;  but  let  ine  remind  them  that  Stral- 
sund  was  not  the  school  wherein  to  learn  the  Christian  virtues. 

Concealing  my  future  intentions  under  a  mild  exterior,  after 
we  left  Ernestine,  and  when  we  walked  through  the  streets  to- 
wards the  house  of  our  preacher,  where  I  intended  to  billet  Father 
Ignatius,  I  acquired  every  necessary  information  about  the  Isle 
of  Bugen.  There  were  no  Imperialists  there  now;  the  fe\r 
inhabitants  who  had  not  been  shot  or  driven  into  the  sea,  lurked 
in  their  half-ruined  villages ;  and  the  cavern  occupied  by  Bandolo 
lay  among  some  rocks  that  overhung  the  Black  Lake,  near  Stuh- 
benkamer.  Poor  Father  Ignatius,  in  the  perfect  simplicity  of 
his  heart,  gave  me  all  the  information  I  recjuired. 

Already,  in  imagination,  I  saw  Bandolo  m  his  cavern ;  I  conlJ 

^ch  it  blindfolded !     These  little  details  occupied  me  until  we 
bed  the  billet  of  our  regimental  minister,  tne  Seyeiend  Mi, 
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Grideon  Geddes,  to  whom  the  bnrgomasfcer  had  carefully  assigned 
one  of  the  most  comfortable,  and  (so  far  as  cannon-balls  were 
concerned)  least  exposed  houses  in  Stralsund. 

To  him  I  introduced  Father  Ignatius,  whom  he  welcomed  with 
a  sour  smile,  and  after  measuring  him  from  top  to  toe  with  his 
eye,  as  if  he  was  examining  an  adversary,  invited  him  to  partake 
of  the  supper  which  his  servant  was  just  then  spreading  on  the 
table.  I  now  bade  their  reverences  adieu,  and  went  in  search  of 
Phadrig  Mhor. 

I  should  have  remembered  that  good  ai;d  true,  though  iiomely 
adage,  "  concerning  two  of  a  trade,"  who  seldom  agree ;  and  that 
our  preacher's  billet,  though  the  largest  house  in  Stralsund,  was 
still  not  large  enough  to  contain  two  such  spirits  as  Father 
Ignatius,  a  follower  of  Loyola,  and  the  Eeverend  Gideon  Geddes, 
who  had  studied  divinity  at  the  ancient  university  of  Glasgow. 
A  tremendous  explosion  of  poletnics  was  the  result ! 

The  Eeverend  Gideon,  a  hard-featured,  short-nosed,  and  wiry- 
haired  little  man,  with  eyes  like  a  Skye-terrier,  stiffly  starched 
bands,  and  a  sable  cloak  of  the  newest  Geneva  cut,  was  unguarded 
enough,  in  the  very  middle  of  supper,  to  make  some  caustic 
remarks  concerning  the  absurdity  of  Lent  and  saints'  festivals. 

Father  Ignatius  defended  both  from  Scripture. 

The  Eeverend  Gideon  retorted  by  averring  that  the  devil 
might  quote  Scripture ;  but  that  the  church  of  Eome  could 
never  stand  before  the  Bible,  and  that  the  triple-headed  beast, 
which  arose  firom  the  gates  of  hfiW,  would  soon  be  hurled  behind 
them. 

Irritated  by  this,  Father  Ignatius  swelled  up  in  his  skirtless 
cassock,  and  told  our  chaplain  that  he  was  a  blasphemous  wretch, 
a  preacher  of  heresy,  a  broken  reed,  and  so  forth — one  who  railed 
at  a  church  which  would  yet  overshadow  the  earth. 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  our  preacher,  with  a  grin ;  "  for  lo  you  now ! 
There  riseth  a  tide  which,  from  the  shores  of  the  Baltic,  will  flow 
to  the  Adriatic,  and  in  its  passage  that  tide  shall  sweep  away 
Eome  and  its  corruption.  The  force  of  opinion,  and  the  valour 
of  Gustavus  and  his  host,  will  bear  all  before  them.  All  the 
world  knoweth  that  the  crimes  of  the  Caesars,  of  Nero,  Tiberius, 
and  Heliogabalus,  were  as  purity  and  innocence  when  compared 
to  those  of  Pope  Stephen  and  many  of  his  successors,  down  to 
him  who  was  the  father  of  the  Duke  of  Y alentinois  and  Lucrezia 
Borgia." 

"  Wretch !"  replied  the  Jesuit,  "  I  only  pray  that  Heaven  may 
spare  you  to  repent  this  blasphemy,  or  permit  you  by  your 
invincible  ignorance  to  escape  the  flames  ofthe  great  abyss. ' 

"  Jesuit — I  need  no  man's  prayers,"  replied  the  sturdy  Prea- 
cyterian,  snapping  his  fingers ;  "  my  aih  are  enough,  and  may  be 
pair  than  enough,  for  my  purpose-— but  a  Jesuit's — ^feich  I" 
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"  Sir,"  said  the  priest,  proudlj,  "  the  Order  of  Jesus  are  the 
best  soldiers  of  the  church  of  Eome  1" 

"  Likely  enough,"  retorted  Gideon ;  <' for  it's  a  kirk  that's  been 
unco  fond  of  war  of  late." 

Then  arming  himself  yrith  the  fEuaons  folio  Bible  of  Andro 
Hart  of  Edinburgh,  and  Calvin's  Commeniaries,  he  returned  to 
the  charge  agamst  Lent  and  imagoes,  and  assailed  poor  Father 
Ignatius  with  such  vigour  and  vituperation,  and  with  such  a 
noisy  storm  of  hard  Hebrew  names,  that  he  had  great  difficulty 
in  keeping  his  ground ;  for  our  preacher  was  one  of  those  clever 
fellows  who  take  care  to  keep  aU  the  argument  to  ihemselveB. 
At  this  crisis,  when  the  battle  was  at  the  fiercest,  a  file  of  the 
quarter-guard  were  sent  by  Major  Fritz,  who  separated  the 
angry  disputants,  and  conveyed  the  Jesuit  to  his  owa  bdilet,  at 
the  house  of  the  widow. 


«•■«■ 


CHAPTEB  LXXXVIL 

THB  BXAOE  £i.KB  OF  STUBBEKEAMBB. 

Without  asking  permission  (for  I  knew  that  at  such  a  time  it 
would  not  be  acceded  to  me),  I  selected  Phadrig  Mhor,  and  six 
Qf  our  musketeers  who  were  western  islesmen,  i^d  consequently 
Mcustomed  to  boating  $  and  having  procured  a  long,  light,  and 
sWp  boat  (one  of  the  many  that  lay  moored  and  now  unclaimed 
besiae  the  deserted  mole),  we  pulled  softly  out  into  the  Sound, 
and,  favoured  by  the  obscurity  of  the  night,  passed  undiscovered 
between  the  galleys  and  gun-barges  of  Wallenstein. 

My  men  were  aU  McDonalds,  and  were  stout  and  active  as 
mountain  deer ;  they  were  aU  armed  with  sword  and  pistol,  dirk 
and  musket,  and  haa  left  their  plaids  and  ajl  their  heavier  trap> 
piuffs  behind  them. 

We  pulled  straight  across  towards  the  rocky  Isle  of  Buffen, 
\^hich  is  indented  by  innumerable  bays  and  inlets,  so  that  wenad 
no  fear  of  finding  a  place  wherein  to  concesl  our  boat.  This 
island,  which  is  one  of  the  largest  in  the  Baltic,  and  was  famoos 
of  old  for  the  bravery  and  valour  of  its  inhabitants,  the  Hugu, 
who  worshipped  the  barbarous  idol  Hertha,  rose  in  dusky  and 
broken  outline  ahead,  as  the  twinkling  lights  of  Stralsund  sank 
in  the  midnight  mist  astern. 

My  sturdy  Celts  soon  shot  their  light  boat  across  the  narrow 
Sound ;  we  ran  it  into  a  small  crecK,  which  lay  a  few  hundred 
yards  to  the  ^left  of  the  landing-place  near  Oldevehr,  and  there 
concealed  it  among  the  thick  underwood  that  overhung  the 
rocks. 

Ascending  the  narrow  and  now  untrodden  pathway  that  led 
'irectly  to  JBergen,  the  little  capital  which  hes  nearly  in  the 
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centre  of  the  isle,  we  struck  off  immediately,  by  a  road  which 
Father  Ignatius  had  described  to  me  as  leading  to  the  lorking- 
place  of  Bandolo,  and  which,  though  a  small  and  obscure  track, 
my  followers,  to  whom  I  imparted  my  purpose  and  all  the  bear- 
ings of  the  plaoe,  found  with  the  mstinct  of  true  Highland 
foresters. 

This  island,  where  in  after  years  our  regiment  achieyed  one  of 
its  most  brilliant  yictories,  measures  about  thirty  miles  each  wa^; 
but  so  deeply  are  its  rocky  shores  embayed  by  the  sea,  that  no 

I)art  can  be  farther  than  three  miles  from  the  shore.  Enden,  a 
ittle  islet  now  lying  in  der  Itugische  Bodden,  and  anciently  a 
part  of  it,  was  rent  from  the  mainland  by  a  tempest  in  the  four- 
teenth century,  when  the  sea  burst  through  the  isthmus,  and 
formed  a  deep  channel,  through  which  the  largest  yessels  can, 
sail.  The  centre  of  the  isle  was  so  fruitM,  that  it  was  called  the 
Granary  of  Stralsnnd ;  but  now  it  was  all  desolate :  the  cattle 
and  horses  had  been  shot  or  carried  off;  the  fields  lay  untilled  | 
the  farm-houses  were  burned  or  otherwise  destroyed ;  and  all  the 
inhabitants  had  fled  to  Pomerania,  sAye  a  few  miserable  beings 
who  lurked  in  the  half-ruined  town  of  Bergen,  or  Gingst  (a 
yiUage  of  linen^weayers),  or  Arcona,  where,  on  a  stuj)endous 
rock,  stands  an  ancient  castle  of  the  Yandals,  containing  the 
temple  of  their  four-headed  god,  Siyanteyite,  in  whose  seryice 
were  kept  three  hundred  horses  of  spotless  white,  and  whose 
worship  was  abolished  by  Waldemar  of  Denmark,  when  he  con- 
quered the  island  in  1168. 

Aided  by  the  rising  moon,  and  guided  by  the  landmarks, 
haying  frequently  studied,  during  leisure  hours  at  Stralsund,  an 
old  map  of  Pomerania  and  its  islands,  drawn  by  the  geographer 
Ortelius,  I  led  my  party  directly  to  that  part  of  Eiigen  in  wnich 
Father  Ignatius  had  giyen  me  reason  to  belieye  Bandolo  was 
lurking,  like  one  of  uiose  wild  wolyes  whose  baying  broke  at 
times  upon  the  solemn  stillness  of  the  midnight  sky. 

Unseen  and  in  silence,  we  passed  yarious  little  hamlets,  such 
as  Casneyitz  on  the  right,  Landau  on  the  left,  and  Bergen,  which 
lay  fifteen  miles  distant  from  Stralsund,  and  was  then  diminished 
to  about  a  hundred  houses.  By  one  of  the  country  people  (who 
speak  a  species  of  Solayonian)  we  were  directed  to  turn  round 
tne  angle  of  a  bay  which  lay  on  our  left ;  the  wayes  of  the  sea 
were  dashing  on  our  right,  and  we  threaded  our  way  along  a 
narrow  granite  ridge  which  leads  to  the  wooded  peninsula  of 
Jasmiinde,  the  northern  extremity  of  which  was  that  remarkable 
chalky  cliff,  six  hundred  feet  high  aboye  the  sea — ^the  Stubben- 
kamer,  the  highest  peak  of  whidi  is  named  the  Koenin^stuhl,  or 
King*s-chair.  We  had  now  reached  the  north-east  pomt  of  the 
isle,  and  were  more  than  four-and-twenty  miles  from  Stralsund. 
The  hour  was  about  two  in  the  morning )  and  thus,  thanks  to  our 
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skffdjT  limbs  and  thews,  we  had  got  oTer  a  deTions  and  difficult 
route  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time. 

Before  ns  lay  a  wooded  valley  covered  by  dense  timber,  and 
darkened  by  tne  richest  foliage.  This  was  the  forest  of  Job- 
munde,  which  supplied  all  Biigen  with  fuel.  Beyond  it  rose  the 
headland  called  the  Cape  of  Stubbenkamer,  against  whose  base 
of  rock  the  Baltic  rolled  its  waves ;  and  between  ns  and  the 
moon,  like  a  deep  basin  girdled  in  l^  the  wooded  hills,  lay  the 
BlacJe  Lake,  overlooked  by  the  cavern  which,  as  the  Jesuit  had 
assured  me,  was  occupied  by  Bandolo,  and  lay  directly  opposUe 
the  path  by  which  we  approached  its  bank. 

"  Softly  now,  Phadrig,"  said  I ;  ''we  are  right  upon  the  trail 
of  the  wolf;  keep  under  the  foliage,  for  although  the  lake  is  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  broad,  he  may  detect  us  by  the  light  of  that 
beautiful  moon." 

"  Some  one  has  passed  this  way  but  a  short  time  9§o"  ^ 
Phadrig,  who  was  on  his  knees,  examining  like  a  Highlmd 
huntsman  the  pathway,  which  was  covered  with  grass. 

"  Ah ! — ^and  in  what  direction  P"  I  asked. 

"  Towards  the  water ;  for  in  that  way  the  pressure  lies,  and 
the  leaves  and  twigs  on  each  side  are  tossed  in  that  direction." 

"You  have  sharp  eyes,  Phadrig  I  can  you  detect  anythisg 
more  P" 

"  Only,  that  the  footmarks  are  those  of  a  man  by  their  weigbt 
and  size." 

"  Good — ^we  are  on  the  scent,  then !" 

"A  barefooted  man,"  added  one  of  our  soldiers;  ''see,  Ser- 
geant Mhor  M'Farquhar,'  the  blades  of  grass  are  neither  broken 
nor  cut  by  brogue  nor  boot,  but  just  pressed  fiat." 

*'  Eachin  M'Donuil  is  right,  sir,"  said  Phadrig,  erecting  his 
tall  figure;  *'and,  moreover,"  he  added, ^linking  his  voice,  "at 
every  second  footmark  there  is  the  angular  indent  of  a  musket- 
butt.  I  will  therefore  say  that  the  man  has  been  armed,  bare- 
footed, and  weary,  and  leaned  on  his  gun  as  he  walked  towards 
the  loch-side ;  but  there  we  lose  the  track." 

'*  He  has  either  swum  over,  or  gone  round  by  the  water-side,** 
said  I,  "for  the  cave  lies  opposite." 

By  stooping  down,  we  could  perceive  under  the  dark  brow  of 
a  wooded  clin,  and  close  to  the  water,  a  darker  spot,  whidi  we 
had  no  doubt  was  the  identical  and  primitive  habitation  we  were  I 
in  search  of. 

"  Let  us  separate,"  said  Phadrig :  "  I  will  gp  round  by  the 
left,  with  Eachin  M'Donuil  and  ms  brother;  if  Yon,  Captain 
BoUo,  will  take  the  right,  with  their  two  comrades.  I 

"  Very  good,  Phadrig,  and  we  will  steal  softly  towards  the 
cavern,  which  must  be  otir  meeting-place.  Look  once  more  to 
'^our  muskets  and  powder— be  wary,  as  if  you  were  tracldng* 
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wild  bull  by  the  sbores  of  Locliindall  or  the  Mull  of  O'e  at  home 
in  Isla — and  e7ery  man  of  yon  shall  have  a  piece  of  gold  to  string 
at  his  bonnet-lng  for  this  night's  work,  and  more." 

We  separated,  and,  diving  into  the  coppice,  crept  stealthily 
round  the  lake,  pausing  frequently  to  listen  to  any  passing  sound; 
but  all  was  still  as  the  grave.  Over  the  bare  scalp  of  the  Stnb- 
benkamer,  the  cold  white  moonlight  streamed  into  the  silent  and 
wooded  hollow,  silvering  the  leaves,  and  the  still,  waveless 
surface  of  the  lake.  !Not  a  branch  stirred,  for  the  wind  was 
breathless,  and  the  fleecy  clouds  were  floating  unmoved  in  the 
wide  blue  sky. 

As  we  creipt  round  with  panther-like  steps,  and  with  that 
noiseless  motion  which  the  foresters  of  the  Highland  woods 
nathrally  acquired,  like  the  Indians  of  America,  by  their  habits 
of  war  and  hunting,  my  mind  waa  fully  occupied  by  the  antici- 
pation of  capturing  Bandolo,  and  meting  out  upon  his  head  the 
Sunishment  which  his  life  of  atrocity  so  well  merited,  and  which 
believed  no  human  hand  could  make  sufficiently  severe,  there 
recurred  to  me  a  story  (concerning  this  very  lake  in  the  wood  of 
Jasmiinde)  which  I  remembered  to  have  read  in  Cluverius ;  and 
which,  if  I  had  related  it  to  my  followers,  might  have  put  them 
all  to  flight ;  for  although  they  were  fellows  who  would  have 
faced  Satan  himself  by  daylight,  the  same  personage  in  the  dark 
was  quite  another  matter. 

Cluverius  asserts  that  this  Black  Lake  is  of  wondrous  depth ; 
that  it  is  bottomless  ;  and,  though  teeming  witli  fish,  is  the  abode 
of  demons,  who  will  not  permit  either  boats  to  swim  on  its  surface 
or  nets  to  sink  into  its  waters,  which,  like  the  wood  around  them, 
were  sacred  to  the  goddess  Hertha  and  her  brother  Nikelas,  on 
whose  altars  the  early  Christians  were  yearly  sacrificed.  Cluverius 
/elates,  that  in  his  ^n  time  some  of  tlie  liu^^ii  brought  a  boat  to 
the  lake  one  evening,  and  returned  next  day  with  the  intention 
of  fishing;  but,  lo!  to  their  astonishment,  it  had  disappeared. 
After  a  long  search,  the  boat  was  discovered,  thrown  on  the  top 
of  one  of  the  most  gigantic  beech-trees,  and  danj^ling  far  beyond 
their  reach.  As  they  shrunk  back,  they  muttered  one  to 
another — 

"  'Tis  the  devils  of  the  Stubbenkamer  who  have  done  this  !" 
"It  was  not  the  devils"  cried  a  terrible  voice,  from  the  bosom 
of  the  lake ;  "  but  only  my  brother  Nikelas  and  Z" 

"  We  can  only  suppose,"  adds  Cluverius,  "  that  the  unclean 
spirits,  bein^  wroth  at  the  abolition  of  their  worship,  still  love  to 
play  their  tricks  where  idolatry  was  practised  of  old." 

After  considerable  labour  in  piercing  the  thick  barriers  of 
tangled  briers,  furze,  and  roots  oi  old  and  decayed  trees,  that 
encircled  the  lake,  but  shrouded  from  Bandolo's  eye  by  the  foliage 
with  which  our  dark-green  tartaus  blended,  crawling  on  our 

HH 
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bands  and  knees,  and  dragging  our  muskets  after  us,  we  softly 
approached  the  low  brow  of  rock  that  oyerfaung  tbe  water,  and  in 
tne  face  of  which  there  yawned  a  oaTem,  having  a  moaih  liJre 
some  low  rustic  arch,  against  the  piers  of  which  tbe  water  chafed 
m  tiny  riplets,  but  the  recesses  of  which  probably  pierced  tiie 
profundity  of  the  Stubbenkamer. 

A  sound  like  the  croak  of  a  crow  announced  to  us  that  onr 
comrades  were  within  pistol-shot  on  the  opposite  side ;  a  M'Donald 
i-eplied  by  another  sound  like  the  whirr  of  a  partridge,  these 
being  the  signals  agreed  upon.  Suddenly  a  wild  and  haggard 
figure  came  forth  from  the  cnasm.  It  was  Bandolo,  the  assassiii 
of  Gabrielle  1 

My  breath  came  thick  and  fast,  and  I  heard  the  click  of  locks 
as  my  men  cocked  their  muskets.  We  were  within  twenty  feet 
of  him,  yet  he  saw  us  not.  He  leaned  with  his  bands  crossed 
and  his  chin  resting  on  the  muzzle  of  a  long  Spanish  musket, 
which  I  thus  supposed  to  be  unloaded.  He  was  pale  and  ghastly; 
for  wounds,  want,  fatigue,  and  danger  had  wrought  their  worst 
upon  him.  His  coal-black  hair  hung  in  matted  elf-locks  around 
his  neck,  and  over  his  eyes  and  ears ;  a  thick  beard  bristled  on 
his  chin ;  his  hollow  and  glistening  eye  gazed,  with  a  wild  and 
unsettled  expression,  alternately  on  the  sailing  moon  and  the 
deep  still  waters .  of  the  placid  lake.  He  was  almost  nude, 
havmg  nothing  upon  him  but  the  tattered  remains  of  a  shirt  and 
a  pair  of  breeches.  His  brown  and  muscular  arms  and  legs, 
from  knee  downwards,  were  bare ;  his  breast  was  also  bare,  save 
where  crossed  by  the  belt  of  a  cartridge-pouch  and  the  fluttering 
rags  of  what  had  been  a  shirt.  He  was  the  very  personification 
of  a  hunted  wild  beast — of  a  devil  cast  out  from  the  society  of 
devils— or  of  what  he  was,  a  wretch  against  whom  all  men  had 
lifted  up  their  hands,  and  whose  hands  wer%uplifted  against  all 
men. 

One  of  my  soldiers  blew  his  match,  and  the  red  glow  caught 
Bandolo's  haggard  eye.  He  uttered  a  growl,  snatched  his'  musket, 
and,  rushing  on  one  side,  was  confronted  by  the  towering  figure 
of  Phadrig  Mhor,  with  his  Lochaber  axe  upraised,  and  the  biurels 
of  two  muskets  levelled  right  at  his  head. 

Gnashing  his  teeth  with  rage  and  astonishment,  be  uttered  a 
bitter  curse,  and  turned  to  the  other  side,  between  the  lake  and 
rocks,  but  was  there  met  by  the  brass  orb  of  my  target,  my  up- 
lifted claymore,  and  two  musket-barrels  also  levelled  straight  at 
his  head.  Uttering  a  howl  of  wrath  and  fury,  he  made  a  motion 
as  if  to  leap  into  the  lake,  and  then,  changing  his  intention, 
rushed  into  the  cavern ;  and  now  we  were  somewhat  puzzled, 
for  we  knew  not  the  depth  or  the  windings  of  the  place,  from 
•^he  recesses  of  which  he  might  easily  shoot  us  all .  down  by  his 

idly  aim  if  we  entered;  for  the  zeiiection  of  the  moon  from 
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the  lake  would  enaUe  him  to  fire  with  terrible  preciflion,  while 
we  could  not  give  him  back  a  shot  in  return. 

There  was  a  pause.  Eachin  M'Bonuil  stooped  down  and  fired 
into  the  cavern  at  random ;  at  the  same  moment  a  ball  from 
Bandolo  grazed  his  head,  and  the  double  report  reverberated 
among  the  woods  and  in  the  far  recesses  of  the  granite  rooks  in 
which  the  fissure  yawned. 

"Dia!  this  will  never  do,"  said  the  islesman,  as  be  drew  back  to 
reload ;  "it  is  always  darkest  under  a  lamp.  We  may  be  within 
arm's-length  of  this  fellow,  and  yet  not  see  him." 

" Let  us  all  rush  in,"  said  I ;  "he  cannot  knock  us  all  on  the 
head.  Come,  mj  boys !  with  a  good  cause  and  a  day's  pay  oae 
mav  face  the  devil !" 

But  they  were  too  wary ;  and,  brave  as  they  were,  drew  back, 
saying — 

"  £id  iijfou  are  shot,  Captain  Bollo,  who  will  tell  the  marshal 
frhv  we  left  Stralsund  P" 

I  was  somewhat  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed,  for  to  besiege  Ban« 
dolo  in  the  cavern  and  starve  him  out,  would  be  a  tedious  and 
dangerous  process;  as  we  would  have  to  starve  ourselves  in  the 
first  place,  and  run  the  risk  of  being^  killed  or  captured  if  any  of 
the  Imperialists  paid  the  isle  a  visit  from  the  Duke  of  Fried- 
land's  camp;  but  Phadrig  and  our  four  M'Donalds  were  well 
versed  in  all  the  tactics  of  mountain  war£are,  and  prepared  at 
once  to  smoke  him  out.  While  two  kept  guard  with  their 
muskets  cocked,  the  others  hewed  down  a  quantity  of  decayed 
wood,  and  hurled  over  bundles  of  withered  grass  and  the  last 
year's  leaves.  In  the  midst  of  these  I  threw  a  fiamine  match. 
Ignited  by  snapping  a  musket ;  the  leaves,  grass,  and  branches 
shot  up  into  a  fiame,  and  upon  that  flame  we  threw  a  vast 
number  of  branches  freshly  hewn  from  pine-trees.  Phadrig  con- 
tinued to  cleave  down  the  resinous  boughs  and  green  savings, 
and  these,  which  were  to  smoulder,  were  mingled  with  drier 
branches  to  bum;  thus  the  fire  and  smoke  rapidly  increased 
together.  As  they  rose,  they  were  caught  by  tne  arch  of  the 
fissure,  into  which  they  were  rolled  by  a  west  wind  that  blew 
across  the  Black  Lake. 

The  wooded  amphitheatre,  of  which  its  placid  waters  seemed 
to  form  the  arena,  glowed  in  light ;  the  leaves  of  the  distant 
trees  reddened  in  the  gleam,  and  a  long  line  of  wavering  fire 
streamed  from  the  narrow  rocks  across  the  bosom  of  the  lake, 
whose  woods  and  waters  were  all  unchanged,  as  when  the 
priests  of  Hertha  raised  their  flaming  altars  liy  its  wild  seques- 
tered shore. 

The  McDonalds  continued  this  work  in  grim  silence,  which 
they  interrupted  only  by  a  low  and  fierce  remark  in  Gaelic ;  for 
these  four  men  were  me  sole  survivors  of  the  clan  Donald  of  Eig 
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nearly  the  whole  of  whom  were  smoked  to  death  in  a  great  cayem 
by  M*Lean  of  that  Ilk* 

I  now  applied  my  sword  to  the  work,  and  hewed  away  vith 
right  good  will,  heaping  branches  of  every  kind  upon  the  flame 
below  us ;  the  rocks  soon  became  blackened,  and  the  flame,  as 
it  licked  their  granite  faces,  scorched  off  the  grass  and  flowers. 
The  smoke  rapidly  became  a  dark  volume,  stifling  even  to  our- 
selves, and  now  day  began  to  dawn  on  the  bare  scalp  of  the 
Koeningstuhl. 

For  nearly  an  hour  the  fire  had  burned,  and  Phadrig  was 
beginning  to  express  fears  that  Bandolo  was  no  longer  in  the 
cavern,  but  had  escaped  by  some  secret  outlet;  when,  lo!  I 
heard  a  wild  and  despairing  cry,  followed  by  the  discharge  of 
two  muskets,  and,  escaping  both,  Bandolo  darted  out  of  his 
lurking-place,  scattering  the  blazing  brands  with  his  bare  feet, 
and — with  his  eyes  starting  from  their  sockets,  his  face  pale  as 
fear,  fury,  and  wrath  could  make  it,  his  long  black  hair  stream- 
ing on  the  wind,  his  long  musket  brandished  alofb,  butt  upper- 
most—burst out  through  tne  smoke  and  flame,  and,  with  a  thou- 
sand red  sparks  adhering  to  liis  hair  and  tattered  garments,  fled 
like  a  dun  deer  up  the  side  of  the  wooded  hill. 

Unwearied  by  our  long  march  firom  Oldevehr,  and  being  re- 
freshed by  the  halt  at  the  cavern-mouth,  and  the  cool  morning 
air,  we  sprang  away  in  pursuit,  dashing  up  the  ascent  like  true 
mountaineers,  or  like  tne  Luath  and  !Bran  of  other  times. 
Bandolo  frequently  paused  and  staggered  round  to  fire  a  shot 
at  whoever  chanced  to  be  foremost  in  pursuit ;  but  whenever 
he  halted,  we  either  threw  ourselves  flat  among  the  long  rank 
grass,  or  darted  behind  the  nearest  tree,  for  the  mossy  trunks 
of  the  firs  and  ashes  grew  thickly  on  the  sides  of  the  iCoening- 
stuhl. 

As  we  followed  him  in  a  half-circle,  keeping  about  a  himdred 
yards  apart,  and  thus  forming  a  radius  of  six  hundred  yards,  he 
soon  found  the  impossibility  of  outflanking  us  on  either  side, 
and  had  to  abandon  what  was  evidently  his  wish,  to  descend 
again  towards  that  wooded  hollow  from  whence  we  had  driven 
him.  He  was  now  compelled  to  continue  his  flight  towards  the 
XoBuingstuhl,  whose  bare,  chalky  scalp  we  could  perceive  above 
us,  gilded  by  the  rising  sun,  as  we  lefl  the  woods  behind,  and 
pursued  this  frantic  and  desperate  man  to  the  very  summit  of 
the  mountain,  which,  being  hewn  into  two  halves  by  some 
mighty  convulsion  of  nature,  has  formed  an  "abrupt  precipice 
above  the  chafing  waves,  and  is  named  the  Stubbenkamer— or 
most  northern  promontory  of  Riigen.  Before  him  lay  the  wide 
expanse  of  the  Baltic  ocean,  gleaming  in  purple  and  yellow  as 

*  Their  bones  majr  ^i\\  be  seen,  strewing  the  floor  of  this  cavern  in  £igg,  om 
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the  sun  arose  from  its  shining  waters,  tten  dotted  "by  many 
a  distant  sail,  bearing  away  towards  the  far-off  gulfs  of  Fin 
land  and  Botlinia.  At  his  feet  yawned  an  abyss,  where  the 
waves  foamed  on  the  reefs  of  chalky  rock,  and  oehind  were  six 
strong  and  active  men,  all  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  bent  on  his 
destruction.  Poor  wretch!  on  every  side  was  death,  and  in 
his  heart— despair ! 

There  was  neither  remedy,  succour,  hope,  nor  escape— and 
now,  like  a  famished  or  hunted  wolf,  he  turned  and  faced  us  at 
the  verge  of  the  precipice.  Wild,  ferocious,  strong,  and  athletic, 
blackened  and  scorched  by  the  fire  through  which  he  had  passed 
—he  stood,  Hke  a  naked  Hercules,  with  his  muscular  figure 
towering  in  full  relief  against  the  brightness  of  that  orient  morn- 
ing  sky  which  spread  behind  him. 

As  we  approached  him  all  our  muskets  were  empty,  and  my 
men  were  deliberately  reloading.  His  we  knew  to  be  loaded,  and 
he  was  examining  the  lock  and  priming  as  we  drew  near.  He  was 
a  deadly  shot,  and  out  of  six  of  us  one  was  certain  to  fall.  I  had 
no  doubt  that  his  last  bullet  was  meant  for  me ;  so  I  covered 
my  breast  with  my  hght  Highland  target  as  we  advanced, 
resolving,  at  all  risks,  to  rush  upon  him  sword  in  hand  when- 
ever I  came  near  enough.  Instead  of  levelling  his  musket 
against  us,  he  placed  the  butt  upon  the  ground  and  the  muzzle 
under  his  chin — 

"Ha — ^ha!"  said  he,  in  a  husky  voice;  "did  you  think  of 
taking  Bandolo  ahve  P  My  hour  is  come — all  is  confused  and 
terriWe !  see — there  are  other  men  among  you — and  women  too 
—dim  shadows,  with  glaring  eyes,  and  bosoms  gashed  by  pistol- 
shots  and  dagger- wounds !  (He  passed  his  hand  over  his  eyes.) 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  tis  all  a  dream — ^I  rave !  Look  upon  my  sufferings 
-—these  wasted  arms,  these  tattered  rags — these  hoUow  cheeks, 
these  wounds  and  bruises — ^these  scorched  and  blackened  scars ! 
Gloat  upon  them  even  as  I  would  have  gloated  upon  your  con- 
fusion, shame,  and  agony  in  an  hour  like  this;  but  Bandolo 
eludes  you  thus  in  death,  as  in  life  he  has  eluded  thousands  !" 

He  touched  the  trigger  with^his  foot — shot  himself  through 
the  head,  and  fell  whizzmg  through  the  air  into  the  abyss  below. 
At  the  moment  he  did  this,  we  were  almost  within  arm's- 
length  of  him;  and  never,  until  my  own  hour  comes,  shall  I 
forget  the  terrible  expression  of  his  ghastly  face,  and  the  con- 
vulsed heaving  of  his  vast  chest  and  shoulders.  We  peered  over 
the  giddy  verge,  where,  five  hundred  feet  below,  the  white-edged 
waves  were  cnafing  on  the  chalky  beach ;  but  we  could  see  no 
trace  of  the  wretched  suicide. 

And  yet,  strange  though  it  may  appear,  he  did  not  then 
die. 
Three  days  afterwards,  Sir  Nickelas  Yaldemar,  when  cru' 
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off  the  Stabbenkamer,  perceired  the  body  of  a  man  lyinff  upon 
the  beach,  and  tent  a  boat's  crew  ashore ;  and  Bandolo  (ulou^Ii 
the  sailors  knew  him  not)  was  found  by  them  with  me  BtiE 
lingeriztff  in  his  shattered  frame.  But  what  was  his  condition? 

•The  ball,  which  entered  his  chin,  had  passed  out  thronffh  his 
nose,  by  the  ansle  at  which  he  held  his  head ;  thus  no  yit&i  part 
was  injured.  Tiie  sea  refused  to  drown  him,  and  had  flung  him 
back  upon  the  shelving  shore,  and  there,  with  his  shattered  head 
and  broken  limbs,  he  lay  naked  and  slowly  dying,  for  the  powers 
of  life  were  wonderfully  tenacious  within  nim.  The  seagulls  uid 
cormorants  had  sat  upon  his  breast,  and  torn  the  flesh  from 
his  face,  and  the  hair  firom  his  temples,  yet  he  could  not  resist 
them.  Swarms  of  insects  had  buzzed  aoout  hia  wounds,  and 
inserted  their  suckers,  till  the  spray  of  the  ocean  washed  them 
off,  and  left  its  bitter  salt  to  render  sharper  yet  the  gnat  and 
hornet's  sting. 

We  are  left  to  imagine  the  despairing  cries  he  may  haie 
uttered  to  God  for  pity,  and  to  man  for  help— cries  heard  only 
by  the  wild  and  the  flitting  seabirds ;— we  are  left  to  imagine  the 
burning  thirst  that  must  nave  scorched  his  vitals,  and  the  com- 
plication of  agony  endured  by  him  from  so  many  wounds  and 
sores ;  and,  greater  yet  than  all,  the  'scorpion's  stmg  of  wakened 
conscience,  tnat,  like  boiling  lead,  falling  drop  by  <&op  upon  his 
breast,  must  have  tortured  his  dying  hours — ^for  tney  were  manv. 

■Why  pursue  further  this  revolting  description  of  the  wrath  and 
retribution  exercised  by  Fate  upon  his  miserable  frame  P  Blind, 
for  the  gulls  had  torn  nis  eyes  from  their  sockets ;  maimed,  for 
his  limbs  had  been  shattered  by  falling  into  the  shallow  water; 
tortured  to  madness  by  thirst,  by  the  reptiles  and  salt  that 
festered  together  in  his  wounds — he  was  round  by  the  sailors 
of  Sir  Nickelas,  who  could  only  survey  him  with  horror  and 
astonishment,  aa  he  lay  dying  and  despairing  with  his  battered 
frame  partly  merged  in  the  rippling  water. 

One,  less  feeling  than  his  companions,  stirred  Bandolo  with  an 
oar,  and  he  immediately  expired.  Then  a  shot  was  attached  to 
his  heels,  and,  dragged  off  tne^helf  of  rock  by  a  boat-hook,  the 
body  was  immediately  buried  m  the  sea.  It  was  not  for  some 
months  after  this  that  I  learned  this  terrible  sequel  to  the  story 
of  his  fate,  and  to  our  adventure  on  the  Stubbenkamer. 


CHAPTEE  TiXXXVJLLL 

THB  BLACK  FLAOUS. 

'  TsyiKo  that  Bandolo  had  perished  at  the  moment  he  diS' 

'ed  over  the  Stubbenkamer,  we  descended  the  KoBningstuhli 

ik  the  direct  road  along  the  granite  isthmus  towards 
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Sergen;  which  we  reached  about  mid-day,  and  where  we  were 
hospitably  entertained  by  the  bargomaster,  who  was  very  friendly 
to  us,  as  foes  of  the  Imperialists ;  for  Bogislaus  IV.,  Dake  of 
Pomerania  and  Eileen,  was  in  alliance  with  the  northern  kings. 
As  the  dake*s  yassal,  he  considered  it  his  duty  to  show  us  every 
attention,  and  procured  us  a  wagon,  drawn  by  two  stout  horses, 
by  which  we  travelled  towards  the  Sound.  I  took  care  that  the 
night  shoxdd  be  set  in  before  we  reached  Oldevehr,  for  the  nar- 
row strait  was  full  of  Austrian  gun-boats. 

In  the  creek,  we  found  our  little  shallop  still  safe  in  its  con^ 
cealment,  and,  embarking,  put  forth  before  the  moon  rose,  and 
reached  the  mole  of  Stralsund  in  safety,  but  to  find  that  we  had 
now  to  encounter  another  and  more  terrible  foe  than  starvation 
or  the  Imperialists. 

A  pestilence,  like  unto  that  terrible  Black  JPlague  which  deso- 
lated Denmark  in  the  thirteenth  century,  and  caried  ofiT  two- 
thirds  of  the  inhabitants,  committing  irreparable  injury  on  its 
agriculture  and  commerce, — a  pestilence  now  conduced  by  starva- 
tion and  misery,  by  excitement,  grief,  and  poverty,  and  by  the 
terrible  malaria  arising  from  the  slime  of  the  wet  ditches,  the 
sluices  of  which  had  been  destroyed  by  the  Austrian  artillery, 
and  increased  by  the  fetid  atmosphere  of  the  shallow  trenches, 
where  Wallenstein  had  buried  vast  numbers  of  his  slain  to  wind- 
ward of  the  city,  for  so  I  may  call  it,  from  the  long  prevalence 
of  the  wind  in  one  direction — a  pestilence  that  assailed  the  old 
aDd  the  young,  the  active  and  the  listless,  the  brave  soldiers  who 
manned  the  ramparts  and  the  timid  citizens  who  lurked  in  their 
ceUars  to  avoid  the  bursting  bombs  and  passing  cannon-shot, — 
had  now  broken  out  in  Stralsund,  to  increase  the  troubles,  the 
anxieties,  and  the  already  manifold  dangers  of  the  siege. 

In  one  day  this  terrible  epidemic  had  seized  on  m^re  than 
fifty  persons.  Next  day  there  were  a  himdred  victims.  No  pen 
can  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  the  terror  of  the  Stralsunders. 
The  upper  classes,  however,  comforted  themselves  that  the  pest 
confined  itself  as  vet  to  the  lower — those  poor,  haggard,  and 
wretched  beings  wnom  lack  of  raiment,  work,  and  food,  made 
their  shattered  frames,  like  those  of  the  drunken  and  the  dissi- 
pated, most  liable  to  infection. 

In  three  days  it  spread  so  fast  that  three  hundred  perished. 
Many  rushed  to  schnaps  and  corn-brandy  to  drown  their  cares 
and  apprehensions ;  and  those  imhappy  wretches,  in  a  state  of 
madness  and  intoxication,  were  frequently  seen  rushing,  half 
nude,  from  the  lower  purlieus  of  the  city,  pale,  wan,  and  ghastly, 
or  livid  and  yellow  as  oranges,  uttering  shrieks  of  blasphemy 
and  lewdness,  and  making  us  shudder  at  the  thought  of  the 
terrible  scenes  enacted  in  the  dens  from  whence  they  had  come. 
Into  these  places  our  men  were  reluctant  to  penetrate  to  bur^ 
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the  dead,  many  of  whom  we  knew  to  be  Iving  imco£Sned  and 
imshrouded.  J3ut  the  orders  of  the  marshal  were  not  to  be 
resisted.  Men  were  required  to  volunteer  for  the  burial  seiriee 
as  for  a  forlorn  hope,  and  liberal  supplies  of  corn-brandy  were 
given  to  those  who  cdd  so.  Colonel  Dubbelsteim's  Dutchmen, 
immoveable  and  phlegmatic  fellows,  had  this  dutyluckily  assigned 
to  them.  Deep  trenches  were  dug  outside  the  JFrankendor,  and 
into  these  the  dead  (many  of  whom  were  worn  to  mere  skeletons 
by  famine  and  sickness)  were  flung  over  each  other,  pell-mell, 
old  men  and  little  children,  side  by  side,  and  there  we  covered 
them  up,  shovelling  great  piles  of  earth,  stones,  and  rabbish 
over  them. 

This  mali|^nant  pest  soon  spread  into  our  own  ranks,  and  ter- 
rible havoc  it  made  among  our  brave  Highlanders.  This  was 
soon  perceptible  by  the  diminution  of  our  numbers ;  for  every 
company,  as  it  came  to  its  post  at  the  Frankendor,  lacked  an 
officer,  a  sergeant,  and  ten,  fifteen,  or  twenty  of  its  files.  The 
churches  wera  turned  into  hospitals,  where,  with  no  other  bed- 
ding than  straw  and  their  plaids,  our  soldiers  lay  side  by  side, 
and  dying  fust  from  lack  of  sufficient  medical  attendance ;  and 
being  rendered — ^by  their  previous  scanty  food,  the  low  and  foggy 
atmosphere,  the  putrid  effluvia  of  the  German  trenches,  tlie 
malaria  of  our  own  stagnant  ditches — peculiarly  liable  to  attack, 
and  less  able  to  resist  it. 

The  chief  of  our  medical  staff)  Dr.  Pennicuik  of  that  Dk,  wa« 
of  more  service  than  twenty  of  the  Danish  doctors ;  while  it 
was  pleasing  to  see  the  Eev.  Gideon  Geddes  and  Father  IgnsAira 
emulating  each  other,  and  working  side  by  side  like  good 
Samaritans  among  the  sick  and  dying ;  yet  not  so  oblivious  of 
their  former  polemics,  as  to  resist  the  opportunity  of  firing  as 
occasional  shot  at  each  other  over  the  very  corpse  of  some  poor 
fellow  whose  spirit  had  eluded  both  their  kind  efforts  to  detain 
him  here.  Stralsund  became  a  mere  charnel-house ;  now  it  was 
that  I  trembled  for  Ernestine,  and  wished  her  in  the  Imperial 
camp—anywhere  but  within  those  walls,  which  engirt  so  much 
suffering  and  so  many  new  miseries,  in  addition  to  those  caused 
by  scarcity  of  food  and  the  cannonading  by  land  batteries  and 
gun-boats  on  the  •  Sound.  I  was  reluctant  and  terrified  to  enter 
her  presence,  lest  I  should  convey  that  pestilence  forwhiclil 
had  no  fear  personally,  and  the  cautions  i  gave  were  countless. 
When  not  on  duty,  Phadrig  Mhor  and  Gillian  M*Bane  were 
installed  as  a  garde  du  corps,  and  occupied  the  lower  story  oi 
the  house,  with  orders  to  bar  ingress  to  all  under  pain  of  death  ; 
but  now  none  came  hither ;  for  Father  Ignatius  had  the  good 
sense  to  remain  away,  and  Ian  Dhu  never  came  nearer  the  dooi 
*^^^n  the  garden  plot,  where  he  was  wont  to  converse  for  a  fe^ 
utes  and  then  retire,  for  no  entreaty  of  Ernestine  could 
3  him  enter. 
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One  forenoon,  when  the  frowsy  lITovember  fog  was  rising  like 
a'veil  from  the  face  of  the  beleaguered  city,  I  had  come  off  guard 
at  the  Frankendor.  Culcraigie's  company  had  relieved  mine, 
which  I  dismissed  to  their  comfortless  billets  in  the  market- 
place, and  then  hurried,  as  was  my  wont,  to  inquire  for  Ernes- 
tine. I  observed  that  the  gate  of  the  garden  stood  wide  open, 
that  the  house-door  was  ajar,  and  that  all  the  blinds  in  front 
were  still  drawn  closely  down,  although  the  noon  was  approach- 
ing. A  pang  of  terror  shot  through  me,  for  usually  the  gate  and 
door  were  kept  shut,  and  at  such  an  hour  the  blinds  were  always 
drawn  up,  and  the  smiling  face  of  Ernestine  was  the  first  object 
that  greeted  me.  But  on  this  morning  the  blinds  remained 
motionless,  and  no  face  was  smiling  there. 

I  rushed  into  the  vestibule,  and  found  M'Bane  fast  asleep  on 
a  bench.    The  poor  fellow  was  exhausted. 

"  Gillian,  thou  glaiket  gilly,"  said  I ;  "  how  and  where  is  the 
youns:  lady  P" 

"  Where  P" 

"Yes — where P  Must  I  prick  you  with  my  skene-dhuP 
Where  is  she  P" 

"  Gone  to  the  hospital." 

"  Hospital!**  I  gasped  as  if  a  ball  had  passed  through  my 
heart.    "  To  the  great  church  opposite  the  Bourse  P  *' 

"  Yes,  captain ;  a  poor  gilly  hke  me  could  never  gainsay 
that " 

I  rushed  through  the  streets,  on  my  way  passing  two  carts 
laden  with  the  dead  who  had  died  over-night — pale,  frightful, 
and  emaciated  remains ;  but  decently  covered  by  a  pall  of  white 
linen  cloth.  These  were  on  their  way  to  the  trenches,  and 
were  surrounded  by  a  half-intoxicated  party  of  Dubbelsteim's 
musketeers,  armed  only  with  shovels  and  mattocks.  On  one  of 
those  carts  lay  the  body  of  Major  Fritz,  which,  as  a  mark  of 
respect,  had  been  rolled  up  in  one  of  the  blankets  of  his  bed,  and 
was  tied  in  three  places  with  rough  cord.  Poor  Fritz  !  even  his 
widow's  dioubloons,  her  dinners  and  her  wine  (when  others  had 
none),  could  not  save  him  from  the  pest.  Keaching  the  church, 
I  entered  for  the  first  time  the  abode  of  more  mental  and  bodily 
suffering  than  I  (devoutly)  hope  it  may  ever  be  my  lot  to  see 
again,  it  presented  a  complication  of  all  that  was  terrible  and 
revolting. 

Our  soldiers  lay  in  rows ;  a  few  on  pallets,  a  few  on  trusses  of 
straw,  but  many  more  on  the  cold  pavement,  which  bore  the 
long  German  epitaphs  and  polished  brasses  of  the  men  of  other 
times.  There  were  patients  in  all  stages  of  this  putrid  and 
malignant  fever — from  him  who  was  merely  affected  by  premoni- 
tory pains  in  the  head,  and  the  throbbing  of  the  temporal  artery 
to  him  whose  bloodshot  eyes  were  red  as  living  coals,  who  ha( 
the  hissing  of  serpents  in  his  ears,  whose  breath  was  but  a  sue 
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cession  of  Iftborioas  lighs,  whose  swollen  tongue  was  white  as 
coral  or  black  as  ebony,  and  whose  skin  was  spotted  like  a  leper's; 
for  this  pest  was  the  worst  species  of  that  which  is  known  in 
Europe  as  the  putrid  fever,  and  was  accompanied  by  such 
excruciating  pains  in  the  stomach  and  loins  that  the  patients 
speedily  became  collapsed  and  exhausted. 

Many  of  our  strongest,  our  best,  and  brarest  soldiers  were 
lying  there  cold  and  stiff,  with  glased  eyes,  with  relaxed  jaws, 
and  forms  wasted  to  the  mere  shadows  of  what  they  were. 
Others  were  in  all  the  agonies  of  death,  with  foam  on  t^eir  lips, 
their  eyes  red  as  blood,  their  tongues  hard  and  white.  Others 
were  trembling  as  if  in  ague  fits ;  many  were  delirious,  and  sang 
Highland  coronachs,  low,  sad,  and  wailing ;  and  some,  who 
imagined  themselves  at  home,  were  caressing  and  talking  to  those 
relations  and  lovers  their  fancy  had  conjured  up.  Many  more 
believed  themselves  engaged,  and  encouraged  each  otner  by 
slogans  and  outcries. 

"  Caime  na'  cuimhne !"  I  heard  a  M'Farquhar  shout,  with  the 
voice  of  a  stentor ;  *'  club  your  muskets — come  on,  loiterers ! 
Dirk  and  claymore  is  the  order  I" 

"  Go,  go !"  replied  another  delirious  man,  with  scorn  ;  "teach 

four  mower  how  to  make  brose !  Dost  think  'tis  the  first  time 
have  smelt  powder  or  heard  the  olash  of  swords  P  Go— I  am 
one  of  the  clan  Donnoquhy  !" 

Full  of  gloom  and  despondency,  the  Germans  were  swearing, 
while  the  Frenchmen  chatted  and  sang.  What  a  medley  it  was ! 
But  in  some  places  there  were  sounds  of  prayer  and  lamentation : 
these  were  principally  among  our  own  soldiers.  In  a  comer, 
Torquil  Gorm,  our  pipe-major,  was  praying  in  touching  terms 
that  the  blessed  losa  Oriosd,  Mhic  Daibki,  Mhic  Abrahaim, 
would  have  mercy  upon  his  sufferings.  In  another  place,  Donald 
M'Yurich  was  lamenting  over  his  dead  comrade,  a  M'lntosh,  and 
repeatedly  exclaiming — 

**  Who  among  the  Clanchattan  was  like  thee,  O  Eonald  GlasF 
Would  to  Heaven  that  I — poor  Donald — might  have  satisfied 
death  by  dying  in  your  place  !'* 

These  men  had  only  oeen  shepherds  at  home ;  yet  Donald's 
grief  was  worthy  of  Auiens  or  Sparta.  It  is  not  always  under 
me  garments  of  purple  and  fine  linen  that  we  find  the  noblest 
hearts. 

The  genius  who  presided  over  this  harrowing  scene  was  Dr. 
Pennicuik,  our  chirurgeon-^eneral,  a  kind,  good  man,  and  able 
leech.  He  was  disrobed  to  his  shirt  and  breedies,  with  his  sleeves 
rolled  up  and  his  hands  dyed  in  blood,  for  he  was  bleeding  the 
patients  as  fast  as  they  were  borne  in,  and  the  blood  was  carried 

-ay  by  his  assistants  in  large  tin  basins.  There,  too,  wer«  the 
'erend  Gideon  Geddes  and  Father  Ignatius,  both  ministering 
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to  the  bodily  and  spiritiud  wants  of  suoh  as  would  receiye  atten- 
tion at  their  hands ;  but  they  sometimes  made  mistakes,  for  our 
chaplain  might  approach  some  red-hot  Bomanist,  while  the  poor 
Jesuit  applied  himself  to  some  sour  Presbyterian,  by  whom  he 
was  repulsed  with  very  little  ceremony.  At  last  they  both 
fastened  upon  one  old  Gael,  who  appeared  to  be  nothing  in  par- 
ticular, and  on  being  asked  what  he  was*  replied,  in  a  faint  yoice — 

"  One  of  the  clan  Donald." 

"  But  of  what  persuasion  P" 

"  A  musketeer  of  Culcraigie's  company," 

This  man  was  elderly,  and  his  hair  was  white  as  snow.  He 
was  dying,  and  his  son,  Eachin  M'Donuil,  who  had  recently 
accompanied  me  to  Bugen,  held  up  his  head  that  he  might  hear 
the  solemn  prayers  and  exhortations  of  the  two  pastors,  who 
required  him  to  forgive  all  his  enemies,  that  he  might  die  at  peace 
with  all  mankind.  This  he  avowed  himself  quite  willing  to  declare, 
excepting  so  far  as  concerned  the  M'ticods  of  jyrLeod,  the 
destroyers  of  his  race  in  Eigg ;  and,  at  the  thought  of  them,  the 
old  man's  dying  orbs  flashed  fire. 

Then  he  was  told  that  he  must  forgive  all  without  exception, 
or  all  their  exhortations  and  his  repentance  were  in  vain. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  with  an  effort,  as  he  grasped  his  son's  hand 
and  a  vindictive  gleam  passed  over  his  stern  grey  eyes,  "if  it 
must  be  so,  I  forgive  the  M'Leods,  but  remember  them,  you,  my 
son  Eachin — remember  !  "  With  these  words  he  expired ;  and 
Eachin  kissed  first  the  cold  brow  of  his  father,  and  then  the  blade 
of  his  dirk. 

I  thanked  Heaven  on  perceiving  Ernestine,  not,  as  in  my  first 
terror  I  had  expected,  stretched  among  the  females  in  that  por- 
tion of  the  church  which  had  been  screened  off  for  them,  but  on 
her  knees  between  the  jpallets  of  two  soldiers,  to  whom  she  was 
administering  something  prepared  for  them  by  the  surgeon. 
Inspired  by  a  fit  of  piety,  or  benevolence,  or  mercy  (which  you 
will),  or  by  that  pure  and  beautiful  zeal  which  leads  the  Sisters 
of  Mercy  to  visit  the  abodes  of  suffering,  poverty,  and  misery, 
she  had  stolen  to  this  frightful  hospital  to  minister  to  the  sicK. 
But  she — so  highly  bom,  so  cultivated  in  mind  and  refined  in 
nature,  so  gentle,  so  sensitive,  and  full  of  emotions  of  pity — had 
over-calculated  her  own  stren^^th  of  purpose,  and  now  trembled 
at  the  unexpected  and  revoltmg  horrors  combined  in  that  dis- 
mantled and  crowded  church. 

"Ah,  Ernestine!"  said  I,  "what  firenzy  brought  you  here-— 
and  on  such  an  errand  P  You  were  never  meant  for  drudgery 
such  as  this,  and  now  you  have  rendered  all  my  care  and  anxiety 
vain,  perhaps  most  fatally  vain,  by  running  into  the  jaws  of 
disease  and  death." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  she,  raising  her  pale  face  and  saddened  eyes 
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to  mine.  "  It  was  a  sudden  thought — a  happy  gleam — ^that  a  few- 
good  deeds  done  in  the  name  of  &abrielle  (tor  this  was  her  birtti- 
day)  might  please  her  spirit,  dear  Philip,  that  was  all — ^a  few 
good  deeds  done  in  the  name  of  onr  poor  Gabrielle,  for  the  good 
of  the  suffering  and  the  glory  of  Heaven." 

"  At  the  risk  of  your  own  life,  Ernestine !" 

"  Chide  her  not,  captain,"  said  the  harsh  voice  of  Gideon 
Geddes  ;  "for  in  one  hour  she  hath  dune  mair  than  ten  surgeons. 
The  merciful  are  blessed,  for  they  shall  obtain  mercy.  But,"  he 
added,  in  a  friendly  whisper,  "take  her  awa,  for  this  is  nae 
place  for  dames  of  high  degree." 

"  My  good  child,"  said  Father  Ignatius,  with  a  kind  smile  on 
his  long  and  lantern-jawed  face,  "  I  love  most  to  see  deeds  of 
mercy  when  they  come  from  a  woman's  hand,  and  brother  Gedde« 
hath  quoted  rightly." 

"  Brither  Geddes  meaneth,  that  the  blessedness  of  the  mercifnl 
consisteth  in  what  they  receive — ^not  what  they  ffive,**  retorted 
our  testy  preacher ;  "  K>r  I  do  not  believe  that  we  can  be  saved 

by  works  alone  ;  and,  mairower,  do  not  the  Gospels  say "  he 

continued,  erecting  his  short  punchy  figure,  and  preparing  even 
there  to  plunge  into  a  controversy,  which  the  doctor  at  once 
interrupted  by  despatching  them  on  separate  errands. 

'*  Philip,"  said  Ernestine,  in  a  low  voice,  "  take  me  away,  for 
the  atmosphere  of  this  place  is  stifling." 

I  gladly  led  her  out  mto  the  purer  air  of  the  street,  where  the 
noonday  sun  was  shining,  and  where,  overcome  by  all  she  had 
seen  and  heard,  she  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

"  Ay,  Ernestine,"  said  I,  as  a  shot  from  the  enemy's  batteries 
whistled  over  our  heads,  "here  is  much  to  shock  a  girl  like 
you :  war,  pestilence,  and  famine  are  no  trifling  foes  to  encounter." 

Another  shot,  a  thirty-six  pounder,  struck  a  pinnacle  of  the 
church  and  hurled  it  into  the  street ;  for  now,  taking  advantage 
of  our  lessened  numbers,  the  Imperialists  had  pushed  their 
batteries,  trenches,  and  parallels  Seu*  round  the  flank  of  the 
Frankenddr,  and  were  almost  within  pistol-shot.  In  some  places 
we  could  hear  the  voices  of  Carlstein  s  pioneers,  as  they  laughed 
and  sang  at  their  work  behind  the  ramparts  of  earth. 

By  a  circuitous  route,  and  through  streets,  the  ends  of  which 
Leslie  had  protected  by  barricades  and  traverses  of  earth  and 
timber,  turf  and  stone,  I  conveyed  Ernestine  back  to  her  pretty 
mansion-house ;  and,  though  I  gave  Phadrig  and  Gillian  stricter 
orders  than  before  concermng  the  admission  of  visitors,  1  feared 
much  that  the  eflect  of  her  entering  such  a  den  of  disease  as  the 
great  church  would  prove  fatal,  and  my  forebodings  were  but  too 
sadly  realized. 
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CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

THE     PLAGUE  '  SPOT. 

Next  day  I  received  a  slieht  wonnd  in  tlie  left  shoulder  from 
the  ball  of  a  carbine ;  for  tne  Imperialisto  were  now  close  upon 
the  Frankendor,  the  whole  defence  of  which  was  still  committed 
to  our  shattered  regiment  bj  Sir  Alexander  Leslie,  who  put 
implicit  tmst  in  ns.  I  had  it  dressed  by  a  passing  surgeon,  as  I 
liad  no  wish  to  risk  myself  near  the  frightful  hospitals ;  and,  on 
the  firing  ceasing,  I  went  to  visit  Ernestine. 

I  foxmd  her  in  the  little  boudoir,  and  there  was  something 
about  it  and  her  too  that  alarmed  me ;  but  then,  perhaps,  I  was 
weak  and  nervous.  Provisions  were  so  scarce  that,  though  she 
knew  it  not,  I  had  tasted  nothing  for  two  days.  She  was  re- 
clining in  a  large  gilded  fauteuil  of  yellow  damask,  stuffed  witih 
down,  and  her  tiny  feet  rested  on  a  tabonrette  of  the  same. 

The  room  was  darkened  by  the  blinds  being  closely  drawn ; 
but  the  windows  were  open,  and  through  them  there  swept  a 
warm  breeze,  that  played  with  the  heavy  hangings  of  velvet,  and 
waflted  the  perfume  of  flowers  from  a  large  stand  of  green-painted 
wood  bearing  three  rows  of  Dresden  china  vases,  each  containiog 
the  few  flowers  of  the  season. 

She  was  dfessed  in  white  satin,  brocaded  with  red  flowers ;  it 
was  a  dress  I  had  given  her ;  and  to  please  me,  doubtless,  she 
had  put  it  on,  together  with  a  pair  of  beautiM  pearl  bracelets, 
for  which  I  had  given  to  one  of  Karl's  pistoliers  six  dollars, 
without  asking  him  any  questions. 

"  Dear  Ernestine,  yqu  are  unwell ! "  said  I,  on  perceiving  that 
she  made  but  a  languid  motion  of  her  hand  as  I  approached  her. 

"  No,  no !"  she  replied ;  "  but  the  memory  of  all  I  saw  yester- 
day affects  me  still — and  these  decayed  flowers,  perhaps — there, 
thank  you,"  she  added,  as  I  flung  the  flowers  referred  to  into 
the  street. 

She  looked  very  pale,  and  I  thought  the  tone  of  her  voice  was 
altered. 

Next  day  she  was  even  paler,  and  her  languid  air  was  un- 
xnistakeable.  The  room  was  shaded  as  before,  and  she  sat  near 
the  half-opened  window,  to  enjoy  the  cool  breeze  that  swept  over 
the  Sound  of  Bii^en.  I  hoped  it  was  merely  the  deprivation  of 
many  little  luxuries  with  wnich  I  had  contrived  to  furnish  her, 
long  after  every  one  else  in  Stralsund  had  ceased  to  think  of 
them.  Prudentia  and  her  spouse  had  kindly  sent  me  some  of 
these  things ;  but  a  few  days  before  I  had  visited  the  shop  at 
the  comer  of  the  Bourse,  and  found  it  closed,  with  a  red  cross 
chalked  on  the  door.    The  plague  had  been  there,  and  the  drivers 
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of  the  death-carts  were  to  call  for  the  dead  on  their  way  to  the 
trenches. 

Instead  of  beine  curled  acoording  to  the  fashion,  in  little 
ringlets  all  round  her  cbarmins  face,  Ernestine  had  her  black 
hair  smoothly  and  plainly  braided  orer  her  temples ;  her  dress 
was  still  the  white  brocadie  with  the  pearl  bracelets ;  but  to-day, 
although  her  face  was  paler  BtaJll,  ehe  assured  me  with  a  smile, 
that  she  was  "  quite  well." 

She  remained  with  her  left  cheek  restine  ap(m  lier  band,  and 
when  caressingly  I  attempted  to  kiss  it,  I  felt  as  if  an  arrow  had 
pierced  m\r  heart,  on  perceiving  that  which  she  had  been  Btriving 
to  conceal  from  me — a  round  hectic  mark,  about  tlie  sisse  of  a 
dollar. 

It  was  the  plague  spot ! 

Some  frivolous  remark,  the  natursl  impulse  of  a  t03^n2  lorer, 
died  away  on  my  lips  as  I  saw  this  horrible  mark,  and  witnsgonj 
became  convinced  that  the  finger  of  death  had  printed  it  there. 
I  glanced  at  her  face. 

It  seemed  so  much  paler  since  yesterday !  It  was  cold,  frozen, 
and  sad-looking,  even  when  she  strove  to  smile.  Its  beauty  had 
become  severe,  and  she  seemed  taller  than  usual  in  her  long  white 
stomacher.  In  that  darkened  room  she  looked  like  a  white 
spirit, ,  or  a  statue  of  snowy  marble.  Her  eyes  had  lost  their 
beautiful  language.    Sadness,  intense  sadness,  alone  remsined. 

"Ah!  do  not  touch  me,"  said  she,  withdrawing  her  hand; 
**  leave  me,  Philip — leave  me  noto  !** 

**  Ernestine!"  I  exclaimed,  and  passionately  clasping  her  to 
my  breast,  burst  into  tears. 

•She  endeavoured  to  elude  me,  and  begged,  entreated,  and  im* 
plored  me  to  leave  her,  lest  I,  too,  might  perish  by  her  fatal 
touch ;  but  I  wished  for  nothing  more.  Yet  I  hoped  she  might 
be  saved,  and  starting  from  her  side,  I  summoned  Gillian  M'Bane. 
and  despatched  him  for  Doctor  Pennicuik ;  I  then  summoned 
Ernestine's  female  attendants,  who  had  her  placed  in  bed. 

In  two  hours  I  saw  her  again. 

She  was  delirious,  and  imagined  herself  with  Grabrielle  and  her 
father.  Her  once  beautiful  eyes  h?id  become  bloodshot  and  red 
as  coral ;  there  was  a  little  line  of  foam  round  her  lips,  and  spots 
of  purple  were  on  her  cheeks  and  brow. 

Oh,  the  agony  of  a  sight  like  that !  Honest  Pennicuik  \fftt- 
ried  me  roughly  but  kindly  out  of  her  apartment,  and,  thrusting  m^ 
into  a  fauteuil,  made  me  drink  a  glass  or  two  of  his  inedi(»ted 
hospital  wine. 

Let  me  hurry  over  the  relation  and  the  memcnry  of  those  a^- 
hours  of  hopeless  sorrow  and  futile  anxiety. 

On  the  second  day,  the  fever  and  the  delirium  passed  awaV' 
and  I  was  penaitted  to  see  her ;  for  Father  Ignatius,  withoitf« 
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than  usual  graTity  oa  his  long  and  solemn  face,  came  to  tell  me 
that  she  was  dying. 

Dying  !  The  good  man  gave  me  his  arm,  for  I  was  very  weak, 
and  a  partial  blindness  had  come  over  me.  I  hoped  it  was  the 
plague,  that  I  might  go  with  Ernestine ;  but,  alas !  it  was  only 
the  result  of  sheer  hunger,  grief,  and  excitement. 

I  stood  by  her  bedside  in  that  darkened,  chamber,  the  features 
of  which  are  still  before  me ;  its  atmosphere  was  close  and  sickly ; 
there  were  vials  and  bottles,  cups  and  cordials,  and  between  tne 
festooned  curtains  a  pale  and  sickly  face,  with  inflamed  eyes  and 
purple  spots  upon  a  snowy  skin,  that  contrasted  powerfully  with 
two  massive  braids  of  sable  hair.    And  this  was  Ernestine ! 

Kneeling  down  by  the  side  of  the  bed,  I  stooped  my  brow 
npon  her  tnin  wan  hand,  and  wept  as  if  my  heart  would  burst. 
Ernestine  also  wept,  but  in  silence ;  tear  after  tear  rolled-  over 
her  hollowed  cheek,  for  she  was  too  feeble  to  raise  her  head,  and 
we  muttered  only  incoherent  sentences  of  sorrow  and  endearment, 
which  it  were  useless  to  commit  to  paper;  for  to  some  they 
might  seem  exaggerated,  to  others  perhaps  too  cold  and  passion- 
less, as  I  can  neither  impart  to  them  nor  to  the  reader  the  agony 
that  thrilled  our  hearts,  though  the  memoir  of  that  keen  agony 
yet  lingers  in  my  soul,  like  an  old  and  painful  dream. 

In  expression  her  eyes  were  sad  and  fixed ;  there  was  a  smile 
of  ineffable  sweetness  playing  about  her  thin  white  lips ;  but  the 
dew  of  death  was  on  her  brow  and  about  her  braided  hair. 
Believing  that  she  was  about  to  rejoin  her  sister,  the  poor  girl 
said  to  me — 

**  I  have  been  praying  for  you,  and  for  myself— thus,  like  St. 
Monica,  sending  my  most  pious  thoughts  as  harbingers  to 
Leaven.    I  am  going  to  GabrieUe — ah,  how  she  loved  me  1" 

I  could  only  murmiur  her  name ;  then  she  put  forth  her  dear 
lip  affectionately  for  one  more  kiss.  I  became  bewildered,  and 
an  emotion  of  wild  satisfaction  stole  into  my  heart. 

"  'Tis  the  plague — it  has  seized  me^  too !"  I  muttered,  joyftdly. 
*•  Pear  Ernestine,  I  will  soon  follow  you !" 

The  film  was  again  spreading  over  my  eyes,  and  there  was  a 
hissing  in  my  ears ;  yet  I  felt  the  cold  hand  of  Ernestine  clasped 
in  mine,  and  knew  that  its  grasp  was  relaxing. 

Then  I  heard  the  voice  of  honest  Father  Ignatius  saying  in 
my  ear,  and  with  a  voice  rendered  husky  by  emotion — 

"  She  is  dead — God  receive  her  sinless  soul !  Close  her  eyes, 
and  kiss  her,  Phihp— all  is  over  now." 

At  that  moment  I  heard  the  wheels  of  the  dead-cart  rattling 
over  the  street,  and  the  jangle  of  its  hateful  bell. 

Of  that  mournful  day  I  remember  no  more ! 

*    .  *  *  * 

Kext  day  I  recovered,  aa  one  who  awakes  from  a  deep  sleep, 


492  pmup  BOLLo; 

vid  all  the  e7ents  of  yesteDrday  mshed  like  a  torrent  of  grief  and 
pain  upon  my  mind.  Father  Ignatius,  who  had  relapsed  intoHs 
immobility  of  aspect  and  demeanour,  knelt  at  the  fauteuil,  read- 
ing his  diuly  ofSce  out  of  a  little  brass-bound  breviary,  wluch  he 
closed  the  moment  I  mored.  I  was  lying  on  the  noor,  witli  a 
cloak  spread  over  me. 

"  Would  you  like  to  see  her  P"  he  asked,  in  a  voice  of  kindness. 

"  Lead  me  there,  if  vou  please." 

"  Then  I  pray  you  fellow  me." 

I  stood  in  the  chamber  of  death,  and  there  was  in  it  an  awful 
stillness  that  deeply  impressed  me. 

She  was  dead — this  being  whom  I  had  loved  with  my  whole 
heart,  and  with  my  whole  soul,  toas  dead !  yet  I  had  neither  a 
prayer  nor  a  tear.  I  could  neither  form  one  nor  yield  the  other. 
I  was  frozen — stunned !  She  was  dead  1  and  these  three  words 
seemed  written  before  me  eveiywhere :  there  was  a  horrid  still- 
ness in  my  heart,  and  in  every  thinff  around  me.  J?he  whole  world 
seemed  to  be  standing  still ;  and  what  was  now  my  Ernestine? 

I  looked  upon  her,  but  could  not  realize  her  death.  The  dark 
hair,  which  she  was  wont  to  dress  so  gracefully,  was  smoothed 
in  modest  braids  over  her  pale  and  stone-like  brow.  They  were 
very  still — those  glossy  braids ;  and  not  a  breath  of  air  disturbed 
them,  though  the  breeze  lifted  the  leaves  of  her  now  neglected 
flowers.  Her  birds  were  chirping  near,  for  their  seed-boxes  were 
empty  now ;  the  Jesuit  observed  this,  and,  notwithstanding  all 
his  sternness,  even  at  that  dreadful  time  he  filled  them,  for  the 
old  man's  heart  was  a  very  kind  one. 

Her  eyes — those  deep,  dark,  glorious  eyes — ^were  sightless 
now  ;  turned  back  within  their  snow-white  lids,  from  which  the 
long  lashes  fell  upon  her  marble  cheek.  Her  nose  seemed  to 
have  become  too  aquiline,  too  pointed  and  thin,  for  that  of 
Ernestine ;  and  then  the  lips — those  cold,  thin,  purple  lines- 
were  compressed  and  rigid  -,  but  yet  some  beauty  stiU  was 
lingering  there. 

On  the  second  day  my  Ernestine  changed;  her  features 
became  contracted  and  livid.  Oh,  my  God !  It  was  a  mere 
yellow  mask !  I  shuddered  as  I  spread  a  veil  over  her,  and 
could  trust  myself  to  gaze  no  longer. 

I  remembered  that  Gabrielle  looked  like  a  sleeping  angel ;  but 
my  Ernestine,  more  beautiful  in  life,  was  becoming  ghastly  anJ 
terrible  in  death. 

"  Oh,  can  this  indeed  be  she  who  loved  me  so  well  !**  wa> 
frequently  my  mental  exclammation. 

Oh,  for  one  more  glance — one  respiration  more !  But  thi 
horrible  stillness  was  unbroken ;  decay  would  come,  but  never 
again  a  glance  or  a  smile. 

I  remembered  now  the  charming  delicacy,  the  fondness  W 
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royerence,  witli  wUch  she  had  arranged  poor  Gabrielle's  remains 
for  the  grave,  and  would  permit  no  other  hands  than  hers  to 
touch  them.  Now,  she  herself,  whose  sentiment  had  been  so 
fine,  so  delicate,  so  noble,  was  but  a  poor  corpse  too  j  but  there 
was  no  sisterly  hand  to  smooth  her  tresses,  and  arrange  the 
ghostly  garments  of  her  long  repose.  She  was  left  completely 
to  strangers  and  hard-hearted  followers  of  the  camp. 

I  feared  I  should  become  mad,  and  so  forget  all  about  the 
plague  and  the  siege ;  but  I  never  left  her  side  until  the  second 
day,  when  a  tremendous  salvo  from  the  camarade  battery  made 
my  heart  leap  within  me ;  and  then  I  heard  the  rattling  drum 
and  the  yelling  bagpipe  summoning  our  soldiers  to  the  walls.  A 
new  thought  seized  me  I 

I  kissed  her  soft  cheek,  and  that  cold  lip,  whose  icy  touch 
sent  a  thrill  of  horror  and  agony  to  my  heart  i  then,  grasping  my 
claymore,  I  threw  myself  at  the  head  of  my  company,  and  rushed 
to  the  last  defence  of  the  Frankendor,  with  a  deep  and  settled 
resolution  to  fall— to  die ! 


CHAPTEE  XC. 

ULBT  ASSAULT  07  STBAISUKD. 

I  f  OTTND  that  a  salvo  had  completely  breached  the  curtain  of  the 
bastion  at  the  Frankendor ;  that  the  debris  of  fallen  masonry, 
wooden  platforms,  cannon  and  their  carriages,  had  half  filled  up 
the  ditch  before  the  gap;  and  that  a  strong  colunm  of  Imperialists 
were  advancing  to  a  general  assault,  led  by  several  officers  on 
horseback,  one  of  whom  wore  that  large  red  plume  for  which  the 
Count  of  Carlstein  was  so  remarkable.  Another,  who  was  gene- 
rally by  his  side,  rode  a  magnificent  white  horse,  and  wore  a 
cuirass  and  helmet  which  glittered  like  silver  in  the  sun,  being  of 
ihe  most  beautiful  workmanship ;  while  his  scarf,  gloves,  holsters, 
and  housings  were  ii-inged  with  the  richest  bullion. 

This  cavsJier  was  the  great  Duke  of  Friedland  himself,  and  the 
place  where  he  rode,  at  the  head  of  that  advancing  column,  was 
the  mark  of  nearly  a  thousand  muskets ;  for  the  Ijord  Spjrnie's 
regiment  of  Lowland  Scots  was  now  brigaded  with  ours,  but  both 
were  greatly  reduced  in  number ;  and  a  line  of  hollow-eyed  and 

I)ale-vi8aged  men  they  were,  yet  as  desperate  as  the  most  reso- 
ute  valour,  goaded  by  starvation  and  disease,  could  make  them. 
Three  strong  regiments  advanced  to  the  attack  :^-one  was  the 
battalion  of  Camargo ;  another  was  the  Spanish  Arcahuziers  of 
Coloredo ;  and  in  front  was  the  regiment  of  Merode,  led  by  six 
soldiers,  bearing  on  their  shoulders  a  black  coffin ! 

Within  that  coffin  was  Merod^,  whom  De  Vert  had  slain  by  a 
mortal  wound,  but  whose  dying  injunctions  were  that,  dead  or 

II 
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Hmg,  he  shotild  head  ike  assault  of  Strabimd.  Btiffians  iSumgh 
thej  were,  his  soldiers  had  a  wild  species  of  lore  for  him;  m 
now,  sword  in  hand  and  shonlder-high,  six  of  them  bore  his  eoifia 
towards  tiie  breach,  the  jBre  from  whence,  br  frequently  killing 
the  bearers,  threw  the  dead  man  heavily  on  the  earth. 

*'  Gentlemen  and  comrades,"  said  Sir  Donald,  '^pikemen  and 
mnsketeers^to  your  dnty,  and  do  it  according  to  yonr  wont 
Bemember  how  many  generations  of  our  ancestors,  all  brare  men, 
who  loved  the  battle  as  a  pastime,  are  this  day  looking  dcim 
upon  you  from  the  place  of  the  good  man's  reward  in  heaven." 

*'Dirk  and  claymore!  dirk  and  claymore!"  cried  onrmen, 
and  the  shout  was  heard  above  the  roar  of  the  musketry. 

"  Yes  I"  said  Ian,  emphatically,  as  he  shook  his  loffy  plumes, 
"  in  Heaven's  name,  let  it  be  dirt  and  daymore !  I  would  rather 
meet  those  feUows  hand  to  hand,  in  the  good  old  Highland 
fashion,  than  by  bandying  bullets  from  behind  a  stone  dyke.  Let 
US  this  day  save  Stralsund,  or  perish  with  her  !*' 

'*  Better  it  is  to  die  bv  musket-shot  than  by  starvation  or  the 
plague,"  grumbled  Phadrig  Mhor. 

**  Ian,"  said  I,  "  you  have  still  something  to  live  for.  £emem* 
ber  Moina !" 

"True,"  said  he$  *' Moina  is  here 'in  my  eyes  and  in  my 
heart.    My  life  is  hers." 

'*  Then  why  throw  it  heedlessly  away  P  Po  you  live  for  her. 
*Ti8  enough  ior  Uie  wretched  to  perish. 

He  wrung  my  hand,  and  we  passed  to  our  places. 

On  this  &y  of  carnage  and  desperation  the  world  was  looking 
as  bright  as  ever.  The  walls  of  the  old  city  were  smiling  in  ihe 
sunshine,  and  its  ruddiest  glow  fell  on  the  ancient  church,  within 
the  walls  of  which  there  was  the  greatest  amount  of  suffering. 
Though  the  season  was  advanced,  the  noon  was  somewhat  sultiy, 
and  swarms  of  new-born  gnats  were  wheeling  in  the  sunny  air. 
The  young  green  ^ass  was  (^routing  above  the  trenches  where 
the  dead  were  buned ;  the  Sound  was  like  a  blue  mirror,  and 
clouds  of  fleecy  whiteness  flecked  the  wide  azure  dome  of  the  slrr. 
All  nature  loolced  beautiful,  and  the  glad  earth  seemed  to  smite 
back  on  the  bright  sun ;  but  main,  in  his  wickedness,  was  doing 
all  he  could  to  render  that  beautiful  ekrth — a  Hell  I 

I  had  just  come  from  the  lifeless  Ernestine,  and  hence,  perhaps, 
this  moralizing  for  a  moment ;  but  I  was  dodged  and  desperate ; 
selfishly  caring  not  who  fell,  or  who  survived — ^who  mieht  be 
victorious,  or  who  vanquished.  The  world  and  1  had  no  longer 
anything  in  common ;  and  now  the  uproar  and  strife  that 
deepened  round  me  as  the  foe  drew  near  were  a  congenisl 
relief  to  my  tortured  spirit ;  for  it  rose,  as  it  was  drawn  awar 
from  bitter  thou^^hts,  and  my  heartleaped  at  the  rattling  musketry, 
'he  shrieks^  cries,  and  moans  of  the  wounded,  the  tumultuons 
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shouts' of  tbe  oombatants  as  they  closed  up  shoulder  to  shoulder 
in  the  breaoh,  where  our  Highlanders  shot,  with  rapid  and  deadly 
precision,  right  over  the  heads  of  a  stand  of  Spynie's  Lowland 
pikes,  whose  gallant  breasts  had  replaced  the  fallen  bastion. 

On  came  that  triple  column  of  the  foe,  and  now  one  high  dis- 
cordant yell  announced  that  they  were  within  pistol-shot ;  but 
so  thick  was  the  smoke  before  us  that  we  could  scarcely  see  them. 
The  wild  Merodeurs  made  incredible  efforts  to  brmg  on  the 
coffin  of  their  colonel,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  the  strange  bravado 
of  being  led  by  a  corpse  to  the  assault ;  but  ever^r  relay  of 
soldiers  who  lifted  it  rrom  the  earth  was  shot  down  in  succes* 
sion,  until  at  last  the  coffin,  with  its  bearers  and  hundreds  of 
others,  tumbled  pell-mell  into  the  ditch  before  the  breach,  the 
war  to  which  became  literally  choked  by  the  bodies  of  the  killed 
ana  wounded ;  and  over  these  the  rear  companies  of  the 
Merodeurs,  and  Carmareo's  Spanish  nikemen,  rushed  mingling 
to  the  assault,  like  a  flood  of  yalour  ana  fury. 

But  the  flood  was  stemmed,  and  that  fury  curbed,  by  the  hedge 
of  Scottish  pikes  that  met  them  in  the  breach;  and  the  Spaniards 
and  Germans  were  rolled  back  on  each  other,  until  tne  front 
ranks  were  literally  hurled  headlong  on  the  rear.  In  yain,  by 
clubbed  muskets,  by  hewing  with  swords,  and  by  grasping  with 
the  bare  hand,  they  stroTc  to  beat,  to  cut,  or  tear  a  passage 
through  the  soldiers  of  Lord  Spynie.  The  finest  chivalry  of 
England,  of  Normandy,  and  Aquitaine  had  failed,  on  fields  of 
more  than  European  renown,  to  force  a  passage  through  a  ram- 
part of  Scottish  pikes ;  and  now,  assuredly,  that  honour  was  not 
reserved  for  the  Imperialists  of  the  Duke  of  Eriedland.  Some, 
however,  were  torn  out  of  Spynie's  ranks,  and  slain  or  taken 

Srisoners  ;  among  the  former  was  the  son  of  the  Laird  of  Leys, 
rst  private  gentleman  of  a  company ;  and,  among  the  latter,  bir 
John  Hume  of  Aytoune,  in  the  Merse.  He  was  dragged  by  the 
throat  and  waist-belt  into  the  midst  of  the  enemy,  by  whom  he 
was  barbarously  slashed  and  wounded. 

Over  the  heads  of  Spynie's  men,  and  closing  up  into  their  ranks, 
our  Highland  musketeers  poured  their  bullets  point-blank  into 
the  faces  of  the  stormers ;  wnile  our  brass  cannon,  from  an  angle 
of  the  bastion,  raked  their  column  in  flank.  Here  they  slew 
many  of  our  best  men ;  and  Lumsden,  my  lieutenant.  Captain 
M'Donald,  of  the  house  of  Keppoch,  and  nearly  three  hundred 
gallant  clansmen,  fell  to  rise  no  more.  We  snot  down  all  the 
mounted  officers,  save  those  two  who  had  been  so  conspicuous, 
one  by  his  red  plume,  the  other  by  his  snow-white  horse ;  and, 
during  the  lulls  of  the  smoke  and  uproar,  they  were  to  be  seen 
and  heard  encouraging  their  soldiers,  by  precept  and  example,TO 
push  on,  and  to  die  rather  than  flinch. 

"That  is  Eupert-with-the-Bed-Plume !"  I  heard  Sir  PonaW 
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say';  "  and  he  on  the  white  horse  is  the  Duke  of  Friedland ;  for 
who  but  he  would  hare  the  black  buffalo's  head  of  Mecklenburg 
on  his  saddle-cloth  P  Fifty  Scottish  poonds  to  the  man  who 
knocks  them  both  on  the  head !" 

But  they  seemed  to  bear  charmed  lives,  and  though  innumer- 
able shots  were  fired  at  them  through  openings  in  the  smoke, 
tibiey  were  -never  hit ;  and  now,  fortunately  for  us,  at  the  very 
moment  our  ammunition  was  beginning  to  fail,  the  enemy  began 
to  waver ;  and  at  such  a  time,  and  on  such  a  duty,  to  waver  is 
but  a  prelude  to  flight.  They  gave  way  on  all  hands,  and 
retired  with  precipitation  round  the  right  fladk  of  the  Frankenlake, 
leaving  behind  them  a  terrible  scene  of  carnage  and  destmction. 

The  killed  lay  in  hundreds,  and  the  wounded — screaming  for 
water,  groaning,  rolling,  and  throwing  up  their  hands  and  feet— 
lay  in  hundreds  more,  amons  scattered  arms,  drums,  standards ; 
and  then  the  horrors  of  the  tosse,  where  a  seething  mass  of  living 
and  dead  lay  piled  over  each  other,  head  and  he^,  endwise  and 
crosswise,  ^od  upon,  and  pierced  in  a  thousand  places  by  the 
storm  of  shot  that  had  augmented  their  number  every  moment, 
piling  up  a  hecatomb  of  slain  above  the  abandoned  ooflSn  of  the 
once  terrible  and  reckless  Merod6 !  Among  their  fallen  riders, 
even  in  the  ditch,  as  well  as  on  the  approach  thereto,  lay  many 
noble  horses,  maddened  by  pain,  kicking,  plunging,  snorting, 
and  shrieking  (for  a  horse,  at  times,  can  utter  a  frightful  cry), 
as  they  rolled  over  the  helpless  wounded,  with  their  iron  hoo& 
breaking  legs  and  ribs,  or  beating  out  the  brains  of  those  whom 
the  musket-shot  had  already  maimed  elsewhere.  Use  and  wont 
made  us  regardless  of  this  scene ;  and  now  we  were  sufficiently 
attracted  by  another. 

While  the  fugitives  were  retiring  round  the  angle  of  the 
Frankenlake,  the  two  mounted  officers  already  mentioned  were 
frequently  seen  endeavouring  to  rally  them,  and  placing  their 
horses  before  the  flying  bands ;  but  they  might  as  well  have 
striven  to  stay  the  waves  of  the  ocean.  At  last  they  appeared  to 
quarrel  with  each  other ;  we  saw  their  swords  gleam  as  bloats 
were  given  and  thrusts  exchanged ;  their  horses  reared  up,  and 
then  plunged  past  each  other ;  a  blade  flashed  in  the  sun,  and 
the  cavalier  on  the  white  horse  was  struck  from  his  saddle ;  his 
charger  galloped  away,  and  while  he  had  to  hmp  after  his  sol- 
diers on  foot,  the  omcer  with  the  red  plume  came  eloping 
madly  back  towards  the  breach,  waving  a  white  hanokerehief 
to  us  in  sign  of  truce  or  peace.  Severfd  shots  were  fired  after 
him  by  the  Merodeurs,  but,  escaping  them,  he  cleared  the  corpse- 
encumbered  ditch  by  one  terrific  bound,  and  forcing  his  noble 
hdrse  up  the  rough  avalanche  of  masonry,  dismounted  in  the 
midst  of  us,  breathless,  panting,  pale  with  excitement^  anger,  and 

rertion« 
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**  The  Count  of  Carlstein !  Eaperfc-with-the-Eed-Plume ! "  cried 
I  hundred  voices,  in  every  varym^  accent  of  astonishment. 

"Ay,  gentlemen, your  countryman !  no  longer,  I  fear,  Bupert 
Count  of  Carlstein,  but  simply  old  Philip  £>ollo,  the  soldier  of 
fortune  that  fete  saw  him  thirty  years  ago.  By  one  blow  of  my 
sword — ^the  same  which,  not  a  minute  ago,  imhorsed  that  mighty, 
ambitious,  and  intolerable  tyrant,  the  Duke  of  Friedland — Ihave 
demolished  one  of  the  fairest  fortunes  that  ever  a  staunch  soldier 
secured  by  the  toil  and  dangers  of  a  life  that  can  never  be  lived 
again.  Beceive  me,  I  pray  you,  as  your  countryman,  as  a  poor 
and  penniless  soldier,  who  comes  to  seek  service  under  the  Swede 
and  Dane." 

The  count  spoke  with  bitterness,  and  breathed  hard  as  he 
leaned  on  his  sword,  and  our  regiment  closed  round  him  with 
surprise  and  inquiry.  Unwilling  to  tell  what  I  knew  would  be 
as  poniards  in  his  heart  (the  fate  of  Ernestine),  I. stood  a  little 
in  the  background ;  while  Marshal  Leslie,  Sir  Donald  Mackay, 
and  Lord  Spynie,  all  together  inquired  the  cause  of  quarrel  with 
his  seneral.  After  takmg  a  sip  or  two  of  brandy  from  the  flask 
of  £ui  Dhu,  and  retiring  a  little  apart  £rom  the  vicinity  of  the 
breach — 

"  You  are  well  aware,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  how  signal  has 
been  the  success  attending  the  arms  of  the  Emperor  ana  princes 
of  the  Catholic  League.  Driven  from  Juteland,  Christian  lY. 
has  been  glad  to  seek  shelter  bv  sea  and  by  wandering  among 
the  Danish  isles,  and  the  career  of  conquest  has  only  been  stopped 
by  the  waters  of  the  Baltic—'* 

"  And  Ihe  Scottish  infantry,"  interposed  old  Leslie. 

"  Yes,  marshal,  but  that  I  considered  as  understood.  I  have 
long  foreseen  that  this  ambition  will  destroy  itself.  The  pom- 
bination  of  the  northern  kin^s  is  what  Wallenstein  most  dreads 
and  hates,  as  it  prevents  him  obtaining  a  solid  hold  upon  the 
Baltic,  and  from  penetrating  into  Sweden  for  his  own  ends, 
though  in  the  Emperor's  name.  At  a  great  council  of  war  held 
lately  in  Vienna,  I  threw  out  some  hints  of  Wallenstein's  hopes 
of  founding  a  separate  power  in  northern  Europe — a  power  of 
which  himself  would  be  tne  head.  I  represented  to  the  Emperor 
the  necessity  of  making  peace  with  Christian  IV.  before  he 
invaded  Sweden,  urging  that  he  could  never  withstand  a  union 
of  the  northern  princes  with  th^  hostile  Protestants  of  the 
empire.  The  Emperor  was  pleased  to  hearken  to  me,  and,  desirous 
of  peace,*  despatched  me  to  Stralsund  here^  with  written  powers 
to  treat  with  Christian;  these  powers  he  afterwards  dared  to 
repudiate,  and  Wallenstein,  who— far  from  wishing  a  peace» 
wnich  would  reduce  him  to  a  mere  civilian  again— hopes,  m  the 
general  confusion,  to  achieve  such  ends  as  no  man  hath  conoeiv<^ 
since  ahid  days  of  Alexander  of  Maoedon,  dared  to  destror 
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credentials  before  my  face;  yea,  but  yesterday  in  council! 
Henco  oar  high  words  to-day,  uader  the  very  muszles  of  your 
cannon.  When,  enraged  b^  the  useless  slaughter  of  which  he 
was  the  cause,  I  accused  him  of  daring  and  criminal  ambition, 
blows  were  exchanged,  and  by  one  I  hurled  him  to  the  earth, 
and  cut  myself  off  m)m  the  empire  for  ever." 

How  truly  the  count  had  judged  of  the  character  of  the  great 
Duke  of  Friedland  (or  the  Archduke  of  Mecklenburg,  as  he  was 
generally  styled  for  a  time),  after  erents  have  shown ;  for  they 
brought,  to  j>ass  that  dark  scene  in  the  Bohemian  Castle  of  Eagar, 
where  the  Scottish  colonels,  Leslie  and  Gordon,  were  compelled 
to  hew  off  his  head  in  the  banqueting  hall. 

"  Ah  I  here  is  my  friend  and  namesake.  Captain  Sollo,"  said 
the  count,  approaching  me ;  "  and  so,  comrade,  you  have  still 
preserved  the  gold  cham  I  gave  you  on  that  moonlight  night  by 
the  marshy  £n>e.  But  what  is  the  matter?  you  look  pale  as 
Banquo's  ghost.  I  see  starvation  in  every  eye  here.  Now  lead 
me  to  my  poor  girl — ^the  last  that  fate  ha^  left  me ;  for  if  I  have 
ker  in  mv  arms,  the  county  of  Carlstein,  the  castles  of  Giezar 
and  KoBumgratE,  with  all  my  orders  of  knighthood  and  nobility, 
and  mj  colonel-generalship  of  the  Impericu  Cavalry,  may  go  to 
the  devil,  for  au^t  that  I  care.  Ha  I^^what  is  this  r ' 

He  paused,  for  there  was,  I  knew,  a  terrible  expression  in  my 
face ;  and,  unable  longer  to  conceal  my  emotiox^  I  flung  away 
my  sword,  muffled  my  face  in  my  plaid,  and  burst  into  teara. 
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Wx  entered  the  room  where  she  lay,  and  the  stillness  of  death 
was  there.  We  approached  her  with  reverence ;  and  when  I 
stretched  my  hand  towards  the  veil  that  covered  her,  it  was  with 
the  air  of  a  monk  displaying  the  sacrament ;  for  the  remaina  of 
those  we  love  are  to  us  the  holiest  of  all  holy  things. 

"  Ernestine — oh,  my  Ernestine  I'*  sobbed  theooont.  I  thought 
that  the  veil  which  shrouded  her  figure  moved. 

It  was  but  fancy. 

We  stood  silent,  for  our  hearts  swelled  with  the  most  intense 
sadness,  and  were  Med  by  the  memory  of  the  past. 

Language  cannot  portray  what  the  count  felt,  -for  the  shock 
was  so  sudden.  Witnin  one  hour  his  pale  cheek  had  sunk ;  his 
eyes  were  inflamed,  and  his  voice  trembled.  The  very  profundi ty 
of  the  poor  father's  affliction  had  dried  up  the  ordinary  channels 
of  grief,  and  thus  no  tear  escaped  to  relieve  his  agony. 

The  face  of  Ernestine  had  still  its  unpleasant  expression,  and 
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yet,  amid  its  awful  stillneBS,  I  could  have  sworn  a  apaam  con- 
tracted it. 

The  coiEu  was  preparing ;  two  of  Spynie's  soldiers  were 
making  it. 

For  a  time  the  count  was  like  a  statue— frozen,  impassible.  I 
liave  said  his  grief  was  of  that  kind  which  had  neither  tears  nor 
words.  It  escaped  in  deep,  dry,  agonizing  sobsi  and  he  denched 
Ixis  nether  lip  with  his  teeth  till  the  blood  came. 

"  Blessed  Uod !  Thou  triest  me  sorely  I  Both  are  gone ! — ^both 
one  now  !~and  I  am  alone  in  this  wide,  dreary  world  agaia« 

t  my  age,  'tis  said  we  cannot  weep." 

In  brief  terms,  I  infurmed  the  ooimt  of  the  relationship  betweei^ 
us,  and  how  Ernestine  and  I  had  discovered  at  Kyekiobing  iJosk 
he  was  my  long-lost  uncle  Philip,  and  she  my  cousin.  He^axed 
at  me  as  it  he  thoueht  I  raved }  tiien  he  seemed  to  be  coavmcodi 
and  then  dismissed  it  from  his  mind ;  for  surprise,  f  egard,  and 
all  minor  emotions  had  shrunk  before  the  tonwdo  of  great  and 
overwhelming  grief. 

"  How  long  has  she  been  dead  P"  he  asked,  in  a  low  $nd  hoskir 
voice. 

"  Since  yesterday  at  noon^^yesterday  morning  she  was  alive, 
•ad  spoke  to  me."  / 

Hie  tears  now  burst  from  the  eyes  of  the  old  soldiefi  and# 
stooping  over  the  body,  he  embraced  and  kissed  it. 

Suddenly  he  uttered  a  cry,  and  turned  to  me  with  wildnefli 
and  astonishment  in  his  eyes. 

"  She  LB  warm*-H3he  lives  I  Ernestine !    Ernestine  1" 

I  sprang  to  his  side,  and  clasped  one  of  her  hands  in  mine.  li 
f0a#  quite  warm  I 

There  was  a  convulsive  motion  in  her  fingen  and  feet  i  she 
opened  her  eyes,  and  a  faint  sigh  escaped  her ;  joy  and  terror 
bewildered  me  for  a  moment.  Qlien  I  rushed  awav  in  search  of 
a  surgeon.  Hurrying  through  the  streets  bareheaded,  and  with- 
out sword,  scarf,  or  doublet,  the  first  I  met  was  no  other  than 
old  Pennicuik.  He  thought  me  seized  by  delirium ;  but  aooom« 
panied  me  without  delay  to  the  room  of  Ernestine,  who  seemed 
to  be  again  hovering  between  hfe  and  death. 

How  dimly  and  confusedly  that  new  day  of  terror,  grief,  and 
joy  floats  before  me !    I  was  like  one  who  suffered  from  vertigo ; 

do  not  think  I  had  the  full  use  of  my  senses.  Pennicuik  imme« 
diately  ordered  all  the  windows  to  be  opened ;  he  took  the  pillows 
from  under  her  head;  he  bathed  her  temples  with  Hungary 
water,  eau  de  luce,  and  warm  brandy;  he  sponged  her  attle 
hands  and  snow-white  arms  in  vinegar  and  warm  water ;  and  a 
little  wine  was  gently  poured  between  her  lips.  Then,  after  the 
fashion  of  the  female  nurses  at  the  Altenburg  hospital,  he  ble' 
air  into  her  lungs  by  the  nostrils. 
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In  two  days  she  waa  so  folly  restored  to  life  83  to  be  able  to 
relate  to  us  all  her  sensatioDS,  some  of  which  were  very  remarkable. 

She  had  dreamed  that  she  was  dead,  and  yet  was  sensible  of 
all  that  passed  around  her.  At  times  it  seemed  as  if  her  spirit 
left  her  Dodj,  land  yet  remained  near  it— appearingto  hover  over 
that  which  it  had  no  longer  the  power  to  more.  When  I  kissed 
her,  and  closed  her  eyes,  she  had  felt  the  touch  of  my  hand  with- 
out having  the  power  of  opening  her  eyes  again.  The  horror  of 
being  buned  alive  occasioned  her  the  utmost  agony ;  and  when 
she  heard  persons  moving  about  her— when  she  heard  sounds  in 
the  street,  especially  the  jangle  of  the  death-cart  bell,  her  uTiex- 
pressed  agitation  was  terrible ;  but  her  soul  could  no  longer  act 
upon  her  fettered  tongue,  and  she  felt  icy  cold.  Hence  those 
spasmodic  contractions  of  feature  which  I  had  actually  seen, 
but  thought  were  the  result  of  my  own  disturbed  fancy.  The 
approach  of  her  father,  and  the  sound  of  his  voice,  gave  a  new 
impulse  to  her  almost  prostrate  mind ;  it  resumed  its  wonted 
power  over  her  weakened  organization,  and  produced  the  sudden 
warmth  which  had  startled  him,  when  he  thought  he  was  embrac- 
ing her  for  the  last  time. 

^  Jjanguage  has  no  power  to  describe  the  joy  of  such  a  restora- 
tion, as  it  seemed,  from  the  ve)y  jaws  of  the  erave ;  but  it  formed 
the  subject  of  two  sermons— one  preached  Tjy  Father  Ignatius, 
and  the  other  by  the  Beverend  Gideon  Geddes,  who  construed 
the  affair  very  differently ;  for  the  Jesuit  i^BBrmed  that  she  had 
been  restored  to  life  by  virtue  of  certain  blessed  relics  which  he 
had  cunningly  slipped  below  her  pillow,  while  the  Presbyterian 
declared  that  she  had  merely  been  restored  to  existence  that  she 
might  live  to  see  the  errors  of  Popery  and  its  ways ;  and  if  the 
reader  partake  my  joy  and  satisfaction,  he  or  she  will  pardon  my 
having  Jcept  them  behind  the  curtain  for  a  single  chapter. 

Little  more  remains  to  be  told. 

Bendered  desperate  by  the  successive  defeats  he  had  sustained 
since  the  battle  of  Liltter,  Christian  lY.  was  compelled,  at  the 
eonference  at  Lubeck,  in  1629,  to  accede  to  the  terms  of  a  treaty 
of  peace  offered  by  the  great  Duke  of  Priedland,  who  then  re- 
stored to  Denmark  all  that  he  and  Tilly  had  taken  beyond  the 
Elbe ;  and  the  siege  of  Gliickstadt,  which  had  been  so  valiantly 
defended  by  the  Scottish  cavaliers  of  Sir  David  Drummond,  was 
raised.  The  conditions  imposed  upon  Christian  were,  that  he 
should  no  more  interfere  in  the  German  affairs  than  he  was 
entitled  to  do  as  Count  of  Holstoin ;  that  on  no  pretext  was  he 
to  enter  the  circles  of  Lower  Germany ;  that  he  was  to  leave  the 
weak  and  timid  family  of  the  palatine  to  its  fate ;  and  l^at  the 
Scottish  troops  in  his  service  were  to  quite  it  forthwith. 

Thus,  by  a  strange  combination  of  misfortunes,  was  the  most 
uit  of  the  Danish  monarchs  compelled  to  retire  ingloriously 
1  the  great  arena  of  the  German  war. 
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After  thanking  us  for  our  services,  he  bade  us  adieu,  and  I  saw 
the  tears  glisten  in  the  only  eye  that  war  had  left  him.  He  sailed 
— ^not  to  rejoin  his  queen,  who  always  met  him  with  coldness  in 
his  reverses — ^but  to  seek  the  society  and  solace  of  the  fair 
Countess  of  Fehmarn,  his  wife  of  the  left-hand ;  who,  whether  in 
victory  or  defeat,  had  ever  welcomed  him  with  joy,  gratitude,  and 
love. 

liepulsed,  as  related,  in  his  last  attempt  to  obtain  Stralsund  by 
assault,  the  great  and  ambitious  Duke  Albrccht,  after  a  four 
months'  siege,  in  which  he  lost  upwards  of  twelve  thousand  of  his 
Dest  and  bravest  soldiers,  was  compelled  to  spike  his  cannon, 
burn  his  camp,  destroy  his  baggage,  and  retreat  into  Saxony, 
thus  acknowledging  that  neither  nis  skill  nor  his  mighty  host 
had  availed  him  before  the  valour  of  Marshal  Leslie's  Scottish 
garrison. 

The  plague  passed  away  with  him,  and  health,  happiness  (and 
fresh  provisions),  all  flowed  together  into  Stralsund.  The  good 
and  industrious  citizens  resumed  their  wonted  occupations  ;  and, 
so  sensible  were  they  of  the  protection  our  swords  had  afforded, 
that  they  made  old  Field-marshal  Leslie  a  magnificent  present  of 
silver-plate,  and  ordered  medals*  to^be  struck  in  honour  of  the 
Scottish  troops. 

It  was  arranged  that  the  Highland  regiment  of  Strathnaver, 
then  reduced  to  about  four  hundred  men,  should  enter  the  Swedish 
service  with  Sir  Alexander  Leslie,  and  that  all  the  Scottish  and 
French  volunteers  who  served  King  Christian  should  accompany 
them  ;  but  as  Ian  Dhu  and  I  had  seen  enough  of  the  German 
fvars  to  enable  us  to  acquit  ourselves  in  Scottish  society  at  home ; 
ind,  moreover,  as  a  cloud  was  darkening  in  the  political  horizon 
>f  the  North,  we  took  a  sad  farewell  of  the  brave  fellows  we  had 
ed  in  so  many  arduous  encounters,  and  prepared  to  return  to  our 
lative  glens.    The  count  prepared  to  accompany  us. 

"  I  am  now  sick  of  war,"  said  he ;  "  and,  as  King  Jamie  said 
►f  old,  have  a  salmon-like  instinct  to  revisit  the  place  of  my 
lativity." 

Aware  that  reverses  of  fortune  might  one  day  come  upon  him, 
nd  that  his  estates  of  Carlstein,  &iezar,  and  Koeningratz  in 
Bohemia  were  perhaps  httle  better  than  so  many  castles  in  the 
£r,  the  count,  like  a  wary  old  soldier,  had  gradually  secured  vast 
mns  in  the  hands  of  those  famous  ajid  wealthy  merchants, 
'homas  Watson  of  Leith,  and  Herr  Diibbelsteim  of  Gliickstadt. 
'Hus  he  was  as  independent  of  the  family  of  Craigrollo  as  I ;  for 
a.  zny  marriage  with  Ernestine  (which  we  had  arranged  should 
lice  place  in  the  old  kirk  of  St.  Eegulus  at  home)  I  would  re- 
dve  a  handsome  share  of  the  count's  prize-money,  which  would 

«  Some  of  these  are  still  (I  believe)  in  possession  of  the  Leven  faxnUf, 
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form  a  very  reputable  estate,  the  more  bo  if  we  could  it oore  the 
two  baronies  of  poor  Kcemngheim ;  but  I  feared  that  would  be  no 
easy  matter,  as  various  real  and  imaginary  relations  had  idready 
possessed  themselves  of  all  his  towers  and  places  of  strength* 

However,  we  fnlly  hoped  to  be  able  to  gjive  direct  contiadiotion 
to  the  old  prophecy  anent  the  family  heurloom,  and  the  absurd 
assertion  that  never  a  Bollo  throve  in  this  world  if  his  mouth 
was  unable  to  receive  its  mighty  (^sc. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  day  on  which  we  marched  &om  Stral- 
sund ;  for  we  all  embarked,  together.  My  dear  conuradss,  to 
enter  on  the  long  and  glorious  career  of  the  new  German  war ; 
Ernestine,  the  Count,  Ian,  and  myself,  with  Phadrig  Mhor,  to 
return  to  old  Scotland ;  for  Ian  was  to  be  married  to  nis  Moina, 
and  Phadrig  remembered  that  there  was  a  lint-lodced  lassie  in 
Strathdee,  who  would  be  very  well  pleased  if  again  he  came  back 
to  her  and  the  green  forests  of  Braemar. 

Ernestine  had  fidly  recovered,  and  had  become  more  beautifiil 
and  radiant  than  ever. 

She  wept  when  honest  Father  lonatiuB  lifted  up  bis  long 
bony-hands  and  blessed  her,  before  departing,  staff  m  hand,  m 
he  said,  "  like  St.  Argobastus  the  Scot,'*  on  his  lonely  pilgrimage 
after  the  Imperial  host. 

The  Swedish  fleet  lay  at  anchor  in  the  Sound  to  receive  the 
regiment,  which  my  heart  bled  to  leave. 

The  good  ship  Scottish  Croton,  with  all  her  sails  looset  and  a 
spring  upon  her  cable,  waited  to  receive  ujb. 

On  one  side  lay  the  deserted  trenches  and  dismantled  batteries 
of  the  discomfited  Wallenstein ;  here  lay  a  brass  oannoa  with 
the  moss  unon  its  muzzle ;  there  a  mouna  where  the  freah  gras^ 
sprouted  aoove  the  calm  repose  of  the  dead,  and  the  autumn 
flowers  expanded  in  the  morning  sunshine. 

On  the  other  side  rose  busy  Stralsund,  its  fihimng  waU^ 
decorated  by  silken  banners,  and  its  church-bells  tolling  merrily; 
for  now  war,  disease,  and  desolation  had  passed  away  togetheij 

Between,  lay  the  blue  waters  of  the  narrow  Souno,  where  tb^ 
white  sails  of  the  Scottish  and  Swedish  ships  were  flapping  in  ih« 
morning  wind. 

By  the  round  archway,  bv  the  stonv  streets,  and  the  firownipj 
bastions,  our  hoarse  drums  oeat  merruy,  and  the  shrill  fife,  witi 
the  proud  war-pine  of  the  Ga^,  rang  upon  the  breeze ;  the  gree^ 
tartan  waved,  ana  the  silken  banners  with  the  Bed  lion  aiia  tb^ 
Silver  Cross  rustled  above  our  heads.  All  our  hearts  beat  hi 
with  hope  and  ardour;  and  yet  it  was  not  without  a  sigh 
regret  for  the  brave  Scottish  hearts  that  had  grown  cold  for  ei 
beneath  Jaromar's  walls,  that  we  marched  down  to  the  crowd 
and  sunny  beach  for  embarkation. 
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I.— THE  fiCOTS  IN  DENMABK. 

SoMB  aeconnt  of  the  Scottish  troops  who  went  to  Denmark  aboat  1696,  will 
be  found  in  the  Memoin  <^8ir  John  Hepintm,  recently  publiihed  Ujr  the  author 
of  this  work.    They  appear  to  have  mustered  as  foUowi  :— 

Men. 

The  re|(iment  of  Sir  Donald  Hackay  of  Farr IfiOO 

Colonel  Sir  James  Leslie's  regiment •    •    .    1000 

Alexander  Beaton's •      ftOO 

The  regiment  of  the  Earl  of  Nithsdale,  three  Batts  .    •    .    .    8000 

The  regiment  of  Alexander  Lord  Spynle,  ditto 8000 

The  regiment  of  Bir  James  Sinclair  of  Murkle,  ditto      .    .    .    8000 
These  12,000  men  were  independent  of  8000  sent  by  Scotland  to  the  Isle 
Bh6,  and  about  13,000  more  who  entered  the  service  of  Gustavus  Adolphns, 
while  at  the  same  time  many  of  the  Scottish  Catholics  flocked  to  tht  Standard 
of  the  Emperor  Ferdinand  II. 

IL— THE  SCOTTISH  FLAG. 

"  The  regiment  received  colors,"  says  Colonel  Manro, "  wheron  His  Mfvl^^e 
(Christian  IV.)  would  have  the  officers  to  cany  the  Danes  Crosse,  which  the 
offlcers  refusing,  they  were  summoned  to  compeare  belbre  his  KfO^stie  at 
Haynesbeige,  to  know  the  reason  of  their  refhsall~'4uid  for  the  eschewing  of 
greater  inconvenience,  the  officers  desired  so  much  time  of  his  Mi^estie,  as  to 
send  Captaine  Robert  Ennis  into  England,  to  know  his  Majestic  of  Great 
Britaine's  will,  whether  or  no  they  might  carrie  without  reproach  the  Danish 
crosse  in  Soottith  Colon***  Answer  was  returned,  that  they  should  obey  the 
orders  of  him  they  served. — See  Monro's  Expedition  wUh  Machay*8  Regiment. 
Published  1687. 

ni.— THE  HIGHLAND  FUBSE. 

Macnab  of  Macnab  presented  to  the  Scottish  antiquaries,  in  1788,  a 
Highland-purse  clasp,  exactly  similar  to  that  described  as  being  worn  by 
Philip  Bollo.  This  suggested  to  Scott  a  similar  clasp  for  guarding  the  sporran 
of  Rob  Boy,  who  said  to  Bailie  Jarvie,  **  I  would  advise  no  man  to  attempt 
opening  this  sporran  till  he  has  my  Beoret." 

TlM  elory  of  the  Lily  of  Culbleine  is  an  ancient  Scottish  tradition;  her 
grave  is  still  shown  in  her  native  parish ;  and  many  of  the  characters  men- 
tioned in  the  foregoing  pages  were  all  persons  who  really  existed  at  the  time. 
I  znaj  particularly  instance  Dr.  Penniouik  of  Newhall  and  that  Ilk,  an  account 
of  whom  will  be  fbund  in  the  8coU  MagaainB  for  1B06.  Other  names,  such  as 
Sir  Alexander  Leslie's,  belong  to  the  history  of  Scotland,  and  require  no  com- 
ment. Bandolo  is  also  a  real  character;  and  his  double  assassinations  at 
19'aples  are  veritable  history. 

IV,— THE  BOLLO  SPOON. 

The  idea  of  this  quaint  heirloom  is  taken  firom  a  similar  one  preserved  by 
tbe  ancient  family  of  Crauford  of  CowdenhiU.  It  is  of  silver,  measuring  three 
Indies  wide  in  the  mouth,  and  inscribed — 

"  This  spoon  I  leave  in  legacie, 
2b  the  mtriet  mouthed  Orm^ord  qfter  me, 
U90.** 


(04  PHILIP  BOLLO. 


v.— MACKAY'S  OFFICEBS. 

Some  Idea  of  the  senrice  teen  by  the  regiment  of  Strathnaver  may  be 
gathered  from  the  following  list  of  its  officers,  who  were  woanded  or  lost 
tiieir  lives  in  the  serrice  of  Christian  IV.  of  Denmark,  between  August,  1626, 
and  Augnst,  1629.    It  is  made  up  from  Mnnro  and  others : — 

Colonel  Sir  Donald  Hackay,  Bart.,  scorched  by  powder  at  the  defence  of 

Oldenbnrg. 
Lleatenant-Colonels  Seaton  and  Arthur  Forbes,  wounded  at  Oldenburg. 
Major  Dunbar,  slain  defending  Boitzenburg. 
Captain  Boswal,  slain  by  the  boors  in  Bremen. 

„      John  Learmouth  of  Balcomie,  wounded  twice  by  musket-balls  at 

Boitzenburg,  and  died  in  consequence  at  Hamburg. 
„      Sir  Patrick  M'Gie  received  a  wound  at  Oldenburg,  of  which  he  died 

at  Copenhagen. 
„      John  Forbes  of  TuUoch,  wounded  at  Oldenburg. 
„      Bobert  Munroj  wounded  in  the  knee  at  Oldenburg. 
„      Duncan  Forbes,  killed  at  Bredenburg. 
„      — >—  Carmichael,  lulled  at  Bredenburg. 
„      Thomas  Mackenzie  of  Kildon  (Lord  Seaforth'a  brother),  wonnded  in 

the  legs  at  Eckernfidrd. 
„      — —  Armis,  wounded  at  the  siege  of  Stralsund. 
„      Andrew  Munro,  also  wounded  there ;  and  afterwards  slain  in  siagU 
combat  by  the  Count  of  Bantzau,  in  the  Isle  of  Fehmam. 
Captain  Lieutenant  Kerr,  wounded  in  an  arm  at  Eckemfiord. 
Lieutenant  David  Martin,  killed  at  Boitzenburg. 

w         Hugh  Boss,  lost  a  leg  by  a.  cannon-shot  at  Oldenburg. 

„         Andrew  Stewart-  (brother  of  John,  first  Earl  of  Traquair),  reodved 

a  wound  at  Oldenburg,  aiid  died  of  it  at  Copenhagen. 
,,         i....^  Barbour,  killed  at  Bredenburg. 
„        David  Munro,  scorched  by  powder  when  blowing  up  the  church  at 

Eckemfi&rd. 
M         ~~—  Beaton,  wounded  at  Stralsund. 
„         Arthur  Arbuthnot,  also  wounded  there. 
Ensign  Innes,  wounded  at  Oldenburg,  and  slain  at  Stralsund. 
„      Seaton,  wounded  at  Oldenburg,  and  slain  at  Stralsund. 
„      Stewart,  wounded  at  Oldenburg. 
„      Gordon,  wounded  at  Oldenburg. 
„      David  Munro,  wounded  at  Oldenburg. 
„      Patrick  Dunbar,  wounded  at  Stralsund. 
Quartermaster  Bruntisfield,  wounded  at  Stralsund,  where  600  of  the  Higb' 

landers  were  killed. 
Chaplain,  killed  at  Bredenburg. 

The  regiment  had  more  than  80  officers  killed  and  wounded  in  thtce  yean, 
and  lost  more  than  1000  privates  in  the  same  short  space  of  time. 
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RAILWAY  AND  HOME  READING. 


Price  Two  Shillings  each,  boards,  or  28.  6d.  cloth  gilt. 

AonirruBBS  ov  Mb.  Lxdbubt.    I        ficAnBBGOOD  Famxly^ 
CHBiaxopsBB  Tadpolb.  I        PoTTLBToir  Lbgact. 

And  price  Eighteenpenoe,  boards. 
Thb  MiBOHioirBSS  OB  Bbuttillibbs  ;  the  Poisoner  of  the  17th  Century. 

"  Albert  Smith's  name,  as  the  author  of  any  work,  is  quite  sufficient  to  prove 
that  it  is  an  interesting  one,  and  one  that  can  be  read  with  pleasure  by  every  one.' 


THB  ROVnO-O  SlTGZiZSBllKAXr'S  "WO&SS. 

Price  Is.  Price  2s.  boards. 

Thb  BoTora  Enslishmait  ;  or,     1     Tubebt,  by  the  Roving  Englishman, 

Sketches  on  the  Continent.  |        being  Sketches  from  JJife. 

"Who  is  unfamiliar  with  those  brilliant  sketches  of  naval,  particularly  the 

pictures  of  Turkish,  life  and  manners,  from  the  pen  of  the  *  Boving  Englishman,' 

and  who  does  not  hail  their  collection  into  a  companionable  size  volume  with 

delight  P" 

CBAS:LSS  XBVSB'S  'WOItKA. 

Price  2s.  boards.  |  Price  3s.  6d.  cloth. 

Abthub  O'Lbabt'8  ADnanwEB.  |        Con*  Cbboak's  Astbitxttbss. 

"  We  would  rather  be  the  author  i 
than  hundreds  of '  Pickwick 


Ekuthor  of  *  Charles  O'Maller^.'  and '  Harry  Lorrequer, 
Papers,*  and '  Nicholas  Nicklebys.'  "—Standard, 


VT.  B.  PBBSCOTT'S  "WOBBIS. 

Price  Two  Shillings  each  volume,  boards,  or  in  cloth,  28. 6d. 
Fbbdhtjjtd  avd  Ibabblla.    2  Vols.    I     Cobqubst  ob  Mbzico.    2  Vols. 

COBQTTBST  OB  PbBU.     2  VolS.  |       ChABLBS  THB  FiBTH.     2  Yols. 

Philip  II.    2  Vols. 

and 
BioSBAFHiCAL  ASH  Cbitical  Essatb;  reprinted  from  tiie  genuine  American 

Edition,  with  all  the  Notes,  &c.    1  vol. 

"Prescott's  works,  in  point  of  style,  rank  with  the  ablest  English  historians, 
and  paragraphs  may  be  lound  in  which  the  grace  and  elegance  of  Addison  are 
combined  with  Bobertson's  cadence  and  Gibbon's  brilliancy."— ^<A«ff«vm. 


2IKBS.  CROIXnB'S  "WOBSS. 

Price  Is.  6d.  each,  boards.  Price  2s.  each,  boards. 

Light  akd  Dabkhbss.  I        Susab  Hoplbt. 

X4IL1.T  Dawbob.  I        Night  Sidb  ob  Natubb. 

"  Mrs.  Crowe  has  a  clearness  and  plain  force  of  style,  and  a  power  in  giving 
reality  to  a  scene,  by  accumulating  a  number  of  minute  details,  that  reminds  us 
forcibly  of  Defoe." — Aberdeen  Banner. 


MBS.  OOBB*S  "WOBXB. 

Price  Eighteenpence  each,  boards,  or  in  cloth,  28. 

Hbib  ob  Sblwood  (The).        |        Bblf;  or,  the  Narrow  Kutow 

DowAGEB  (The).  World. 

PiB  MoBET.  I        Thb  Mobbt  Lbbdbb. 

"  Mrs.  Gk>re  is  one  of  the  most  popular  writers  of  the  day ;  her  works  are  aU 
pictures  of  existing  life  and  manners. 


RAILWAY  AND  HOME  READING. 


Kzss  arnrxosvft  yKro 

Prie«  One  Shillmg  each,  boards. 

Chxbms  AMD  ComraBB  Cxabmb.  |         Oxi.cz  aits  Ibavb*, 

Price  Eighteenpence  endh,  boftrdSf  or  in  cloth,  2e. 

Thx  IjOWLT  Aim  XHx  LoviT.  I  Yiolxt;  or,  Foond  at  Last. 

"  Hias  H'Intoah's  style  renmida  the  reader  forcibly  of  Miss  Edgeworthand  Mn. 
Opie  s  all  her  books  inoulcate  high  moral  principles,  and  exalt  what  is  honourable 
in  porpoM  and  deep  in  affbction." 

nr.  cJUtXiaToif 's:  tuaxtb  aitb  btobsss 

rioe  Bi^teenpence  each,{or  in  cloth.^s. 

TmxB     Tasks,      Sxaits      Fash's 

Wbddxvg,  &o. 
Phik  Pvkobll,  Thb  Oboobapht  ob 

A«  Ibiui  Oatx,  kc. 

"  Unless  another  master-hand  like  Carleton'a  should  appear,  it  is  to  his  ^ges, 
and  his  alone,  that  fatnre  generations  must  look  for  the  truest  and  fiiUest  picture 
of  the  Irish  peasantry,  who  will  ere  long  ha^e  passed  away  from  the  troubled 
land  and  the  record*  of  history."— J&f<iii«rirJk  JBmww.  '  ' 


Phxlxx  O'TooIiB's  COlfXtBHIB,  Ac. 
POOB  SCHOLAX,  WlLBOOOSB  loDGX, 


Price  One  BhilUng  each,  boards,  or  in  doth.  Is.  6d. 
HTPKBtoB*.  I  Thx  Soko  ov  Hiawatha. 

Eyahgxlinx,  Yoicxs  ot  thx  Night,  &c.  &c.  \ 


Xh^BT  C JLTSARIirS  XOVG'8  VTOIIBM. 

Price  Two  Shillings  eacb,  boards,  or  in  doth,  8s.  6d. 
Bib  Bolaki)  Ashtoit.  |   Tbb  First  Loxttbitabx's  Stost. 


JL^aXAWDBB  BVMtAS'  -WOlKKS. 

Price  Two  Shillings  each,  boards,  or  in  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Thb  Thxxx  Mubxxtxxbs.  I   Twxnty  Ybabs  Axtxb* 

MAB0I7ZBXTB  ns  Yalois.  Covvz  bx  BbaogbloBb.    2  TOls. 


MX88  SD'WAXIDS'  "VORXS. 

Price  Eighteenpence  eacb,  boards,  or  in  cloth,  28. 
Mt  Bbothbb's  Witx.  ]  Thb  Laddbb  of  Lifx. 


M»8.  a»sT'8  ygroumLau 

Price  One  Shilling  each,  boards,  or  in  cloth.  Is.  ed. 
Thx  Littlx  Wivx.  |         Thx  Youbg  Pxiica  Dokva. 


Prioe  Eighteenpence  each,  boards,  or  in  doth,  28. 

Thb  Btoxzxs  ob  Watbbloo.      |   Wild  Sfobtb  avd  ADTXHtuBxa. 

Price  Two  ShilHngs  each,  boards,  or  in  cloth,  28.  Od. 

LxroK  IS  BvBBTTHiirG.  I    Hxctob  O'Hallobah. 

The  Bivouac.  |    Oaptaih  Bi«akb;  ob,  Mt  IiIBB. 
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